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THE TRAMPING METHODIST 


CHAPTER I 

OF THE METHODIST AT BREDE PARSONAGE 

My father was Rector of Brede, and held in plur- 
ality the livings of Udunore, Westfield, Piddinghoe 
and Southease. He himself took charge of the first 
three parishes, which lay near each other, and nxy 
elder brother, Clonmel, assisted him as his curate 
Between Piddinghoe and Southease an underfed 
overworked curate-in-charge galloped an underfed' 
overworked horse every Sunday. ’ 

My father’s office was almost a sinecure — there 
were only two services a week at Brede, and only one 
at Udimore and at Westfield. On Sunday evening niy 
father took off the priest with his surplice, and lived 
the life of a fox-hunting squire till he put on his 
surplice again the next Sunday morning. Clonmel 
was not a priest even in his surplice, but from week- 
end to week-end,- a combination of the jockey, the 
sot, and the brute. 

We were a large family — my father and mother 
my brothers Clonmel, Archie, and Christopher, and' 
my sisters Fanny and Matilda. I have it on thg ' 
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authority of several neighbours that the Lytes of 
Brede Parsonage were renowned for their good looks, 
my father and Clonmel being specially fine men. 
As for me, I think I can do no better than describe 
myself in the words of my mother when a visitor 
admired my face : “ Yes, Humphrey would be hand- 
some if his brow's were not so black, and if he were 
not always frowning.” 

I can clearly remember that frowm, though time 
and peace have long since worn away all traces of 
it, except two upright lines between my brows. I 
first noticed it when, as a child of six, I caught sight 
of myself in a mirror and saw the sullen, swarthy 
little face, with its beetling brows and angry grey 
eyes beneath them. I then realised how I deserved 
the epithets constantly hurled at me by my parents 
and Clonmel of “ Little beast ! Little devil !” 

I was an unfavourable specimen of childhood- 
stiff, moody, sullen, and untractabie, my bosom 
always seething with furious passions. I had no 
affection for my family, as I knew they did not love 
me or take any interest in me. Archie and Kit 
w^ere coarse and rough, Fanny and Tilly were vain 
and would-be-genteel ; my mother neglected me, and 
my father and Clonmel kicked and beat me. So I 
shunned them all, and w'ould mope by myself about 
the house, sitting for hours, my head sunk on my 
breast, in the recess of some window’-seat, dr on the 
attic stairs, where, as they were rickety and unsafe 
■ with age, I was sure of comparative peace . 

,My- iife was miserable, and my heart was full of 
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bitter i>^sions ; but one day a kind of happiness 
dawned for me My brothers and sisters and I were 
gathering blackberries in a held near Sfarvecm^^ 
when the sun suddenly pierced his noontide wranpin" 
of clouds Md shed his beams on the pastures '/hen 
I noticed for the first time how bvely^ms the 
country round my home. I saw the Brede Wver 
™dmg through emerald marshes, like a striS S 

f Tw sreen gown. I sa/lell 

Land Woods with their foliage rft ?, 

and the glorious scarlet of the roofs of De^t'^Farm’ 

^amsf a background of bice and blue I felt /I? 

I had been bhnd up to that hour and had o f f 

opened my eyes on a w^orld which God sff 
good. wmcn trod saw was very 

Thenceforth I was an ardent lover of 
mistress who never grows old r ro ° i ^^ture, a 
that I might see th^mTsfeLt 
like ghosts at cock-crow, and the su^w/. 
woods with copper darts. I never went 

the fold-star had risen bevondTM 

had begun to hoot t trwo„"t^f'’“'l awls 
used to take long rambles in the w la I ^ 

one night I spent on the lee-sid^ of k ^ 

Rotte Marshes. I saw the Zodiac 4SlmS 
the horizon, the scales hang over 

ing, and the Virgin stand as close as she 

flushing moon. I saw the . , to the 

grass ’and along the brefst^f4— ^ along the ■ 

between the polards, and scfd^ 

level. I was severely beaten for ^ ' 

^ escapade when 
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p i I returned home, but the memory of that night shall 

I I go down with me to the grave. 

f It was well for me that I had this love of field and 

i ■ 1 hedgerow, for my life was empty of all other loves. 

; ! I hated books, and never opened one of my freewill, 

■ though by dint of much whipping I had been taught 

my letters. My younger brothers and I did not go 
* to school, as we were needed for work on the Parson- 

1 , age Farm, and our education was confined to three 

hours’ daily reading with our father. I hated this, 
and, regardless of blows, played truant at every 
opportunity. It was after one of these revolts that 
the turning-point of my life was reached. 

I had been wandering in Loneham fields, instead 
of plodding through Ovid in my father’s study, and 
on my return was thrashed by Clonmel, and locked 
into an attic with the assui'ance that I should stay 
there on bread and water till the end of the week. 
At first I was delirious with rage, and lying on the 
dirty floor, I sobbed wildly and tearlessly, till I fell 
asleep through exhaustion. When I awoke I felt 
calmer, and began to examine my prison. It was 
bare of all furniture, save for an old chest, and on 
opening this I found a quantity of musty books. 
These were no consolation to me, and I shut the lid. 
But as the hours wore on, loneliness and fear over- 
powered me. I had always been a superstitious 
child, and even in the room where I slept with Archie 
and Kit, I had often lain awake ti'embling in the 
clutches of the terror by night. This attic soon 
became a hell to me. I thought to see ghosts and 





AT BREDE PARSONAGE 


5 


fetches slithering in the moonbeams up the wall, and 
the dark corners seemed full of spooks. I thought to 
hear my name called from the garden, but on looking 
out, saw nothing but the ghastly moonlight fluttering 
in the trees. My face and the palms of my hands 
were damp with sweat, and in sheer desperation I 
opened the book-chest, and took out a volume to 
distract my thoughts. 

At first I did not understand half I read by the 
clear white light of the moon ; I realised only that 
the book was a holy book, and spoke of God and 
heaven. But soon a sentence arrested me and made 
me consider, simply because it was so unlike any- 
thing I had read before. I had only the vaguest 
religious ideas — I had been told that there was a 
God above, Who would certainly thrust me into hell 
if I continued passionate and unruly. I had also 
been told that Brede church was God’s house, which 
did not increase my reverence for my Maker, as the 
church was dirty and hideous, with walls discoloured 
by damp and filth, and all view of the altar-table 
shut out by a huge, unsightly three-decker. But in 
this book r found God as the God of love. “ My 
son, I am the Lord,” I read, “ a stronghold in the 
day of trouble. Come thou unto Me when it is not 
well with thee.” 

I paused. The words were sweet. How often 
and how bitterly had I longed for a comforter ! 
My heart was touched, and my tears splashed on the 
open page. I read on— “ I will come and take care 
of thee.” “ Let not therefore thine heart be 
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troubled, neither let it be afraid. Trust in Me and 
put confidence in My mercy.” 

I read the Imitation of Christ till the sky suddenly 
flushed with a throbbing flame of light, and the birds 
sent up a matins through the roar of the wind. Then 
I put it aside, and lay down and slept on the floor 
till tlie sun awoke me. The whole of that day I 
spent in pouring over my new-found treasure. I 
forgot that I was teri'ified, miserable, and hungry ; 
I lived only in the sweet words of the Brother of 
Common Life. The effects they produced in me 
were extraordinary. I think that Mr. Wesley would 
have been glad to know my case — it w^ould have 
strengthened his theory of instantaneous conversion. 
I entered that attic passionate, desperate, my heart 
full of hate and fury. I left it calmed and humbled* 
with a steadfast resolution to lead a Christian life. 

It w'as veiy hard — it is always so, and it was excep- 
tionally difficult in my case. I had no loving parents 
or friends to help me and pray for me. On the con- 
trary, my efforts after holiness often brought on me 
the ridicule of my family, who could neither under- 
stand nor sympathise. Still, I fought on. I fell 
daity, hourly, but I rose again and struggled forward, 
learning as much from my failures as from my 
triumphs. 

At first my efforts were directed towards wffiat I 
called “ being good ” — that is to say, answering 
meekly when I was spoken to roughly, obeying feven 
the sui'liest commands, and banishing all thoughts of 
rage or unbrotHerliness from my heart. But after a 
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while my views widened. I had finished the first 
three books of Thomas k Eempis, and had begun 
the fourth— “ Concerning the Sacrament.” Tins 
inflamed me with fresh desires, and my whole being 
yearned for the Communion. I was sufficiently 
acquainted with the Prayer Book to know that I 
could not receive the Lord’s Supper without Con- 
firmation, and after some thought I approached 
my father on the subject, and asked if I might be 
confirmed. 

A.t fiist lie received, tlie iden witli derisioHj lint, 
remembering that I was fifteen years old and a 
clergyman’s son, granted me my wish. So I was 
handed over to Clonmel, who kicked and caned my 
Catechism into me, and one September afternoon 
my brother and I rode off to Hastings, where the 
Bishop was about to hold a Confirmation. 

It was a still day, and the clouds were dun, but 
every now and then a gleam of sunlight swept over the 
fields, faint as the smile of a dying child. Clonmel 
took no notice of me, as he was sulky at having 
missed a day’s cub-hunting, but rode on in front, 
his Rehoboam very much on the back of his head- 
and dismounted for a tankard of beer at every tavern 
we passed. 

We went through Westfield and Ore. and I saw the 
sea and the cliffs and the little red-roofed town, with 
the church of All Saints looking down on it from the 
^ope of the East Hill. There are two churches in 
.Hastings, S. Clement’s and All Saints’, and the Con- 
. firmation was to be held in the latter. So Clonmel 
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and I rode down All Saints’ Street,- and engaged 
quarters for the night at the New Moon. After a 
goodly potation of rum-shrub, my brother marched 
me off to the church, where I took my place in a front 
seat, while he lounged in a pew at the back. 

All Saints’, Hastings, was not unlike S. George’s, 
Brede, in point of ugliness. But it was cleaner ; there 
was some beautiful tracery in the windows, and the 
faded remams of a fresco representing the Resurrec- 
tion were still visible over the chancel arch. The 
Confirmation candidates sat in the front of the 
church, the boys on one side, the girls on the other. 
The latter were devout enough, and read their Prayer 
Books till the service began ; but the former, who 
were miserably few, spent their time in whispering, 
giggling, and ogling the less serious of the girls. I 
found it practically impossible to pray collectedly, 
especially as my comrades w'ere laughing at me for 
remaining so long on my knees. I stuffed my fingers 
into my ears, and uttered a few disjointed supplica- 
tions. Then a tear, born of hopelessness, fell on my 
Prayer Book. I flushed, bit my lips angrily, and 
rose from my knees to see that the Bishop and the 
Vicar had just arrived. 

Bishop Ashbumham was a fatherly little man, but 
did not seem much impressed with ideas of reverence. 
Still, he had some notion of feeding his floclc, and 
before the actual rite of Confirmation, spoke a few 
words to the candidates. He had a pleasant voice, 
and his address was practical, if not very spiritual. 
He told us do obey our parents and pastors, to keep 
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the commandments, honour the King, and say our 
prayers. He also bade us come frequently to the 
Communion, though this was a mockery to most 
of us, who had only three celebrations a x^ar in 
our parish churches. 


As the service continued I began to feel less 
miserable and hopeless, and when it came to the 
laying on of hands, peace and devotion had revisited 
my heart. I went up the aisle like one in a trance, 
and knelt enraptured with the thin white hands 
upon my head, while pastoral lips begged the 

Lord to defend this His child with His heavenly 
grace. 

beating feverishly 
with love and hope. I remember nothing of the rest 
of the service ; I seemed to have soared in vision above 
that ugly church and slovenly congregation, and to 
have visited the house not made with hands, and the 
general assembly and church of the first-born. I 
was cruelly aroused by my companions pushing past 
me mto the aisle at the end of the service, and rfeS; 
horn my knees I went to where Clonmel was waiting 
for me at the back of the church. 

■ ^ What the devil is the matter with you ev- 

tw? T through 

Saints’ Street 

snirits^ you saw 

spirits, like a damnation Methodist ?” 

‘‘ I am^ very sorry, Clonmel 

I won?''st.^'?'^®'' you- little beast-' 

1 wont stand your cant. Hurry on to the New 
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Moon and order me a quart of ale. Make haste, I 
tell you, or 111 break every bone in your body.” 

I obeyed him hurriedly, and a few minutes later 
we were seated at our supper in the coffee-roomj 
Clonmel slowly drowning his ill-humour in his 
tankard of bitter ale. He seemed to have plenty of 
friends in Hastings, judging by the number of greet- 
ings he exchanged with the other occupants of the 
room. Our table was soon surrounded by horse- 
breakers and jockeys in different stages of intoxica- 
tion, with whom my brother bandied oaths and jests 
that set me blushing to the roots of my hair. The 
Reverend Clonmel noticed this, and boxed my ears 
in his usual brotherly fashion, telling the company 
that I had just been confirmed, and was already 
half a Ranter, though, by the hell ! he’d flog it out 
of me before long. 

I gulped down my supper and stole out of the 
room. I was tired, and decided to go to bed. The 
little bed-chamber under the eaves of the old inn 
was very peaceful after that uproarious coffee-room. 
I knelt by the window and prayed, while the star- 
light came down through the space and years, and 
kissed my shoulders and bent head. 

I lay awake a long time listening to the wind as it 
howled up the street, and thinking over the events 
of the day. My misery and my happiness balanced 
each other pretty equally. I was miserable because 
I was so lonely and unloved ; I was happy because I 
possessed a treasure which God had given, and the 
world could not take away. 
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The hours went by, and the noise in the coffee- 
room increased. Roars of laughter came to me 
where I lay, with fragments of song, and every now 
and then an unlovely woman’s voice. At last a 
door flew open, and the shouts and oatlis sounded 
more clearly. The merry company were reeling 
upstairs. I heard my brother approach my door. 
Clonmel drunk was worse than Clonmel sober. 
I lay motionless in a sweat of terror with the clothes 
over my head. But he took no notice of me, flung 
himself all dressed on the bed, and was soon asleep, 
breathing heavily. A few minutes later I fell asleep 
myself, and thus ended my Confirmation day. 

I woke early, and the morning twilight was in the 
room. I rose noiselessly, dressed, and stole down- 
stairs, and drawing back the bolts of the inn door, 
went into the street. The little houses were asleep, 
and my steps rang hollow on the deserted pavement. 
At a bend of the road, I saw the sea. The water was 
a soft pearl-grey, the same colour as the sky. Indigo 
shadows lay hei'e and there on its breast, and from 
the light into the shadow, from the grey into the 
indigo, the brown-sailed fishing-smacks glided. The 
wind came rustling and moaning up the street, and 
suddenly a blood-red scar appeared in the clouds 
above the East Hill. I heard a robin sing, and my 
. he^rt leapt in. my breast with peace new-born, and 
hope revived. 

• Wlien I reached the inn I found, Clonmel and my 
..breakfast awaiting me, for we were to go home early, 
my brother being anxious to ride with the hounds. 



CHAPTER II 

OF THE METHODIST AT SHOYSWELL 

As soon as we had reached home, Clonmel set off 
lor Doleham, where he hoped to fall in with the hunt. 

Mtnt into the back parlour, where I hoped to be 
alone. I found my mother seated at the window 
trifling with some fancy work. She looked sur- 
prised to see me. 

I had no idea you w’ould be back so soon. Your 
father thought that you and j^our brother would 
spend the day in Hastings, so he has hired a man 
from Doucegrove Farm to help Kit and Archie with 
the ricks.” 

“ Clonmel has gone a-hunting. Mother,” I added 
suddenly, “when vnll there be a Sacrament at 
Brede ?” 

“ A Sacrament !” cried my mother, knitting her 
brows. 

“ Yes, ma’am. The Bishop said ” 

“ Oh, you have been confirmed— I had forgotten 
it. That accounts perhaps for your extraordinary 
way of speaking. There ivill be a Sacrament at 
Christmas, not a day before.” 
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“ That’s a long time !” 



“Well, how often would your reverence have a 
Sacrament, may I ask ?” 

“ Once a week.” 

“ You little fool ! You don’t know what you’re 
saying. Why, the Methodists have a Sacrament 
once a week !” 

“ But may we not do as the Methodists do ?” 

“ As the Methodists do ! The boy’s mad. I’ve a 
good mind to tell your father, and, la ! wouldn’t he 
beat you ! But I shan’t tell him,” she added more 
kindly, “for you’re only a silly child. Go away 
now, and learn to keep your opinions to yourself in 
future.” 

I left the room and went into the garden. The 
sun was shining, but the world seemed very grey to 
the boy who stood with his hands pressed tightly to 
his bosom, trying vainly to keep down the sobs that 
swelled it. I do not think that I had ever felt so 
miserable and desolate. But my despair did not last 
long, for the thought came to me that though there 
was not to be a Sacrament in my father’s church till 
Christmas, other parsons might do their duty better. 
Hastings, Iden, Rye, Sedlescombe, I knew to be in 
the same plight as Brede, but there were hamlets 
beyond — Bodiam, Salehurst, Ticehurst, and many 
others— where I should perhaps find what I yearned 
for. My time was my own that afternoon, as a 
man had been hired from Doucegrove to do my work. 

I could not be happier than in wandering from 
village to village searching for a temple where I 
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might offer my sacrifice of praise and thanks- 
giving. 

The sunbeams flickered in the leafage of the 
orchard ; the wind swept singing over the fields from 
Lankhurst and dried the foolish tears upon my face. 
I went into the house, pocketed a hunk of bread and 
cheese, and thus equipped started on my voyage of 
discovery. 

I walked quickly up the Cackle Street, and came 
to Broad Oak, where I left the road and crossed the 
fields to the hop-gardens of Udiam. It was the 
hopping season, and I passed many a band of hop- 
pickers, and many an oast with the smoke of the 
drying furnaces streaming through the cowl. The 
scent of the vines was delicious, and I sat in their 
moving shade, ate my bread and cheese, and felt 
almost happy in the quiet and sunshine. 

After I had eaten I stretched myself on the sweet- 
smelling ground, and slept and dreamed of moaning 
water and church bells ringing at dawn. When I 
woke, the sun was at his highest. I rose refreshed,- 
and walked on to Salehurst, my heart bounding to 
see the world so fair. I forgot that the swallows were 
flo\vn, that the purple loosestrife had faded from the 
banks of the meadow stream, and that the scarlet on 
the leaves I thought so beautiful was like the glow on 
consumption’s cheek, a herald of death and decay. 

But my spirits were soon dashed at the sight of 
the locked doors of S. Mary’s, Salehurst, and of the 
notice which told me that though morning and even- 
ing-prayers were read there alternately every Sunday, 
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the Lord’s Supper was not administered except at 
Christmas, Easters and Whitsuntide. It was the 
same at Bodiam, and before I had come to Hurst 
Green I was deaf and blind to the beautifui world, 
and saw only the bare stubble-fields drenched in the 
tears of the dying summer. 

At Hurst Green there was no church, and I set out 
wearily for Ticehurst. I had now come some four- 
teen miles from my home, but this would be no 
obstacle to me were I so fortunate as to find a Sacra- 
ment at Ticehurst, for in those days celebrations aftef 
Morning Prayer were the accepted rule. Still, the 
sun was westering, and I knew that I should be 
punished if I reached home after dark ; and as at 
Ticehurst I was again doomed to disappointment, I 
started Bredewards with a heavy heart. 

The sun was setting fast, and hung lorv in the sky 
above Witherenden— a scarlet wafer on the brink of 
a cloudy chalice into which it Was rapidly sinking. 

I quickened my pace, for I realised that I ran the 
risk not only of arriving home after dark, but of 
being locked out for the night. Seeing a lane lead 
southward through the fields,.! tuimed down it, 
thinking that it mignt shorten my road. But this 
reckless course brought me punishment. The lane 
merged into a track, and the track gradually faded 
away arid left me on the banks of a stream, with 
never a bridge to cross by. 

I sighed hopelessly, and wandered -a little by the 
stream side. The waters flowed with a moaning 
sound, and the crimson of the sky was mirrored in 
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them, with the hrst star hanging on the edge of the 

_ At last I came to a bend where weeping willows 
kissed the bubbles at their feet, and where the 
stream looked narrow enough for me to jump it. 
Eut I had miscalculated my distance, and this the 
icy water round my thighs and breast soon told me. 
mth great difficulty I scrambled out at the further 
side and stood shivering on the bank. That moment 

the sun went down and the night wind rustled the 

grass. 

I was by this time almost sure that I could not 
reach Brede much before midnight, when the 
Parsonage door would be locked. Moreover, I had 
lost my way, I was dripping wet, and faint with 
hunger and weariness. I dragged myself across the 
field, and came into a road. In front of me a lane 
led southwards, but I would not have turned down 
it remembering my former recklessness and its 
results had I not seen a light twinkling at the end. 

I knew that I was near a house, and resolved to go 
there and ask my way. 


The lane ivas rough and muddy, and the arching 
tiees shadowed it from the dusk as with a paU I 
groped my way along the hedge, and suddenly came 
out of the darkness to find myself in front of an old 
house with oasts and haggards swarming round it. 
The farmhouse was half-timbered, and roses, passion- 
vine. and creeper did their best to hide the cracks and 
gaps in the walls, and to cover the wounds in the old ' 
roof, wieathing tenderly about the tottering chimney- 
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stacks, and hanging in festoons from gable-end and 
eaves. 

A light beamed from one of the lower windows ^ 
and, passing by, I saw an oak-ribbed kitchen with a 
table in the middle, at which three persons were 
seated. I knocked at the door, and the next 
moment it was opened by a short, thickset man, with 
kind eyes and curly grey hair. He looked sharply at 
my wet clothes, and when I asked him the way to 
Brede, exclaimed : 

“ You’re not going there to-nightj surely !” 

“ I am indeed — is it far off ?” 

“If you wallced hard from this minute, you couldn’t 
reach it before dawn — and you’re soaking wet, my 
lad. Where have you been ?” 

I told him that 1 had fallen into a stream, and he 
shook his head. 

“ You can’t walk far in this plight ; you’re shiver- 
ing with cold. Come in to the fire, and dry your 
clothes.” 

“ You are very kind, but indeed I must not loiter. 

I — I shall get into trouble if I am not home to- 
night.” 

“ I told you just now that you can’t possibly be 
home before dawn, so come in, my lad. I won’t have 
you leave my door shivering in this way !” 

He took me by the arm, and led me into the 
kitchen. It was a quaint room, and smelled sweet, 
for- great bunches of lavender were hung from the 
middle beam, and an apple stuck full of cloves stood 
on the chimney-piece. A man and a girl sat at the 
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table. The man was a taU, tbin young fellow, 
raggedly dressed, but with one of the sweetest faces 
I have ever seen in my own sex. The droop of his 
mouth was sad, but his eyes were full of happiness 
and of a light that was almost divine. He had been 
talking earnestly to the girl, and his wan cheeks 
were flushed, as he quoted from the Bible before 
him : “ The zeal of Thine house hath eaten me up,” 
were the words I remember he said. 

The girl was of about my own age and dressed in 
pigeon grey, her hair hanging in a long, thick plait 
between her shoulders. She was not beautiful, but 
her eyes were glowing like the sparks which fly from 
under the smith’s hammer, and her cheeks were 
flushing like the heart of a fire. 

Tliey both rose as I came in, and showed no 
surprise when the grey-haired man told them of my 
plight, but bade me sit by the fire and dry myself. 
I drew' close to the blaze, and the three took their 
seats once more at the table, while the ragged saint 
resumed his reading. Every now and then he 
paused and spoke a few w'ords to his listeners, and 
he spoke as I had heard no man speak. His words 
were rough and ill-chosen, and he gave me the im- 
pression of a man who, though educated himself, 
had mixed so long with the rude and uncultured 
people as to have assimilated some of tl'teir manners 
and speech. He spoke with force, even "brutality, 
and there W'as. a Biblical ring in Iris sofitences that 
told of a deep familiarity with the Book before himi '• 
His speech seemed too great for his frail body ; the 
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thundering words and rolling phrases matched ill 
with the thin hands and haggard face. What struck 
me most about his oration was the way he went to 
Nature for his similes. He had not been speaking 
for ten minutes before I knew that he could tell the 
name of every star that trembled on the dun breast 
of the sky, and of every flower that coloured the 
grass ; that he knew the roosting-places of the birds 
and the variations of their notes ; that he regarded 
as familiar friends the wild timid creatures of the 
forest, the conies of the fallow, and the butterflies 
of the hedge and clover-field. 

He stopped speaking suddenly, and closed his 
book. At the same moment a woman came in with 
three bowls of porridge, but at a word from her 
master went away for a fourth, of which I was right 
glad, as I had tasted nothing since noon. 

“ You shall spend the night here,” said the grey- 
haired man, sitting down beside me on the settle. 
“ You’re much too tired to walk further to-night. 
Besides, you would lose your way in the dark.” 

“ I dare not ” 

“ Nonsense, my lad ! I insist. Your parents 
wouldn’t have you walk through the dark and cold- 
No,” — and he laid his hand on my mouth — “ I’ll 
hear no more excuses. You shan’t open your lips — 
except to eat-;^ur porridge.” 

“The 'bight is very sweet,” said the girl, who had 
risenand was standing by the fire. , “ Father, I shall 
f. take ‘my supper to the gable-bam and eat it there. 
Will you not come too ?” she added, turning to me. 
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table. The man was a tall, thin young fellow, 
raggedly dressed, but with one of the sweetest faces 
I have ever seen in my own sex. The droop of his 
mouth was sad, but his eyes were full of happiness 
and of a light that was almost divine. He had been 
talkmg earnestly to the girl, and his wan cheeks 
were flushed, as he quoted from the Bible before 
him : “ The zeal of Thine house hath eaten me up,” 
were the words I remember he said. 

The girl was of about my own age and dressed in 
pigeon grey, her hair hanging in a long, thick plait 
between her shoulders. She was not beautiful, but 
her eyes were glowing like the sparks which fly from 
under the smith’s hammer, and her cheeks were 
flushing like the heart of a fire. 

They both rose as I came in, and showed no 
surprise when the grey-haired man told them of my 
plight, but bade me sit by the fire and dry myself. 
I drew close to the blaze, and the three took their 
seats once more at the table, while the ragged saint 
resumed his reading. Every now and then he 
paused and spoke a few words to his listeners, and 
he spoke as I had heard no man speak. His words 
were rough and ill-chosen, and he gave me the im- 
pression of a man who, though educated himself, 
had mixed so long with the rude and uncultured 
people as to have assimilated some of‘ tlreir manners 
and speech. He spoke with forceii ’’even 'brutality, 
and there was. a Biblical ring in his seifttences that 
told of a deep familiarity with the Book before him;- 
His speech seemed too great for his frail body ; the 
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thundering words and rolling phrases matched ill 
with the thin hands and haggard face. What struck 
me most about his oration was the way he went to 
Nature for his similes. He had not been speaking 
for ten minutes before I knew that he could tell the 
name of every star that trembled on the dun breast 
of the sky, and of every flower that coloured the 
grass ; that he knew the roosting-places of the birds 
and the variations of their notes ; that he regarded 
as familiar friends the wild timid ci'eatures of the 
forest, the conies of the fallow, and the buttei'flies 
of the hedge and clover-field. 

He stopped speaking suddenly, and closed his 
book. At the same moment a woman came in with 
three bowls of porridge, but at a word from her 
master went away for a fourth, of which I was right 
glad, as I had tasted nothing since noon. 

“ You shall spend the night here,” said the grey- 
haired man, sitting down beside me on the settle. 
“ You’re much too tired to walk further to-night. 
Besides, you would lose your way in the dark.” 

“ I dare not ” 

“ Nonsense, my lad ! I insist. Your parents 
wouldn’t have you walk through the dark and cold- 
No,” — and he laid Iris hand on my mouth — “I’ll 
hear no more excuses. You shan’t open your lips — 
except to eat Jfejur porridge.” 

“ The ‘bight fs 'very sweet,” said the girl, who had 
risen and was standing by the fire. . “ Father, I shall 
take -my supper to the gable-barn and eat it there. 
Will you not come too ?” she added^ turning to me. 
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Her tone was so frank,- so modest, and so sweet 
that I had neither the will nor the power to refuse. 
My clothes were by this time dry enough to suit me, 
for I had been hardily bred, so we left the kitchen 
and crossed the fold to a barn with tarred wooden 
walls. The inside was full of hay, which we climbed 
by a ladder set agamst it, and found ourselves in a 
sweet-smelling loft, from which we looked down 
through a huge ■window into the fold. 

“ You have not told me your name,” said the girl, 
when 'ive were seated. 

“ ^ly name is Humphrey Lyte ; what is yours ?” 

“ Mar}?’ Winde !” 

“ What a lovely name !” 

“ Do you think so ? There are so many girls 
round here called Mary.” 

“ I think it is the most beautiful name a woman 
can have.” 

She looked meditative, and cast down her eyes to 
the hay. 

“ Does your father own this farm ?” I asked her. 

“ Yes., He used to be a preacher, but his health 
broke down, so we came to live here at ShoysweU.” 

“ Who is that gentleman -vuth your father ? He 
looks like a preacher, too !” 

“ That is Mr. John Palehouse, and he goes from 
milage to vUla'ge preaching.” 

“ You are Methodists !” I cried, suddenly alarmed. 

“ Yes I Does that shock you very much ?”, 

“ No — er — ^no — ^that is to say ” ‘ 

She laughed merrily. 
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“ I am sure by your voice that you are very much 
shocked indeed.” 

“ My father is a clergyman,” I stammered, “ and 
I know that he will be furious when he hears that 
I have spent the night with Methodists. But after 
ail, he is sure to beat me for not being home by dark,- 
and he cannot beat me harder than he does usually- — 
that is to say,” I added, “ without killing me.” 

“You speak as if you would not mind being 
kiUed.” 

“ I don’t suppose being killed hurts much,” I said 
dreamily ; “ at least, not more than being alive.” 

“ How wildly you talk !” she cried, drawing away 
from me. “ Life is wonderful and beautiful — at 
least to me.” 

“ It is,” I said, “ at least to you.” 

“There are the fields, the woods, the stars, and 
the wind,” she continued, “ and there are books. 
Don’t you love books ?” 

“ I hate them !” 

“ What a strange boy you are ! How do you 
spend the long evenings if you hate books ?” 

“Ithink!” 

“ And sad thoughts, I’ll be bound. Do you know 
that there are such fierce,- frowning lines betw'een 
your eyebrows ? They were the first thing I 
noticed when I saw you.” 

“ Have you many books ?” I asked abruptly. 

“ Not many of my own, but my father allows me 
to read what I like of his.” 

“ Tell me about your books,” I cried, leaning 
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forward in the hay, and touching her hand. “ I 
love to hear you speak. I never had a play- 
fellow.” 

“ I know nothing of foreign languages, so I can 
read only English books. But I love them so much 
that I never wish for any others. Shakespeare, 
Chaucer, Pope, Milton, and Spenser — I will lend 
you my Spenser if you like ?” 

“ Thank j^^ou ! I promise to read it, and it will 
be the only book, except my Bible and ‘ Imitation,’ 
that I have ever read of my free will.” 

She went on speaking, and I lay listening in the 
hay. We had finished our porridge, and had set 
our bowls aside. The night wind blew in on us, and 
rustled the hay. The stillness was broken by the 
bleating of sheep, which gradually drew nearer. The 
fold-gates opened, and the flock poured in, their 
whiteness tinged to grey in the starlight. All w'as 
so dim that sheep from sheep could hardly be distin- 
guished, and an indefinite mass surged between the 
oasts. 

It was like a beautiful dream, which we cry for . 
when we wake. The stars shone mistily, like pearls 
under a woman’s scarf, and farm-lights dotted the 
country, as if the fields reflected and magnified the 
stars. A little moon hung between the gables of 
Shoyswell, and when her light fell full upon the hay, 
Mary stopped speaking and laughed. 

“ I have preached of books enough for to-night. 
Hark ! the fold-bells are ringing us to bed.” 

We climbed down from our nest and made our way 
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through the sheep to the house, Mary going in front 
of me — grey gown ’mid grey sheep in a grey starlight. 

Entering the kitchen, we surprised Mr. Winde and 
John Palehouse in a dispute as to which room I 
should sleep in, each declaring that I must have his 
own. Finding that accommodation at Shoyswell 
was so scant, I refused both offers, vowing, as was,- 
indeed, the truth, that I would rather lie on a truss 
of hay in one of the outhouses. By dint of argument 
and entreaty I at length carried my point, and after 
we had all knelt for a few minutes in prayer on the 
warm flags round the hearth, Peter Winde lighted 
me to my sleeping-place. 

It was an old barn and immensely high ; but it 
was warm and sweet-scented. The moon and stars 
shone on me where I lay, too happy to go to sleep. 

I had always loved sohtude and longed to sleep alone,- 
but my wish had never been granted mt — except for 
the night spent under the haystack on the Rother 
Marshes — tiU now, when I lay in the old black barn? 
and outside the wind crooned hush-a-bye to the oaks 
and hazels, and all else was silence save for the groan- 
ing cowls of the oasts. 

I did not sleep till the morning dusk, and it seemed 
as if I had only just closed my eyes when I woke to 
find Jolm Palehouse shaking me by the shoulder. 
Breakfast was laid in the kitchen, and when it was 
over, Mary took me into the next room, where the 
walls were lined with books. She gave me a Spenser 
from her own little store, and I was delighted, because 
I knew that I shouid__have to walk over to Shoyswell 
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to return it. On our way out of the room I noticed 

^pressed by 

aro''Mettodtt mischievonsly, they 

I drew back a little. 

lauRhin^'^'J^ of that ” cried Mary, 

gravely!^' ^ 

“ You are not so sorry as I am. I have been 
tapper these fewhours than I have ever been before.' 

ioor bntr f” T T 1 t t 



good-bye. 


CHAPTER III 

OF THE Methodist’s confession of faith 

I WAS not long in reading Mary’s Spenser, and when 
I had returned it she lent me her Shakespeare, and 
after that her Chaucer. This meant many a walk 
to Shoyswell, and each visit was sweeter than the 
last. I found that if I rose very early, I could easily 
be back by nightfall, and as I was often wont to take 
long rambles by myself, my family asked no ques- 
tions. I was much hindered by my duties on the 
farm, but I enjoyed an occasional holiday, and no 
one cared to know how I spent it. On my return 
from my first visit to the Windes I had told my 
father that, being overtaken by night, I had sought 
shelter at a farm-house ; and as this afforded enough 
excuse for beating me, no more questions were asked, 
and the Reverend Septimus Lyte never heard that 
his son was the guest and friend of Methodists. 

John Palehouse had gone on a preaching expedi- 
tion to Devonshire, and Peter and Mary were alone; 
They always had a quiet but kindly welcome for me, 
and my heart began to warm and expand in its new 
happiness. For this was the only friendship I had 
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known. Though my father and mother occasionally 
visited or were visited by the neighbouring “ gentry,” 
I had never had any other companions than my 
younger brothers, who were companions only in the 
sense that we worked, ate, and slept together, and 
could by no means be called my friends. 

intercourse with the Mhndcs was new and 
beautiful. Mary and I used to take our books into 
the hay-loft and read aloud to each other, bringing 
what we could not understand to Peter ; and in the 
evening the father and daughter walked part of the 
way home with me, as far as Lossenham, perhaps, or 
Methcrsham, on the great lonely marsh where the 
mists were brooding and hangmg like streamers on 
the branches of the vdilows, where the Rother 
wound like a ribbon of flame towards the east. Peter 
would bless me when we said good-bye, and I would 
walk on to Brede with a light heart, and would dream 
of Shoyswell. 

A great happiness had come into my life with these 
two friends, but I still had my moments of darkness 
and depression. These increased as I grew older 
and my eyes opened wider on the sorrows round me. 

I soon realised that not only was the Sacrament 
neglected, but that the Gospel was not preached. 
The poor people of my father’s parish were woefully 
ignorant' — many of them could neither read nor 
write — and could hear of God and heaven only from 
my father and Clonmel, who cared fo rnone of these 
things. Those wretched folk lived hopeless, religion- 
less lives, and spent them in bestial pleasures, sin, 
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suffering, and despair. My heart yearned after 
them — they were like shepherdless sheep on the 
hills. I resolved to try to better their lot. I secretly 
visited the old people in their cottages, and I formed 
a class of lads, whom I taught to read in a kitchen 
lent me by a cottager of Broad Oak, having only one 
rule — that each lad I taught should in his turn teach 
a friend. But my father heard of my under- 
taking, and if there was one thing he hated, it was to 
see another do the good works he left undone. He 
scattered my class, flogged me, and multiplied my 
duties on the Parsonage Farm, hoping by hard work 
and hard blows to “knock all the nonsense out of me.” 

This made me desperate, and I did that which I 
had been tempted to do some months before, but had 
not dared. On one of my visits to Shoyswell — they 
were very few now that my farm-work had been 
increased — I asked Peter Winde to lend me one of 
his Methodist books. He had made me a laughing 
offer once, but I had drawn back horrified, and he 
looked surprised when I ventured my request. 

“ Do you really mean it, lad ?” 

“ Yes, I really mean it.” 

He shook his head, but gave me a volume. It was 
the smallest of his collection, and during the day I 
kept it in .my bosom, and at night it lay under my 
pillow. I was in dread of discovery, and read it in 
secrecy and fear, but when I had finished J,t I asked 
Peter for another. 

It was sheer desperation that had driven me to this 
course, and sometimes I paused and wondered at 
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and at the direction matters were taking 
beemed impossible that Humphrey Lyte. the loyal 
uimchman and devout Sacramentalist, should be 
eadmg Methodist books, and becoming each day 
moi e tavourably disposed towards Methodism. The 
act was that my books, and the beautiful lives led 
by Peter and Mary Winde, had taught me that 
-itthodists were not the evil fanatics and heretics 
rf biinily believed them. They were truer to 
thurch discipline and to the Sacraments than were 
most Church people and clergy, and they had a zeal 
ior the Gospel of Christ tliat made my heart glow 
vita fervour and admiration. With the Calvinistic 
Methodists, the followers of Whitefield, I had no 
spnpathy, but the disciples of Wesley, with their 
simple austere lives, their good works, and their 
enthusium, stirred up my highest respect, and respect 
i’Oon deepened into a wish to imitate. 

T ^ proposed to go no further than imitation. 

: *^®^ed and spent much time in prayer and in read- 
mg the Bible. I hoped that the Church might be 
goaded to refoim by the example of the noble lives 
outside her pale. But I soon saw how foundation- 
less was^this hope, and began to entertain doubts as 
to my right to remain in a Church which had fallen 
so far from her purest ideals. 

silenced my doubts, but they were 
stronger than I, and tormented me, especially after 
Hiy faikre vuth my school. I saw that ’it>would be 
impossible for me to do good in my father’s parish. 

I saw also that no parish in_England would tolerate 
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my good works. The Church hated ; 

she preached against it and fought against it , 1 nere 

was iro room for the zealous preacher of the Gosp*. , 
in the Church. 

I have told in a few lines of a struggle %viu<:;i ra;:**' i 
several months. I shall not enter into the ch tai!' 
of that conflict, or describe howray doubts gradu.iHy 
formed themselves into unanswerable urguniv!ii> 
and then into convictions. I was about twenty 
years old when my eyes opened fulty on tlm truth, 
and I remember my despair when Isaw that tiuTf 
was only one course open to me — a succ.^siira 
the Established Church to the Methodists. 

I lay awake night after night in anguish. 1 s.’.i*! 
nothing of my trouble to Peter Winde, and he gave 
me no sign that he suspected it. He had ss?klcfm 
spoken to me of liis beliefs, but his life hrtd piv.scLvd 
them more convincingly than his lips could ever hav*' 
done. At last, however, he let me see tint ho knew 
of rny difficulties. I had managed to find fimv i 
a visit to Shoyswell. Mary was oul, ont 
received me kindly. He was dusting t l.e si. 1 
his library, and asked me to amuse tny.-oif ’-u,!;; a 
book till he had finished. I reuifinbi-r !;!;;>■ f 
book— it was “ Purchas his Pilgrimag-." 1 • 

foi I fell a-dreaming over the open ..o.i . 

roused only by Winde putting soniothin:,; di,.wu 
front of me. It was an opw/Bible. am! • v; ■ 
was deeply scored — 

,.He that taketh not his cross and nv.gl. 

Me, IS not worthy of Me.” 


30 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 


iiirr 1 j Reedbed with you this even- 

ing: lad.” said Peter. 

^lome from the neighbouring farm- 
use 0 ’ Turzes, where she had been visiting some 
niends, and we had dinner. When it was over, 
_ L ei and I set out for Brede. I said good-bye to 
Map^at the gate. 

« coming with us ?” I said. 

AO, J 10 I; afternoon 

^ I should like to talk with you about 

, i^axadise Regained.^ 

But my father wishes to talk with you about 
something far nioi^e important/’ 

^ Hti ^^oice rang serious, and there was a great glow 
111 her eyes and on her cheeks. 

“ God bless you, Humphrey,” and she shut the gate. 

, after her father, who was half way up 

oyswell lane, and we walked on side by side for 
some time in silence. It was not till we had reached 
the Rother Levels that he spoke. The March after- 
iioon was drawing to a close, and the country lay 
round me draped in vesper robes of crimson and grey 
—crimson on the great sedge-bordered ponds and on 
•he breast of the Rother, grey on the misty fields 
idt liiiddied, with woods still darker grey, towards 
the south. • 

Well, lad,” said Peter, “ and will yd’ii deny your 
Lord that He may deny you, or \till you confess 
Him that He may confess you before themhafels of ' 
Heaven 

“ Whatdo you mean ?” I faltered. " , ' > •; 
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“ I mean that you must speak — you can’t keep 
silence any longer.” 

“ How do you know what Fve got to say ?” 

“ I’ve studied your face and read a secret there.” 

“ Oh . . . Mr. Winde. . . 

“ You’re surprised, are you ? But I’m used to 
studying folk, and though you’re reserved enough,- 
I’ve read the proud young heart that would have 
nursed its own bitterness.” 

“ I did not care to trouble you,” I murmured 
sheepishly. 

“ In other words, you were afraid of your secret.” 

“ That is true,” I cried. “That is true indeed ; and, 
sir, you wish me to tell my family of this ?” 

“ The Lord wishes it, dear lad !” 

I walked on beside him in moody silence. The 
evening was very still, troubled only by the tinkling 
of a fold-bell at Moon’s' Green, and the splash of our 
feet on the spongy level. 

“ It is quite true,” I said at last, “ that my family 
do not love me, and that I shall have no heartache 
in parting from my home, but ray father and brother 
are passionate men, and when they hear ” 

“ So you’re afraid of physical pain ! Oh, lad, I 
thought better of you.” - 

“ I do not fear pain, but I fear the storm that will 
break. I shall probably be turned out and disowned.” 

“ That’s a light affliction,” said Peter, “ and * He 
that ipveth father or mother more than Me is not 
worthy of Me.’ ” 

“ I repeat that I do not love my family, only — 
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oh, I must tell you the truth, sir. I have lived a 
quiet life until now ; I have been unhappy, but I have 
been in comparative peace. I have lived with 
thoughts and dreams, and it is hard to come to 
realities. If my father turns me out I shall starve.” 

You can work for your living — you know how 
to work hard. But I’ve greater hopes for you, lad. 
I’ve hoped and prayed that you should follow in 
John Palehouse’s steps and in mine.” 

“ You mean that I should become a preacher ?” 

“ Certainly, lad. I’ve noticed before this that the 
Almighty has given you ‘ a mouth and wisdom.’ 
So go forth and preach the Gospel to every creature.” 

We had reached Reedbed by this time, and Peter 
stood still. 

” Yes, go forth ‘ because of the word of truth, of 
meekness and of righteousness, and thy right hand 
shall teach thee terrible things.’ Tell your father of 
your convictions, cast aside your old life of groping, 
and come into the new life of grasping. ‘ How 
beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him 
that publisheth peace !’ Lad, in this cotmty of 
Sussex there are hundreds of villages where no one 
has preached the tidings of great joy. The Lord has 
called you, Humphrey, He has called you from the 
pastures of your father’s farm, from the herds, and 
from the sheep-folds — ^and will you say : ‘ I pray 
Thee have me excused ’? ” 

His voice rang out over the marsh, and a ^udden 
gust of wind moaned “ Amen ” among the, reeds, 
I held outmy hands. 
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heart.” ^ ^ niy whole 

He smiled and wrung my hand. 

she hears pleased when 

‘ °° ^y opportunitv ” 

and we’ll “oh w‘° f T™“' 

toew how long I’ve had this at heit o’’ 

looted'ba’S*a(terIwl'^™'t“'‘ 1 

saw him still stldta™r“!s “ “°®’® and 

1 knew that he was pfaySg"*^ ml *“*“*• 

~slSh7thSL‘r^'' =‘»” i-y ‘ka 

«d before I had left the levels tta feTste®'’*' 
aickermg above the old Kent DiM , a 

I realised that the sacrifice I wa^ nhr. x x 
was but a little one compared f! 1 
been offered rejoicingly by the' marfv^ w 
I had no dear home-tiec; +n eta before me. 

would make ml weep My S j° P^^ngs 

father ^vould not turn me out nf ^ 

shut me up and try to starve but would 

However, I thought this most 

* ' I -“H mate ^iy c2ZZ 
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to my father alone, and not in the presence of 
Clonmel. 

It was dark when I arrived home, and a storm was 
blowing up from the west. The rain-drops were 
already on my face when I reached Brede Parsonage, 
and every now and then the wind raised a mournful 
shriek among the gables. 

On entering the kitchen, where we generally had 
our meals, I found that my mother, sistei's, and 
younger brothers had finished their supper. Only 
my father and Clonmel remained at table, and were 
already in the quarrelsome stage of their liquor, 
judging by my father’s question as to “where the 
devil I had been all day ?” and Clonmel’s request to 
“ shut the door and be damned !” 

I took my seat without a word, and set a volume of 
“Tristram Shandy ” before me on the table, to read 
while I ate my supper. I had grown to love books 
since Marj* Winde had introduced me to her favourite 
authors, and had gone thi'ough a course of ridicu- 
lously miscellaneous reading, snatching my few spare 
moments, meal-times, and occasionally an hour in 
bed. I was far lost in the company of Tristram, 
Uncle Toby, Yorick, and Corporal Trim, when an 
extra loud oath from my father made me start. 

“Zounds! but the fellow’s no better than a 
iMethodist !” 

“Confounded Ranter,” growled Clonmel, his face 
hid in a mug of ale. , 

“ A Bible-class !” — and my father pounded the 
table till the ale leaped and swashed in the jugs,- 
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“We’il be having daily prayers soon. What are 
you staring at, Humphrey, you idiot ?” 

. p J, wondering what was making you so angry, 

“ The confounded curate at Piddinghoe has set up 
a BiMe-class, and I’ve turned him off like the knave 
and Ranter he is. I’ll have no Methodist humbugs 
m my parishes. Those Methodists are past bearing 
with, and they’re not content with their pranks 
outside the Church, but must needs play Old Harry 
with matters inside it ! Talk of toleration ! I’d 
hang em as high as Haman if I had the managing 
of affairs. Let s drmk to their damnation. Fill up 
your glass. Cion, and here’s to their eternal roasting 
Clonmel s^ng off his ale. “Damnation to the 
whole brood!” he roared. “Why, Humphrey 
you’re not drinkin’ I” -imnpnrey, 

“ Nor do I intend to,” I replied. 

“You don’t? Then I’ll make you!” 

He sprang up, and before I could resist, had fluna 

agamst my teeth. I struggled, but he held me like 
a ^ute, halfchokmg me. At last I managed to 
wriggle an arm free. I struck him in the face with 

tte fro® him. and stood fa 

the mfadle of the room, with dty skin and heaving 

■ . ®^'ore at me, but he offered no fn, 4 i 

violence, seeing that I hod fho o • m^^hei 
reach. ' ^ fire-irons within 

You young devil !” he screamed. “ rj] serve 

3—2 
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you out for this — ^you damned Methodist. I’ll have 
your blood from you. I’ll make you screech and 
pant for mercy !” 

“ By the Lord ! What’s the meaning of this, 
Humphrey?” cried my father. 

“ Clonmel is in a rage because I refuse to drink 
damnation to the Methodists,” I rephed, resolving 
to go on as well as I could with my confession. 

“ And why won’t you drink ?” 

“ Because — because I believe that they are honest 
and holy men ; because I consider them foully and 
spitefully slandered ; because I — I am myself a 
Methodist.” 

I brought the last words out with a gasp, and stood 
silently awaiting their effect. 

My father’s jaw dropped, and he gazed at me in 
the uttermost bewilderment and anger. Clonmel 
started up with an inarticulate oath, and sprang 
towards me. I darted back, and, seizing a chair, 
svTing it above my head. 

“ Stand off, if you value your skull !” I cried, and-* 
he drew back, stUl cursing and swearing. 

At last my father recovered speech. 

“ What the devil do you mean, Humphrey Lyte ? 
Are you mad ?” 

“ No, sir, I am sane — and a Methodist.” 

“ And the foulest young devil that ever walked 
this earth !” roared Clonmel. 

“Since when is this folly — ^Icnavery, I mean?” 
cried my father. 

“ I decided some weeks ago to join the Methodists,- 
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but I put off my confession till to-day, and should 
not have made it even now had I not been forced. 
I meant to speak privately with you, sir, to-morrow.” 

“ By an the blazes ! I never met such impudence. 
I’ve a good mind to horsewhip you.” 

“ Stay, sir, I am too old for such threats. I 
assure you that I have not made up my mind without 
serious thought. I have found that the Church 
cannot satisfy ” 

“ Is this the way you serve the Church that has 
done so much for you ?” cried my father, assuming 
a clerical air. “ You leave the paths of sound 
doctrine and embrace vapouring heresies. Pah !” 

“ I ask your pardon, but the Church has done 
nothing for me, and will, I am persuaded, still do 
nothing. The Methodists are not heretics ; on the 
contrary, they are more loyal to Church truth and 
discipline than are Churchpeople themselves. They 
fast twice a week ; they assemble daily for praise and 
prayer. Wesley and his followers at Cambridge 
used to be called the Sacramentarians, so great was 

their love for the Communion. My conscience ” 

“ Dearly beloved brethren, my conscience moveth 
me in sundry instances to play the game-cock with 
my betters,” cried Clonmel, who was drunk. 

“ Hold your tongue, Cion, and let me deal ■with 
him. Look here, you fool, you are talking stuff and 
nonsense, but I’ll soon see whether you mean what 
you say, or whether it’s your usual damned effron- 
tery. Either you abjure your de'vdl’s heresies, or 
you leave my house.” 
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He was very flushed and excited, but I knew that 
he meant what he said. 

“ I was prepared for this alternative, sir, and have 
already made my choice. I leave Brede Parsonage.” 

“Go, then, and the devil take you !” he cried 
thickly. 

I went towards the door, but Clonmel, who was 
still smarting from the blow I had given him, sprang 
to his feet. 

“ You young viper and villain, you ! You shan’t 
leave this house till I’ve made you curse the day you 
were born.” 

The next moment he had snatched up his hunting- 
whip from a chair beside him, and had sprung upon 
me, slashing me in the face. I grappled him, but he 
was too strong for me, and flogged me over the head 
and shoulders till I thought I should swoon. In mad 
desperation I seized him by the throat, and he 
brought both hands to bear at my fingers, dropping 
the whip. For a moment we swayed together ; then he 
fell heavily to the floor, and lay there an instant as 
if stunned, before he staggered, cursing most horribly, 
to his feet. He W'ould have closed with me again, 
but my father, who, during our struggle had been 
meditatively shilling, suddenly interfered, thrust us 
apai't, and hurled Clonmel into a chair. 

“ You young beast !” he cried to me. “ Now that 
you have done mauling your brother, leave my house 
for ever.” 

“ I am going,” I blurted out, half choked with 
passion. r 
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Clonmel would have sprung up, but my father held 
him down. 

“ Let Mm alone, Cion, We’ve had enough for a 
clergyman’s household. Be off, you vagabond, and 
if ever I catch you inside my gates I’ll skin you alive.” 

My heart was beating so hard with fury that I 
could scarcely breathe, but I strode to the door and 
flung it open, letting a draught of wind and icy rain 
into the kitchen. 

The next moment something whirled at my head 
and struck my temple. I felt the blood trickle into 
my eye, and glared back into the room through a 
crimson mist. Clonmel had managed to free a hand 
from my father’s grasp, and had hurled a pewter 
tankard at me as a fitting farewell. 

“ What are you staggering there for ?” roared my 
father. “ Go to the devil with you !” 

I gave one last glance at them both. The next 
moment I was out in the fold, and the night-wind 
was dr3ing the blood upon my face. 


CHAPTER IV 

OF THE METHODIST AND RUTH SHOTOVER 

I WENT through the yard, and, as I passed the lighted 
mndow of the room where my mother and sisters 
were sitting, the thought came to me how strange it 
was that I should have no loving stolen farewells to 
make before I went out penniless into the world. 
Kit and Archie were laughing and talking together 
in the Dutch bam, but they neither heard nor saw 
the outcast who strode past them into the night. 

The wind was barking like a starving dog behind 
the meadow'-hills of Udimore ; the clouds ran -wildly 
across the sky, and between them danced the stars, 
hither and thither, here and there, -while the horned 
moon scudded through the -wrack. The rain feU 
hissing round me, and in a few moments I was 
drenched to the skin. I had left the Parsonage 
without hat or cloak ; moreover, I had taken off my 
boots on my return from Shoyswell, and wore only 
shoes which -were in every -w'ay unsuited to the rough 
and stony road I trod. But I thought little enough 
of these things at that moment, for at first I was mad 
with rage, and then I was mad with grief. I strode 
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up the Cackle Street, and the light from the cottage- 
windows burnished the wet road, and bewitched the 
raindrops into a shower of garnets. Then I left 
the village, and the angry night threw her shroud 
round me, and her voices stormed at me^ and her 
winds buffeted me as I half-walked, half-ran over 
the mud and stones. I felt the blood trickling down 
my face, so tore off the kerchief I wore knotted about 
my throat, and tied it round my head, which ached 
miserably. 

I had no exalted feelings to compensate me for 
my bodily wretchedness. When dwelling before- 
hand on my confession, I had always pictured myself 
in some noble attitude, speaking noble words, while 
my father listened abashed,- with “ Almost thou 
persuadest me to be a Christian” written on his 
face. The dream had been a glorious triumph — the 
reality was very like a pot-house brawl. Perhaps 
this was not entirely my fault, nevertheless, I felt 
bitterly ashamed of the fury that had knotted my 
veins, and nearly burst my heart, and, throwing 
myself down under the hedge, I sobbed great tearless 
sobs that toi'e my throat and chest. 

I lay in the w^et grass for overa quarter of an hour, 
then rose shivering, and pressed on to Broad Oak. 

I reahsed how useless it would be to try to reach 
ShoysweU by the fields on such a night, so turned 
downwljat I believed to be the road to Sedlescombe, 
and soon the fitful stormlight of the moon was shut 
off from me by overarching trees. I had hot gone 
far before I saw that I had taken the wrong lane. 
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but my heart was so numb that the discovery did 
not distress me, especially as, on coming to Beckley 
Furnace, I realised that the track I followed would 
eventually bring me to Peasmarsh, where I knew a 
cottager who would,- I hoped, let me lie in his 
kitchen during the night. 

But the darkness was so great, and the storm so 
wild, that I soon wandered from my track, and 
became entangled in a maze of bypaths, which 
wound up and down and in and out of black woods, 
where the wind whispered, and rustled a twisted 
undergrowth. 

I w'as hopelessly lost, and faint %vith cold and 
pain, for my clothes were as drenched as if I had 
fallen into the Rother, and my feet -were so cut with 
the stones that I could hardly put them to the 
ground. My head ached terribly, and a kind of 
blindness seized me, so that in the glints of moonlight 
everything looked blurred and confused, and lights 
danced ahead of me, which at first I took for cottage 
windows, but which I soon saw were the creatures of 
my own brain. I cannot tell what kept me from 
throwing myself down in a ditch to die, for I had no 
spirit in me. But I struggled doggedly on, stumbling 
every now and then, and rising and pressing on 
again. At last the wood grew thinner, then seemed 
to fall away from me, the trees gliding and curt- 
seying till I became terrified at my delirium — ^for it 
was not as if 1 passed the bushes and trees, but as if 
they passed me. 

I found myself on a track of waste land, half 
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marsh, half wilderness,- crossed by dykes,; and 
studded with willows, bent and twisted like the 
tormented trees of hell. I. knew that I must be 
on the outskirts of the Rother Levels, and that all ^ 
would go well with me if I could find the river. 

But the darkness cloaked the marsh on all sides, 
and though I pressed, as I thought, northwards, I 
soon discovered that I was going west, for on a 
sudden the moon shone in front of me, kissing the 
horizon, and showing me a group of barns and oast- 
houses about a hundred yards ofi. The shape of the 
buildings seemed familiar, and in another burst of 
moonlight I recognised a ruined farmstead known 
as Baron’s Grange, which I had often visited in my 
walks. This told me that many acres of marsh must 
lie between me and the Rother, and that I should 
find it almost impossible to cross the treacherous 
swamp of dyke and osier in the dark. I was half 
dead with fatigue, for I had walked over thirty miles 
since morning, and it occurred to me that I could 
not do better than spend the night in a bam at 
Baron’s Grange, and resume my journey at day- 
break. 

I crossed the waste of rushes and osiers, and went 
into the ruined fold. All round me the farm-build- 
ings raised tottering gables against the clouds, and 
their black windows were like sightless eyes. I crept 
into the oast-house barn, the roof of which seemed 
fairly watertight, and threw myself down upon a 
heap of straw. The place had evidently >een used 
as a stable for cattle during the winter, for hay and 
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straw were littered on all sides, with piles of frost- 
Ditten mangolds. 

I lay on my back, staring at a ray of light that 
ciept through a chink between the roof and the wall, 
me wind howled uncannily among the beams, and 
u^mbled in the caverns of the oasts. I shivered, 
ae kerchief I wore round my head_was bv this time 
saturated with blood, which- poured from under it 
dowm my cheeks. My shoulders were horribly stiff 
and achmg, both from the cold and from the lash of 
onmel s w^hip. My feet were numb, and though I 
swathed them in the hay, I could not restore seLa- 

But my pain of body was nothing to my pain of 

as I lay, and cried to God to 
•nd the life of His miserable servant. In my agony 

m ^ tossed in the straw, and cursed the 

lie God had given me in His love. At last I found 
e re le of tears, and sobbed as if my heart would 
^ asleep sobbing like a beaten child, 

y 1 earns were distressful ; I woke in a sweat, and 
my discomfort that for a moment I 
ctually wished myself back in the low, hot room 
heie I slept at Brede Parsonage. The barn had 
silence when I feU asleep, but on 
waking I noticed that it was full of sounds-rustlings, 
ntteimgs, trampings, and groanings. Then a great 
seized me, and I cowered in the straw. I had 
^ nervous and superstitious as a child, 
term ^ ^ fought with my 

terrors, I had never entirely mastered them, and 
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now, when I lay enfeebled by weariness, pain, and 
misery, they utterly overpowered me. 

All kinds of weird legends, sprung from the soil of 
the fields and fallows round me, came into my mind 
—Cicely of Cicely’s Farm, who hanged herself on her 
o-m. barn door, when the sun was red, and the sheep 
were bleating at the fold-gates, who wanders over 
the marshes with the suicide’s stake in her breast, 
followed by her wraith-sheep, searching in vain for 
a fold to pen them in, and silence their bleating : 
Grey Clement of Stream Farm, who calls his cows 
home at sunset, even as he was calling them when 
his shepherd slew by his orders Clement’s beautiful 
guilty wife in Pattenden’s field : Colin Clamourne 
of Winterland Farm, who burned his new-born babe, 
whose spook wanders screaming through the woods 
of EUenwhome, a fire burning in his heart and 
shining through his breast and through his eyes. 
These and many other stories came to me as I lay 
with the sweat on my face, listening to the ghostly 
sounds that troubled the stillness of the old haggard. 

I thought to hear the rustle of women’s dresses, the 
patter of children’s feet, and often it was as if some- 
thing touched me. At length I could bear it no 
longer. I sprang up, and rushed out into the fold. 

At the same moment a wrack of clouds rolled off 
the face of the sky, and the starlight shone clearly 
into the barn I had left, showing me a number of 
rats, scampering and gambolling among the straw 
and mangolds. These had been the source of my 
fears, and in my relief I laughed out loud. Stills I 
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did not care to go back to the straw,' which was 
shaking and heaving with its numerous inmates, so, 
as by a certain freshness in the air I knew that the 
dawn w^as at hand, I started out once more in search 
of the Rother. 

The rain had ceased, and the wind was only 
sobbing. The dawn-star glimmered -wan above 
Baron’s Grange, and soon a steely light rode over the 
sky, and showed me the river not far off. ' I thanked 
God, for I had now nothing to do but to follow the 
Rother to Bodiam, whence a lane would take me 
to Shoysweli. But walking was not easy, for my 
feet sank deep at each step into the boggy ground,- 
and every now and then I stumbled, and was almost 
too weary to rise. Moreover, the pains of hunger 
had begun to gnaw me. I had eaten practically 
nothing since my dinner at Shoysweli, for the dis- 
turbance with my father and Clonmel had taken 
place before I had done more than taste my supper. 
I drank greedily of the Rother water, and it refreshed 
me a little, but I soon saw that I could never hope 
to reach Shoysweli unless I first had food and rest. 

I stumbled on by the sighing river, and gradually 
the dawn woke, and veiled the stars in her wavy 
skirts of flame. The Rother valley was yet dusk,-' 
but on the hills that flanked it I saw the sunrise 
lying, and suddenly the mist rolled back from a 
village on the crest of the southern ridge. 

My heart leapt to see the little houses reflect the- 
sun’s amber matin-light on their windows, and un- 
consciously I turned towards that village on the hill. 
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I felt sure that I could find there some kind heart 
who w'ould let me share his morning meal and rest 
by his fire. 

I toiled painfully up the slope, with a throbbing 
in my head and a singing in my ears. I met some 
children at play 'by a group of pollards, and by the 
startled shrieks with w'hich they fled, knew what a 
horrible sight my sufferings must have made me. 
My shoes had been torn off, and my naked feet were 
bleeding ; my clothes were dripping with rain,- and 
had become so disordered by brakes and brambles 
that my neck and half my bosom were bare. A 
bloody bandage was fastened round my head, and 
channels of blood were dry upon my cheeks. 

I went a little further, and came to a garden 
which sloped from a russet-roofed house on the brow 
of the hill. As I staggered to the fence, and stood 
for a moment clutching to it, I noticed that I had 
passed out of the twilight, and had come into the 
golden mist of sunrise. 

Hardly aware of what I was doing, I climbed the 
low bryony-tangled fence into the garden. The 
earth was damp and soft, and smelled sweet, and 
primroses and dog-violets starred the turf and 
borders. I went through a kind of shrubbery, 
nearly hanging myself in ropes of convolvulus, and 
came out on a lawn which stretched up to the house. 

I stood abashed, for a young man was pacing the 
grass, a book in his hand. He was evidently a 
parson, for he wore black clothes and shovel-hat, 
but, instead of the parson’s full-bottomed wig, his 
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own pale hair fell about his ears. He walked with a 
stoop, and looked frail and careworn. 

I would have slunk away, for when a Methodist is 
hungry, it is not to the Parsonage he should come for 
bread. But at that moment he turned and caught 
sight of me. 

“ Who are you ? What are you doing here ?” 
His voice, though startled, was not unkind, and 1 
replied, “ I had no idea this was a Parsonage when 
I came into j'^our garden, for I am a Methodist.” 

“ But that doesn’t tell me why you are here.” 

“ I have tramped many miles, and am tired and 
hungry — ^but I am a Methodist.” 

He knit his brows and stared at me. He had a 
good face, but the lines round his mouth were very 
weak. 

“ You might tell me more about yourself besides 
that you are a Methodist. But I do wrong to 
question you when you’re tired and fasting. Come 
into the house.” 

I was bewildered. I had not expected this recep- 
tion from a parson. I staggered as I walked. He 
noticed it, and bade me lean on his arm. 

‘‘ You can explain matters afterwards, but you 
shall rest and eat first.” ■ ■ 

“ You are very trustful,” I replied rather bitterly ; 
“for all you knowvl may be the worst kind of tramp 
and thief.” 

‘ “ I don’t think so, and I’m good at reading faces. ' 

Besides, you are tired and hungry, and God forbid 
that I should deny you food and rest.” 
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“ Is that your Gospel ?” I asked, touched by 
his simple kindness. “ Beware, it may bring you 
into trouble.” 

“ I think not,” he answered gently. “ But here 
we are in the kitchen. Don’t be frightened, 
Rosie ” — to a maidservant — “ this gentleman has 
been out all night, and is tired and hungry. Heat him 
some soup at once ” — then to me, “ Sit here, my 
friend, and I shall fetch you some water to wash your 
feet.” 

He was gone, and I leaned back on the settle, and 
closed my eyes. I wondered for a moment if I were 
dreaming, but the cosy kitchen, the red-cheeked 
maid, and the hot soup she' brought me with soaked 
bread, were real enough. The voracity with which 
I devoured my meal astonished my waitress, who 
refilled the bowl, and stared at me with the pro- 
foundest awe as I gulped it down. I had just upon 
finished when the parson returned, carrying not 
only a basin of warm water, but stockings and 
shoes. 

He bathed my feet, then examined and bound up 
the gash on my forehead, and helped me to arrange 
my dress. While he performed "these kind offices 
I thought it best to tell him my story, and let hi-m 
know on whom he was bestowing his charity, but 
my recital nothing altered his goodness. 

“ I don’t agree with you in the least,” he said, 

‘ but that makes no difference. You are my guest 
for to-day, and you mustn’t resume your journey 
till you are thoroughly rested.”' 
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“ You are very good,” I said brokenly. For the 
second time in my life I had found a kind heart, 
given to hospitality. 

“I only do you a decent kindness. How tired 
you must be ! Come, you shall sleep in my bed for 
a few hours while your clothes are dried.” He drew 
my arm through his, and led me to a small sunlit 
room in the gable of his house. 

“ Is this Bodiam village ?” I asked, while he 
helped me to undress, for I was so stiff and cramped 
that every movement was painful. “I thought old 
Mr. Henniker was rector of Bodiam.” - 

“ This is not Bodiam. It is Ewehurst, and I’m 
Guy Shotover, the curate-in-charge.” 

“ Ewehurst ! What a fool I was not to have 
recognised it! But I was sick and dazed, and I 
thought to have come further than this.” 

“ Take courage, you are not far from your journey’s 
end, and you will be another man after you have 
slept.” 

He left me, and I feU into a sleep where I dreamed 
of nothing but green fields, sunshine, and kind voices. 

The sun was shining full on my face when I woke, 
and gazed stupidly round me, wondering where I 
was; I remembered in an instant, and jumped out 
of bed. My clothes had been cleaned and dried, so' 
I hastened to dress myself. I had slept off in a great ■' 
measure my anxiety and despair, and, though sub- 
dued, my heart was not so heavy as it had been a 
few hours ago. I was also physically refreshed, but 
not to such an extent, for my head still ached and 
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throbbed, and every now and then I shivered, and 
the nest moment I burned. 

It was nearly two o’clock, and before I had finished 
dressing, Guy Shotovercame to summon me to dinner. 

“ But before we eat,” he said, “ I must introduce 
you to my sister. She was in bed when you arrived, 
as she sleeps badly, and seldom rises before seven. 
I have told her about you, and she’s most anxious to 
see you.” 

“ I fear that I am not a very suitable object to 
present to a lady.” 

“ Nonsense. You look marvellously better after 
your sleep. There’s a brilliant colour on your face.” 

I followed him downstairs, and through the 
parlour into the garden. 

“ Ruth is in the arbour, reading.” We went along 
a path bordered with an array of daffodils, and came 
to a summer-house at the end of it. Great ropes of 
creeper hung in front of the arch, and between the 
leaves I saw the pale blue of a woman’s gown. The 
next moment Shotover caught aside the blushing 
curtain of young shoots, and my eyes met those of 
the curate’s sister. 

She looked little more than a child. Her stature 
was low, and her figure slight, and she had the 
dimpled cheeks and soft white throat one loves to 
kiss in children. But her eyes were essentially un- 
childlike, though it was some time before I could tell 
what made them so — ^whether it was their resolution, 
their anxiety, or their pathos. Her hair was almost 
hidden under a scarf she wore wound over her head 
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and shoulders, but a narrow band of it was visible 
outside the muslin, and it was a rich, ruddy auburuj 
nearly red. 

“ Ruthie,” said Shotover, “ here is Mr. Lyte.” 

She rose, and dropped me a rather prim curtsey. 

“ I hope you feel refreshed after your sleep,” she 
said shyly. 

“ Greatly refreshed, madam, and I am glad to be 
out again in the sunshine. What a lovely day to follow 
last night’s rain !” 

“ Lud ! It was indeed a dreadful night. What 
hardships you must have endured !” 

They are over now, and I shall think of them no 
more, but be thankful that I met such a kind friend 
in your brother.” 

“ Lud ! Guy is good,” she said innocently, and I 
noticed udth some surprise that her words brought 
a look of anguish to the. curate’s face. 

She seemed to realise, in spite of my appearance, 
that I was not one of the common mumpers and 
vagabonds to whom her brother loved to give 
shelter, for the shyness with which she had greeted 
me passed away, and she chattered merrily as we 
strolled over the daisies towards the Vicarage. Her 
voice was musical, and though her speech was full 
of little school-girl affectations, I found her marvel- 
lously sweet to Hsten to, as she told me about the 
seminary at Peckham she had just left, about 
“young ladies, ’’her companions, about her “ studies” 
— confined to French, singing, and the use of the 
globes, it seems — and how glad she was to be back 
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home with Guy. No girl had ever spoken thus to 
me before. My sisters could not mention their 
school at Hastings without nudgings, gigglings, and 
allusions to a certain music-master; Mary Winde had 
never been to school, and would not have chattered 
of it so artlessly if she had. We came to a clump of 
daffodils ; Miss Shotover picked one and gave it to me. 

“ La ! how beautiful the garden looks to-day. 
The tulips are already out in the herb-walk. I’m 
vastly eager to see Sussex in spring-time. Guy and 
I came here only in November. We come from 
Golden Parsonage, in the county of Herts.” 

“ Which is not so fair as Sussex, madam.” 

“ No, faith !” she answered. 

Her little hand was in the curate’s, and I noticed 
that he fixed his eyes on her face with a look half of 
love, half of reverence. She could not have been 
more than eighteen, and he was evidently over 
thirty, but his whole behaviour seemed rather that 
of a child looking up to a parent, than that of an 
elder brother towards his slip of a sister. He was 
by no means as handsome as she, though his face 
was pleasing. He seemed anxious and careworn, 
and once, when he looked into her eyes, his lips 
twitched as if he' were in pain. 

Dinner was prepared in a little brick-floored room,- 
sweet-smelling with hyacinths and violets. Miss 
Shotover noticed that her brother was depressed. 

“ Lud, Guy ! You mustn’t look so vastly glum, 
or you’ll spoil my appetite. What shall I do to 
make you smile ?” 
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She came up behind him as he sat, and putting her 
thin arms round his neck, laid her cheek against his. 
Thought I to myself — ^he will be a fool if he does not 
smile now ; and he did smile, the cloud of misery 
passing from his brow, but not from his eyes. Soon 
we were all three talking together with laughter and 
friendliness, while a little bird sang in a cage by the 
window, and nearly drowned our voices in his own. 

Suddenly there came the sound of a horse’s hoofs 
on the gravel, followed by a knock at the hall-door. 

“ It must be Enchmarsh !” cried Miss Shotover, 
and I saw that every scrap of colour had left her 
cheeks. 

“ Surely not,” said the curate. “ He was here 
only yesterday.” 

“ But I know it’s he. That is his step in the hall, 
and that is his voice speaking to Rosie.” 

She sprang up, and I noticed that the sadness of 
her eyes had suddenly become the expression of her 
whole face, that she was no longer a little chattering 
school-girl, but a miserable, desperate woman. The 
impulse of my heart communicated itself to my 
limbs, and I took half a stride towards her. But the 
next instant she recovered herself, and tripped grace- 
fully to the door as it opened and the maidservant 
announced — “ Mr. Enchmarsh.” 

A fine, tall fellow of about three-or four-and-thirty 
came in. He wore a rough and simple riding-suit, 
which could not, however, hide the grand propor- 
tions of his figure. His face was deeply bronzed ; 
his eyes and brows were black as night. He wore 




RUTH SHOTOVER 55 

Ms hair cut short against his head, and parted at the 
side of his forehead, which gave him an additionally 
manly look. But there was an expression in his dark 
and restless eyes which repelled, even revolted me, 
and this instinctive dislike was not softened by the 
careless way he greeted Shotover, or by the familiarity 
with which he took the sister’s hand. 

He gave me scarcely more than a nod when the 

curate presented me, and ignored 

duiing the meal which the Shotovers 


me almost entirely 
— — invited him to 
share. He seemed, though evidently dreaded, on 
familiar terms with the brother and sister. His 
manners could not be described as actually bad, 
though they were swaggering and free. He rattled 
of his horse, his hounds, his hunt,- and his house, 
called Kitchenhour, on the borders of Wet Level. 
He pressed Miss Shotover to ride out a-hunting with 
him, and won a reluctant consent. He snubbed her 
brother, who wished to go with her, telling him that 
he could never bestride any mount more spirited 
than a donkey. He asked me if I ever ^vent hunting, 
and in the middle of my reply started speaking of 
somethmg else to Miss Ruth, whom he called by her 
Uinstian name. 

Soon after Miss Shotover had left the room, Ench- 
marsh became moderately drunk. The curate 
seemed anxious that he should not see his sister before 
he went away, but the squire insisted on bidding her 
farewell She was sitting over some embroidery in 
her parlour and when we came into the roL, 
started up alarmed. 
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I tear-stained. 

stroi*’.f Shotover, but Enchmaish 

Snatlr’w?^ ‘“It her rather 

loughly by the arm. “ Here, dry your eves ” and 

Ancted^l''' " ■'“^rchief 

enched m her hand, and soaked with tears. Then 

crert iff"? *0 Md a strange look 

crept into her eyes, mingled fear and audacity 

both clenched^^ but his face was more miserable 
than angry. As for me, I could have knocked Ench- 
marsh down, and wondered why the curate did not 

Enchmarsh,” said Shot- 
™ ^ nervous voice. 

i-h^ you play 

he flunv v’' u ’ ^ advice,” and 

g himself out of the room, Shotover, after 
some hesitation, following him. 

Miss^ on being left alone with 

Sd ^ t her tears. I 

voma ld'®“ but the 

y ig ladies semmary seemed to have lost its at- 
traction, and her repKes were monosyllabic. I 
heai tily wished myself ekewhere 

ca^e ‘he eueete 

tosi • w ^ Ewehnrst 

thP n- uf persuaded me to stay 

lutiaf/ w ? ^ persisted in my reso- 

lution, and at last he gave way, declaring, howver, 
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that I should drink a dish of his sister’s chocolate 
before I started. 

Either Miss Ruth was a very good actress, or she 
had suddenly recovered from her depression. “ Lud ! 
indeed you must stay for chocolate !” she cried, turn- 
ing from the window, and showing me eyes once more 
bright and cheeks all dimpled with smiles. “ You 
shall have chocolate, and cheese-cakes too. I made 
some this morning. Do you Hke cheese-cakes ?” 

Very much,” I answered lamely, somewhat taken 
aback at her sudden change of mood. 

K +* ^ I— only I like meringues 

-D ^ make cheese-cakes because 

one of the young ladies at Miss 
Wetherbees seminary, likes them so. Don’t you 
remember MUly, brother, and how beautifully she 
sang to the guitar when she stayed with us at Golden 
Parsonage ?” 

She ra^n to the curate and kissed him. He patted 
trembHng’ 

At four o’clock a table was spread under a syca- 
more on the lawn, and the chocolate and cheese- 
cakes were served. In spite of her partiality for the 
latter, Miss Ruth did not eat many ; she devoted her 
Mergies to forcing them down her brother’s throat. 

He seemed unable to shake off his melancholy, and 
she seemed resolved that he should. So she fondled 
and chattered and laughed, and sang Kttle snatches 
of song m a sweet though Untrained voice. But for 
aU her gaiety, I could see that she wai in an agony of 
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nervousness. She started at any sudden noise, and 
tlie colour came and went on her cheeks. 

„ another cheese-cake ?” she coaxed. 

What, you won’t ? You horrid fellow ! that’s 
because you don’t like my cooking. Lud ! I shall 
give it to the chicks, since you’re so dainty.” 

A hen with five chickens had sauntered on to the 
law, and Ruth broke up the cheese-cake, and 
scattered the crumbs. Shotover sat watching her 
his elbow on the table, his chin on his hand. I 
■watched her too, as she crouched on the grass, some 
ciumbs in the palm of her outstretched hand to 
tempt the timid fools. Her pretty innocence con- 
trasted strangely vdth the wild eyes, quivering lips 
and locked hands of an hour ago. What had given 
her back her girlhood ? and why had Enchmarsh’s 
dark face made her lose it, or rather cast it from her 
like a garment, and show in its nakedness her 
suffering womanhood ? How was it that Enchmarsh 
had dared address her with such brutality, and her 
brother with such,contem£t ? How was it that they 
had both endured his insults, like children under the 
lash, who can but weep and withe in their shame ? 

A cry of delight interrupted my thoughts. Ruth 
had risen from her knees, and came towards me, 
holding a chicken in a cradle made by her two hands 
^he had the dearest little hands; the spring sun 
had just begun to bronze them. ? 

^yteV- Lopk ! ' Isn’t he a sweet 
little feUow ? Feel hbw*soft he is,” and she held the 

creature agamst my face. As she did so, her hand 
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accidentally touched my cheek, and at once a 
strange new divine thriU passed through me and 
quickened my heart. 

The shadows were drawing in ; the curate ’s set 
face looked grey in the waning light, and I rose to 
take my leave. Shotover lent me a pair of boots, 
and he and his sister walked with me as far as their 
wistaria-tangled gate. 

“ I shall not try to thank you for your kindness,” 
I said to my host. “ I am not equal to such a task. 
But you can guess my gratitude.” 

“ I’m glad I was able to help you,” he answered 
simply. “ I like to feel that I can be of use to my 
feUow-men. Fare you weU, Methodist ; I hope to 
see you again soon. If ever you should pass this 
way, remember that there is always a bed for you at 
Ewehurst Vicarage.” 

I wrung his hand, and kissed Miss Ruth’s, and they 
stood at the little gate till I had vanished round a 
corner of the lane. 

I mused as I walked between the blackthorn 
battlements of the hedges, and the white blossoms 
against the blue sky made me think of Ruth Shot- 
over’s scarf against her gown. I mused on the 
curate and his sister, and on EnchinmsS^ and felt 
that some mystery bound them together. I mused 
on the curate’s sad face and kind heart, on his 
sister’s merry laugh and miserable eyes, on Ench- 
marsh’s brutality, and on his strange connection 
with the Shotovers — and the whole perplexed me. 

The spring day, lulled by soft winds and tinkling 
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fold-bells, fell asleep. The sky darkened, and the 
first stars appeared like shining daisies over Furnace- 
field just as I was beginning to drag my legs wearily. 
I went down the lane of deep shadows, and came 
into the light that streamed from the open doorway. 
I knocked, and the next moment Peter Winde had 
sprung forward and dragged me into the kitchen. 

“ Lad, lad, dear lad ! You’ve done it ! The Lord 
helped you !” 

“ Yes, I have done it, and the Lord have mercy !” 

Then the room swam, and Peter’s eyes looked at 
me as through a mist. I cast up my arms, staggered, 
spun round, and fell in a faint at his feet. 



CHAPTER V 


OF THE METHODIST AND MARY WINDE 

For a- time all was blackness and silence, then 
streaks of flame shot before my eyes, and I gasped 
for breath. It was as if a huge weight lay on my 
chest ; I thought that I was suffocating, and writhed 
and panted. Then a sudden light burst upon me, 
and I found myself lying on the floor, while Peter 
Winde bathed my forehead with water. 

I moaned, but did not raise my head, which was 
softly pillowed, and lay for a while silent, with 
Peter’s hand on my forehead. Then the room, which 
had seemed full of fiery mist, became clear again. 
I turned myself, and saw that my head rested on 
Mary Winde’s lap. 

For a moment I gazed speechless into her face, and 
noticed that there were tears on her eyelashes and 
cheeks ; then I smiled feebly and sat up, gripping 
Peter’s arm. ■ ■ 

“ Come, lad, you’re better now,”' he said ; “ you 
were exhausted after your tramp. Wheii did you 
leave Brede Parsonage ?” 

“ Last night.” 

6i 
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“ Then why didn’t you reach here sooner ?” 

“ I lost my way — oh, it was horrible !” 

I struggled up from the floor, and he drew me 
down beside him on the settle, and while Mary 
busied herself preparing supper in the outer kitchen, 
I poured forth my tale, and found relief in confession, 
as who does not ? 

Peter took my hand, and patted it as one would 
pat a child’s. 

“ Take heart, lad. God measures our love by 
our efforts, not by our achievements, or we should 
all be in a sorry way. I’ve lived fifty years, and 
have met but two saints— John Palehouse and ” 

“ Whom ?” I asked, as he hesitated. 

“ She’s a woman,” he said, “ and you can hear her 
footsteps in the next room.” 

We sat for a long time in silence, while the fire- 
light leaped on the walls and ceiling, and a great 
scarlet moon rose from beyond Iridge, and, filling 
almost the whole of the uncurtained window-pane, 
climbed up among the stars. Mary’s feet sounded 
ghostly in the outer room, and now and then she 
crooned to herself little snatches of song which 
made me think of ruined oasts in a lonely field and 
spooks in some haunted shell of a farmhouse at dusk. 
I was glad when she came and stood in the doorway, 
the firelight falling on her, -and called us to our 
supper. 

“ 1 cooked'it myself, for Jane is gone to visit her 
parents at Bantony.” Then suddenly my thoughts 
flew back to the other girl who that same day had 
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set before rae fare of her own cooking, and I realised 
more than ever that Mary was not beautiful, that her 
figure was immature, her cheeks were pale, and her 
mouth was ill-drawn. 

But she was so gentle and sweet that I soon forgot 
her plainness — that is to say if a face which wore 
such an expression of love and serenity could ever 
be called plain. She and Peter vied with one another 
in trying to raise my spirits, and to keep me from 
dwelling too miserably on the woes of yesterday. 
Peter spoke many kind words that I did not deserve, 
and Mary questioned me about Ewehurst Parsonage, 
the parson, and his sister. 

“ I have never seen Miss Shotover,” she said, “ but 
I have often heard of her from the Cartwrights at 
Turzes. She sometimes drinks tea there. They tell 
me she is very beautiful.” 

“ She is indeed,” I replied,: and there must have 
been more than an ordinary rapture in my voice and 
look, for Peter and Mary both laughed, 

“ Her brother’s a good fellow, I believe,” said the 
former. “ I know very little of him except from 
hearsay, but he seems to understand his duties as a 
parson better than many in these parts. Not that 
he has more than two services a week in his church 
—I suppose we musn’t expect that of him at present 
—but he reads them reverently and" well, and he 
visits his poor and cares for them.” 

“ And for any vagrant that he meets,” I said. 

“ I’m rather puzzled,” resumed Peter^ “ at the 
friendship between the Shotovers and the new 
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squire at Kitchenhour 
andhisreputationr-- . 
should so often see him 

MaJ -* 

ry, and perhaps Mr. Shoto 
companionship of 

make another man of the 
Humph !” 
from a woman h j. 

Jikely that Shotow 
put his sister to 


With Miss Ruth.” 

-—1 m Hertfordshire,” said 
suchasweeV'Jri 

.. ills sister 

— ^ squire.’’ 

grunted Peter i , 

coTOrsSionrmSttaw^ and I ^ 

When Peter had said grace 

throbbed painfuUy. He gaw 
twisting stairs, where thf candl! h '" 
shadows uncouthly on the wa^f 

roop looking out over a Sid to q’h ^ 

You slept in the Lsfh Wood. 

were here but yon shaD lie be^weel 42l‘f ““ 7°" 

, I shaU never fore-et m.r a " sbeets to-night.” ' 
sw. I have felt better and ban Shoyswell, 

“ Von were a stTMeefj^ ''’® ™ae.” 
ttmk of an untamed colt I'd “be ’"n” ““‘'® ™ 

The yonng beast kicked and fouebt'^'i! >”■ 

and hated his life, bo^d 

He wished me good night ang r i, , 
mug one of Wesleys hySl’ « 1 ““ hum- 

As for me. wha+ — u ^ ® went downstaiVo 
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I was just about to undress when I noticed thai 
the daffodil Miss Shotover had given me was still in 
my buttonhole. It was faded, and for a moment I 
thought of throwmg it away, but remembered that 
1 needed a bookmark for my Bible, so put it between 

the pages, funous with myself because I blushed as I 

uid SO, 

I flung off my clothes and was soon in bed. The 
wndow w^ uncurtained, and I could see the moon 
. a ci-escent of yeUow glass in the space, 
of a between the tossed branches 

sHnn! f shadowed my pane. I became con- 

smell which made me 

1 saw m the moonlight that a bunch of dried hops 
,f ta the draught 
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in a confused murmur, and when I myself tried to 
speak, I found that the words would not do. my 
bidding, but crowded on my tongue without con- 
nexion or sense. Then the walls of the room seemed 
to come together, and I to fall backwards into the 
dark. 

I remember nothing clearly of the days that fol- 
lowed. I spent them sometimes sleeping, some- 
times lying awake , every limb racked with pain, some" 
times tossing in delirium. I saw faces around me,- 
but they appeared and disappeared, changed and 
wavered like the faces of a dream. I often thought 
myself at Brede Parsonage and a child once more, 
smarting and aching under the blows of my father 
or Clonmel — ^for the pain was always with me — and 
sometimes I would fancy myself at Ewehurst, drink- 
ing chocolate with Miss Shotover on the lawn. But 
my -most constant vision was that of the endless 
twisting roads, along which I trudged, sometimes 
in the sunshine, sometimes in the dark, and some- 
times at twihght. Once I thought I felt a woman 
take my hand and kiss it and bathe it with tears, and 
to this hour I do .not know if it were a dream. 

One day I woke out of this whirl of vision, delirium, 
and phantasmagoria. It was evening, and the sky - 
-was soft and throbbing with the sunset. The birds 
were gurghng and twittering in Shoyswell Wood,- 
the cows were lowing in the stalls, and a girl’s voice 
was speaking just under my window. 

“ I’m so glad he’s better.” 

I sat up in bed, 'and saw Mary sewing close by me. 
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“ Who is that outside ?” 

She started, but answered calmly 

“ That is Miss Shotover.” 

I fell back on my pillows. 

Miss Shotover !” I repeated in a 

Yes. She rode a-hunting past 
the day after you arrived, and aske. 
and hearing that you were ill, she a 
have often been to inquire after you.’ 

Have I been ill a long time ?” 

About a fortnight.” 

“ Was I near dying ?” 

We thought so at one time, but 
low-and you must not talk any lor 


you are better 
iger, you must 
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and sister had taken an interest in me- and 
thou^t solaced my waking houm and sweetened m; 

I grew quicldy better, and one day, after th. 
^ctor had left, Peter came up to 

c+ '• that you might come down- 

staiis to-day ; and I believe that it would be a good 
thing, as the Shotovers have promised us a visiUhis 
mornmg. and are very anxious to see you.” 

I declared myself more than willing to rise <?n 
dressed with the help of Peter. My pufses belt fa^? 
TOth quickening health and hope, and I went down- 
s airs with an agihty remarkable in one only iust 
recovermg from a severe attack of fever. I fold 

convalescence thai 
brought the flush to my throat and cheek, hut in mv 
heart of hearts I realised that my pleasure and 
excitement were due to Peter’s words, “ The Shot- 
overs promised us a visit this morning.” I heard a 
girls voice in the kitchen, and my eyes shone but it 
was only Maiy speaking to the maid 

I asked Peter, as I sat in an armchair by the Sre 
mth a rag over my knees. y me nic, 

“ Not ior an hour or so. You and Mary must 

i?mif ™ some to via mo 

lambs m the river-field.” 

He left the room, ahd Mary drew her chair to the 
opposite side of the hearth, and brought her sewing— 
snoviy folds of.linen on her lap, add the soZdof 
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sttching to mingle with the cracHe and roar of the ^ 

“lam sure you will like Miss Shotover when you 
a^ileii I somewhat irrelevanttyj after 

herijmcl” '' “ ^ 

‘‘ lam sorry for her. She has such miserable eyes.” 

» r°? t. ^ had trouble.” 

And yet she laughs so often I was soeakino- 

M ™ C“n»‘ hare 

had much soiTow, she is only a little schoolgirl.” 

otSdocT’^v” fT’ ““ ' hands 

01 tne clock move slowly round. A fat, short-legged 

SffleT "‘’”''“”2 “ =“ ‘he <ioor, and I entf ed 

arrive. “ ^ The Shoto vers would soon 

the doo?’ mirror that hangs .by 

“No, sir, I will not !” 

25;:““™---“, S 

When youLw fo^oSd iitoV you 
the room and break it.” ’ ^ 

here,?beseechyo?”'' “ ^Pron-but bring it 

^he^cLt!?""^ “'^de a wy face a- 

he countenance .t reflected-deadly pale, sare for 
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the black brows, and an ugly purple scar across the 
left temple. 

" Mary, how can I meet Miss Shotover ?” 

She would have spoken some comforting words, 
but at that instant horses’ hoofs clattered in the 
5^1 d and, giving me a smile that made her beautiful, 
she hurried to the door. 

The next moment I heard Miss Shotover’s voice, 
and the sun, streaming suddenly into the room, fell 
upon her as she stood on the threshold. She wore 
a dark riding-habit, a three-cornered velvet hat and 
buff chamois gloves with gamitlets reaching half-way 
up her arm. Her hair was slightly powdered, and 
tied at the nape of her neck, her cheeks were flushed, 
her lips parted, and her breath was fast with exercise ; 
her eyes were sweet with kindness. 

Please, please don’t move !” she cried, when I 
would have risen. “ Lud ! you look dreadfully ill. 
Oh ! Oh ! what a sweet little puppy !” — and the 
next moment the lucky beggar was whisked off my 
knee into her arms. “ I do so vastly love puppies 
und kittens and little chickens. But here’s Guy, 
looking glum because he wants to speak to you and 
I won’t stop chattering.” 

Shotover stepped forward and shook me by the 
hand,, and the next moment Pteter joined us, and 
we all sat round the 'fire. At first our talk was 
laboured— we spoke' of my returning health and of 
the weather. At last Mary asked Miss Ruth if she 
Were not sorry that the hunting-season was over, and 
we fell to talking of the hunt. I /had sometimes 
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ridden with the hounds— only on rare occasions, for 
I had hard work to do, and no horse of my own in 
the Parsonage stables— and my heart leapt with the 
memory of those days when the woods shrilled with 
the huntsman’s horn, and the fox broke covert 
through the long grass of Peppering Eye, and my 
horse, bounding under me, seemed scarcely to touch 
the earth. The conversation was chiefly between 
Miss Ruth and me, for the others knew little of our 
topic, but we soon digressed into a discussion on 
Fielding, in which everybody joined. The parson 
held with the new fashion, and vowed that he would 
never let his sister read Tom Jones. Peter told him 
that Mary had read it from cover to cover, and I 
championed Peter. 

It is strange that I should remember the details 
of our chat so clearly, how friendly we grew over it, 
and how surprised we were when Jane’s appearance 
with a tray of cake and mead told us that twelve 
o’clock had struck^ and that our visitors must be 
going. Miss Ruth was full of mirth and high spirits, 
and her brother smiled at her laughter. Only once 
her bright eyes clouded, and that was when Peter 
Winde pressed her and the curate to stay for dinner, 
and she answered, “ My brother and I are promised 
to dine at Kitchenhour.” ■ , 

The cake was eaten and the mead drunk ; Mary, 
who had made them, was praised, and blushed at .' 
her praises ; and our friends rose to leave. The next 
moment I was gazing at the door through W'hich 
Miss Ruth hadT'ust vanished. ” ■ ■ 
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“ Isn’t she beautiful ?” I said to Mary. 

“ Yes, and such a sweet girl !” 

Mary Winde and Ruth Shotover had evidently 
fallen in love with each other, for many were the 
visits that during the next fortnight Mary paid to 
Ewehurst and Ruth to Shoyswell. The latter were 
the most frequent, as Mary could be ill spared from 
home, and the two girls would sit and talk in the 
kitchen, where I often joined them. 

Miss Ruth’s moods varied exceedingly. Some- 
times she%¥as aU laughter and high spirits ; sometimes 
she was dowmcast, with the tears not very far from 
her eyes. She spoke little of her life at the Parsonage, 
and once she appeared with her eyes red, and told 
Mary that she had had trouble at home, but begged 
that she would ask no questions. 

The weeks went by, and the swallows came back 
with May, and I passed through convalescence to 
perfect health. During the long days when I sat 
inactive in my chair by the hearth, or walked, lean- 
ing on Peter’s arm, in the fields or in the garden, he 
and I had many discussions as to my future. He 
was just as vehement as ever in his wish that I 
should be a preacher, and carry the Gospel through 
broad Sussex, even as Wesley had carried it through 
broadi England. I could earn my bread by working 
on the farms round the hamlets I visited, and Peter 
. and I mapped out my journey between us. He 
insisted on lending me five pounds, so that if I could 
not find work I need not starve. ' 

“ This is neither the hay-time nor the harvestj lad,- 
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and many a yeoman to whom you offer your services 
will turn you away,- sa3dng that he has enough hands 
on his farm. And even if he takes you on, what will 
he your wages ? Sixpence a day, or perhaps only 
food and bed; So take the money, and God speed 
you with it. Fm not sending you to a soft life, 
Humphrey, or to an easy one, but Fm sending you 
to a good life and a great life. Oh, I trust that when 
you return here in a month’s time you will be able 
to look back on many souls who once sat in darkness, 
but now see great light.” 

And I, sitting opposite him in the ember-glow, 
murmured “ Amen.” 

I shall never forget the last night I spent at Shoys- 
well. Mary and I sat side by side on the floor in 
front of the fire, and Peter read to us out of his 
Bible how Jesus Christ sent out His disciples two 
and two before His face, bidding them be wise as 
serpents and harmless as doves. Then we aU three 
knelt on the flags and sang Bishop Ken’s Evening 
Hymn, while outside the wind crooned a low cradle- 
song to the trees, and the stars yearned through the 
, mist of the spring night, 

The next morning we rose early, and ate our 
;t)reakfast at six. My bundle had been made up the 
evening before, -and, as I had no clothes whatever 
except those I-'-wore, it contained sets of Peter’s 
stockings and,, underlinen, as well as the five pounds 
he had lent me. He also gave me a pistol, wdiich 
would be useful to the lonely traveller by night. I 
was heartsick . at parting with my kind friends, but 
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life, the worldr and labour lay before me, and I was 
full of good resolutions and zeal. 

Peter and Mary walked with me to the end of 
ShoysweH Lane. The birds were singing gaily, and 
as we passed under the trees, so beautiful in their 
spring green, a robin began to trill and twitter. I 
remembered how that little red throat had brought 
me comfort on the miserable morning after my 
Confirmation, and I seemed once more to stand in 
twilight All Saints’ Street, with the cobalt shadows 
on the sea. 

We came to where the lane joined the high road 
to Wadhurst, my first halting-place, and I turned to 
Mary to say good-bye. 

“ Remember me to Miss Shotover,” and she pro- 
mised. 

We had been so like brother and sister during the 
last few weeks that 1 half thought of kissing her, but 
something in her face as web. as in my own heart 
forbade it, and I merely put my lips to the little 
brown hand that shook in mine. 

Then I turned to Peter. “ Bless me before I go,” 
and I knelt down before him, and he laid his hand 
’ on my head and prayed God to bless and keep hie, 
and lift up the light of His countenance upon me, and 
give me peace “ henceforth and for ever more.” 


CHAPTER VI 


OF THE METHODIST AS A WANDERER 

The wind that brings the scent of flowers to city 
gates May was blowing over the fields as I tramped 
westward with the tears in my eyes. Awe and zeal 
and sorrow mingled in my heart. Awe at the life- 
work laid upon me, zeal for its success, sorrow at the 
parting which had just taken place. How good they 
had been to me, that Methodist farmer and his 
daughter ! They had been father and sister to one 
who %vas to all intents fatherless and sisterless. They 
had loved me and helped me, and had pointed through 
the clouds to the sun.. 

I trudged on, my bundle slung on a stick over my 
shoulder, for all the world like a tramp or gipsy, 
and an evil-looking fellow I was, no doubt, TOth my 
thick bent brows and white, scarred face. The _day 
grew every minute warmer and sweeter ; the country 
was waking, thrQwdng off her night-robe of mist and ' 
gloom, clothing herself in sweet scents, sweet sounds, 
sweet sights, sweet -sunshiny and .laughing a joyous 
Godspeed to the Methodist. 

I went by the farmhouses of Miskyns and Gotten- 
7S- 1 
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den,- ■with old Churchsettle down in the valley, and 
came at last to a cross-road known as Shover’s 
Green. This was about two miles from Wadhurst,- 
and as far as I had ever walked from Brede Parson- 
age, the country beyond it being an unkno%vn land. 
I stood by the signpost, and gazed down the long 
white road before me, and began to tremble and 
shake like a girl. I was to preach at Wadhurst, but 
what should I say ? I had never preached before ; 
might not my tongue falter and fail in its new task ? 
The sweat was on my face; I was like a nervous 
actor shuddering in the wings, while on the stage 
his cue is being spoken. But suddenly some wor^ 
came to me, Bible words : “ Take no thought before- 
hand what ye shall speak, for it is not ye that speak, 
but the Holy Ghost.” I lifted my hat, and prayed 
as I stood by the signpost at Shover’s Green, with 
the long grass waving round my knees. 

Reassured and strengthened, I went on, and came 
to Wadhurst, a mass of cottages and windmills 
swarming round a slender sphe. It was nearly 
eight o’clock, and the village was awake and flooded 
with sunshine. The house doors were open, and the 
housewives stood in them; children^ played in the 
street ; girls in brightly-coloured gowns grouped 
together and gossiped ; men and lads loafed against 
the doorposts, the inn porch, and the lych-gate. 

There was a party of- yokels chatting and joking 
in the market-place,^ where stood a cart from which 
the horse had been unharnessed. I sat down on the 
shaft a.nd watched the people. I saw that many of 
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] ^ ^^spicioxisly at mei especially the group 
at my elbow. I read a few verses of 
^^^athed a prayer, and climbed into the 


nn to say to you/' I cried, stand- 

laugji^gjj ^^^•rted and looked amazed ; then some 
“ ‘ ^ naan in a smock cried : 

My coS •” 

^nd deserted me, mv tonerue stuck 

S'/ *'>1 W: 

hav, 

Jarsonag, 
heart tn 
hostile ° 

earc 4.T- 

I stood 
scarlet 
lifted nx. 

^ouieixt 

I have 

stammered f 

speech flo^g^ 

_ toward He 
®®thod in ^ 


n in the cart. I felt utterly unfittec 
's i ^ “°t nsed to speaking 

®Pl^itual things, for my confidence: 
^ ® een laughed at by the family at Brede 
L-’: how was I suddenly to bring mj 

ears pour into indifferent, perhaps 

j the most sacred feelings of my soul ? 

resolute, my head held down, my cheeks 
V h tittered, and I was ashamed. I 

^ ®a-d, and threw it back, and the next 
o of words rose to my lips. 

- ^ ^ faint recollection of what I said. | 
temember, to begin with, but soon my 
®ore smoothly, and a mad yearning 
Shepherdless sheep before me filled my 
niy words on fire. I told them of 
‘ them, of the help He offered, and of 
promised. There was no order or 
sermon ; the thoughts ground and 
one another like stones in a stream. 
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I spoke for nearly half an hour, then stopped sud- 
denly, for the strange power that had upheld me 
was gone, and thromng myself down in the cart, I 
hid my face and groaned. 

There was a confused murmur all round me. “ A 
Methodee !” — “ Off his head !” — “ Take un to the 
lock-up !” — “ Quite a boy, and as crazed as Nebu- 
chadnezzar 1” — “What rubbidge the poor chap 
spoke !” 

This was not encouraging, and I realised that to 
lie groaning on the floor of a cart would by no means 
dispel the idea that I was mad. So I sprang up, and 
climbed down into the street, pushed my way 
through the crowd, and hurried out of the market- 
place. 

Some of the people followed me, a few of them 
interested, but most of them jeering. Well-nigh in 
despair I turned and said : 

“ I am not mad, but am feeling very wild and 
miserable, so please do not follow me. I shall see 
you again perhaps in a month or so. Think over 
■ my-words, or rather God’s words, which He forced 
me to speak.” 

■ There must have been an unusual look on my face 
as I said this, for the people slunk away without 
further badgering me. 

I strode forward between the hedges, reflecting on 
my late adventure. I felt that I had not made a 
good beginning to my ministry. Perhaps I had left 
Wadhurst in too great a hurry, ;^rhaps I should have 
stayed; and reasoned with the people, perhaps I 


79 


A WANDERER 

should even now go back to them. But I realised 
that this would be worse than useless, so sped on, 
resolving to act more wisely in future. 

The next matter to consider was where to find 
work and wages — for I had resolved not to touch 
Peter’s five pounds till sheer want drove me to it. 
Fortune favoured me ; my first application met with 
success, and I was given half a day’s work among 
the sheep at a farmhouse called Little Pell. I 
toiled contentedly till sunset, when the farmer’s 
wife called me into the kitchen and gave me and the 
other farm-hands a supper of bread-and-broth, after 
which I was taken to a loft full of sweet hay and left 
there to sleep. 

The sunshine on my face awoke me, and I rose 
singing for light-heartedness. At the farmhouse I 
was given a cup of milk and some rye-bread, and 
half an hour later set out for Rotherfield, my next 
halting-place. 

The day was sweet and warm, and I reached 
Rotherfield about noon. There I bought some, 
gingerbread, and ate it by the side of one of the three 
rivers which are born in the flats near the little 
town. Then I went to the market-place, and waited* 
for an opportunity to begin my sermon. I did not 
wait long. In the churchyard close at hand the 
Burial Service was being read over a child’s grave. 
A curate, with muddy top-boots sho-vmg under a 
surplice w'dll-frayed with his spurs, was hurrying 
through the Church’s sweet words of consolation. 
The mother sobbed bitterly, and the father, little 
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more than a lad, with a look of dogged misery on his 
face, groaned aloud during the unseemly gabble. 
The service came to an end ; the curate strode off 
without a word, though the mother’s tears had 
moistened the grass at his feet. Then I went up to 
them, and spoke to them and to the little group of 
mourners. The group widened into a crowd, and I 
ceased to speak of the dead child, but turned to 
death itself, and told them of the hope beyond the 
squalid tether of their lives. 

Whether it was the solemnity of the occasion, or 
that I spoke more powerfully and simply than before, 
I do not know. But my words produced a better 
effect than at Wadhurst, and when I had finished I 
heard murmurs of “ Thank you,” and “ God bless 
you.” Happier than I had felt for many a day, I 
bade the people farewell, and had little difficulty in 
finding work at a farmhouse in the neighbour- 
hood. 

I shall not give in detail the rest of my journey 
across Sussex to the borders of Hampshire. From 
Rotherfield I crossed the valley of Jarvis Brook to 
Crowbqrough, then went on to Cuckfield and Cow- 
fold, and through many a village to Femhurst, 
where you can see the Hampshire downs. I 
preached in every market-place, meeting sometimes 
with success, sometimes with what seemed utter 
failure. Since the death of Wesley, ■ eight years 
before,’ and the schism of the Methodists from the 
Established Church, Methodism had fallen into bad 
repute, and I was often greeted with jeers, even. 
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stones and mud. Moreover,; my youth was in my 
disfavour, and at many a market-cross a rude voice 
from the crowd would exclaim, Where’s yer 
mammy, my boy ?” or, “Ye’re unaccountable young 
to be out wudout yer nurse,” or, “ Yer had better go 
back to school, or yer’ll be whipped for playing 
truant.” In several villages where I preached, the 
people used to tell me of another preacher who had 
gone before me— “ a man of powerfuller words than 
you, my lad.” I wondered who this man might be^ 
and longed to make up with him, for my heart went 
out to him, hearing that he was a “ Methodee.” But 
when I reached Fernhurst, I was told that he had 
gone on into Hampshire. 

In spite of the disappointments and failures that 
rny path, that month of wandering was very 
bappy, almost the happiest of my life. There were, 
it is true, moments when I would throw myself down 
and nearly weep in my hopelessness, but there were 
a,Iso naoments which will be sweet' to muse on when I' 
le d^ng. I often had difficulty in finding work; yet 
this did not disconcert me much, for whenever I was 
so fortunate as to be given a day’s labour the farmer 
paid me well. So during the whole journey I had 
no cause to touch Peter Winde’s generous loan. It 
was then that I thanked God that my father had 
forced me to toil on the farm at Brede Parsonage- 
instead of sending me to school and coUege like other 
gentlemen s sons, for I was as useful in barn, field 

farm-hand, and my fame as a 
labourer far exceeded my fame as a preacher. ‘ ‘ De 
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foaks may ferget yer sarmons, lad,” said an old 
farmer at East Mascalls with whom I took service, 
“ but dey’ll never ferget wot a fust-rate hand yer 
wur wi’ de ewes, surelye !” 

During this month there were moments when I 
thanked God for the mere joy of living. It was so 
sweet to feel the wind on my face and to press on 
over wet roads, my cheeks sprinkled with the soft 
splashing rain. I loved the twilight, and the rosy 
sleepy dawn. I loved the noontide, when the cows 
stood knee-deep in the streams, and I loved the 
solemn nights, when I walked through a great speak- 
ing silence. At the beginning of my journey I used 
to sleep in bams or lofts, but soon I grew to prefer 
the leeside of a haystack or hedgerow, and often I 
lay among last year’s leaves in the great beech- 
woods, listening to the scuttle and flutter of the night 
creatures, and watching the stars that shimmered 
through the moving tester of the trees. 

, When I had come to the borders of Hampshire, at 
Fernhurst, I went southward and preached at the 
villages of Chidham, Bosham, and Appledram, on 
the marshy seaboard below Chichester. Then, turn- 
ing inland, I carried the Gospel to the Down hamlets, 
and northwards to Fletching. From Fletching I 
decided to go back to ShoysweU through Maresfield 
and Mayfield, revisiting Wadhurst. 

It was Sunday morning when I entered Maresfield, . 
and the church beUs were pealing a loud Sursum 
Cor da over the fields. It had been my custom in 
villages where there was no Methodist meeting-room 
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to worship at the parish church? and I was soon 
kneeling in a back pew of old S. Bartholomy’s, at 
rest and at peace in the cool gloom. 

There was a gentle footfall on the aisle, and I 
thought that some woman had just come into the 
church, but on looking up I saw the flutter of a 
surplice, and knew that it was the parson who trod 
so reverently. This surprised me, accustomed as I 
was to the stride and swagger of my father and 
Clonmel, and the jingle of their spurs against the 
pulpit steps. I craned my head to see the clergy- 
man s face. He was Guy Shotover 
I caught my breath. What could he be doing at 
Maresfield ? Had he been appointed to the living ? 
Surely not, m the short time since I had last seen him’. 
Perhaps he was only 'loing duty there for the day. 

I really did not trouble to explain his presence I was 
too inuch occupied in looking for Miss Ruth. At 
first I could not see her, and came with a pang to 
the conclusion that she was not in church. But at 

“ a side pew, and could 
hardly take my eyes off her during the rest of the 
service. She looked pale and worn, I thought, and 
her head drooped pathetically under her wide hat 
S le did not notice me, for she kept her eyes fast 
fixed on her Prayer Book, in which I migM have 
followed her example. ^ 

earned®!? the service reverently, and preached an ^ 
earnest, .hough not very brilliant, sermon, after 
which we sang the Old Hundredth, and went out 
«ito the sunshine. I waited in the porch for Miss 
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Ruth, and in a few- moments she appeared, looking 
very downcast. She would not have seen me, had 
I not touched her arm. 

She started, coloured, and held out her hand. 

Lud, Mr. Lyte ! This is an unexpected pleasure 
for me.” 

“ And for me,” I murmured, as I pressed her hand 
against my lips. 

“ Are you and your brother staying at Maresfield 
I asked. 

“ For to-day. Here comes Guy. You didn’t ex- 
pect to meet Mr. Lyte at Maresfield, did you, dear ?” 

“Fm surprised, but I’m also delighted. You 
must come and dine with us at Fiveash Farm 
We’re lodging there, for Maresfield is one of my 
Rector’s livings, and the curate is sick,- so I’m iu ’ 
charge of both parishes.” 

“ But they are twenty miles apart.” 

Yes, and that means services on alternate 
Sundays only. But it’s the sole thing to be done, as 
my Rector doesn’t wish to pay for another curate.” 

I readily accepted Shotover’s invitation to dinner, 
and we set off down a bridle-path to a farmhouse 
cuddlmg in the hollow. 

■' ''^^^®y°^®®®^MaryWinde lately?” I asked Ruth, 
r Faith, yes ! Guy and I spent an hour at Shoys- 

wellyesterday on our way to Maresfield. Mr Winde' 

and Mary are vastly weU, and longing to see you ! 

1 shall be at Shoyswell on Wednesday, I hope.” 
lAnd at Ewehurst on Thursday.” put in Guy.- | 
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“ But here we are at Fiveash. Go, Ruthie, and hasten 
Mrs. Ferrers with the dinner. The Methodist is 
starving, I’m sure.” 

Dinner was served in the outer kitchen, and both 
brother and sister were in high spirits, and laughed 
and talked incessantly during the meal. I sat 
opposite Guy, and whether it was that I had not seen 
him for so long 1 do not know, but I was more struck 
than ever by the weak lines round his mouth ; and 
his laughter, which was nervous, and his conversa- 
tion, which was excited, confirmed me in the idea 
that he was even more emotional and high-strung 
than his sister. 

After dinner the curate retired to his room to pore 
over the afternoon’s sermon — he always learned his 
sermons by heart, and had a final rehearsal a short 
time before delivering them — and Ruth and I went 
out into the garden. The farmhouse had once been 
a Manor, and the garden had been a pleasaunce. 
Tiger-lilies, sweet-william, flox, and peonies still 
grew among the long grass, and wicker arches . 
smothered in roses yet stood. 

From the bottom of the garden the fields sloped 
upward, dotted wth sheep, and on the crest of’’ the 
ridge was a little wood. 

“ Let’s gather bluebells,” cried Ruth ; “ there’s a 
vast deal in the coppice yonder.” ■ 

“ I should like nothing better, but do you think it , 
wise to go so far ? Look at the sky ”-r-and I pointed 
to some fierce rag-edged clouds that were rolling up 
from Plawhatch in the west. 
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Lud ! It won’t rain for an honr yet, and I do so 
vastly want to gather some bluebells for Guy. He 
loves flowers.” 

She laid her hand coaxingly on my arm, and looked 
up at me wistfully with childlike face and unchild- 
like eyes. 

Come on, then !” I cried, clasping her brown 
fingers in mine, as if she were a little girl I was taking 
for a holiday. I suddenly realised what I was doing 
and dropped her hand, while the colour mounted on 
my cheeks. 

I spoke scarcely a word the whole of our way to 
Piekreed Wood,- though my companion chattered 
gaily enough. I fear she must have found me woe- 
fully poor company, but,- after all, I was silent only 
because I was thinking of her. The woods were full 
of shadow and peace. Ruth flung herself down 
among the bluebells and regaled me with an account 
of how she had once spoiled a new white gown by 
lying on damp grass, and how Miss Wetherbee of the 
seminary had sent her to bed early as a punishment. 

There,, is a golden chain running through my life, 
binding me to God, and its links are the happy 
moments He has given me. The first link was forged 
on the night I slept by the Rother, the next on the 
afternoon I gathered bluebells with Ruth in Piekreed 
Wood.,; We filled our hands full of flowers, while one 
of us. talked and one of us listened. We never 
noticed, the sunshine fade and the sky become first 
dappled, 4hen overcast with grey, or heard the first 
drip of rain upon the leaves. A vivid flash of light- 
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ning made us both start, and spring to our feet. 
Ruf^ dropped her bluebells, and clapped her hands 
to her ears as a terrific burst of thunder rocked the 
trees, 

“ Oh, Lud ! Mr. Lyte ! Mr. Lyte ! What shall 
we do ?” And she ran to me and clutched my arm. 

“ We mustn’t stay here. We must hurry out into 
the open.” 

Her lips trembled. “ I’m afraid of thunder,” she 
said plaintively. 

“ I’ll take care of you,” I replied, and the words 
made my heart warm. For the first time in my life 
I realised the sweetness of having some one weaker 
than myself to protect. 

I drew her hand through my arm? and we 
forced our way through the hazel undergrowth, and 
scrambled over the fence into the meadow. The rain 
fell steadily in heavy warm drops. Ruth’s flimsy 
dress began to cling about her shoulders. I flung off 
my coat and wrapped it round her. 

“ I insist ! You shall wear it !” I cried, when she 
would have objected. “ Come, we must run to that 
little shed in the next field. We shall be sheltered 
there.” 

We ran over the grass, the frightened sheep gallop- 
ing before us, their bleating mingling with the crash 
of the storm. We were. soaked to the skin by the 
time we reached the shed, . , i 

Ruth wus shivering as I drew her into'shelter. She 
stood clinging to my arm, and her wet hair dripped 
upon my sleeve. There was a ewe with two lambs at 
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the back of the shed. The creatures seemed fame, and 
did not try to leave on our entrance ; and one or two 
sheep, evidently more terrified of the storm than of 
us, came in and huddled their soaked fleeces together 
in a distant corner. 

“ Do you think me very silly to be so frightened ?” 

' asked Ruth. 

She gripped my arm with both her nervous little 
hands, and I tried to answer her, to reassure her ; but 
words failed me, for the clasp of her fingers and 
the appeal of her eyes had bound my lips with 
silence, and filled my heart with a strange humility. 
“ Why was I ever born ?” I had often blasphe- 
mously flung that cry to God. Now I realised 
that I had been born for this hour, for this warming 
of the blood, this quickening of the heart, for this 
blessed birth of love and love’s twin, humbleness. 

“ The storm is passing over,” said Ruth, and the 
silly sheep ran out into a sudden burst of sunshine. 

“ Lud ! how silent you_are,” she added, lifting her 
eyes to mine. 

. “ I am"wondering,” I said slowly, scarcely realising 
what I uttered, “ whether it would be safe to venture 
out.” 

“ The rain has stopped,” said Ruth, “ and I expect 
Guy will be anxious about us. Please take your coat 
back ; I don’t need it now, and you’re shivering with 
cold.”' . V /V : , - . 

“ I 'am hot cold,” I answered, and I spoke truly, 
though my limbs were nurhb. 

■ We went out into the field. The thunder-clouds 
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were rolling away ; the thunder breeze swept the 
grass and sang. I sang, too, as I strode along. 

“ I never heard you sing before,” said Ruth. 
“ What are you singing ? Is it one of Mr. Wesley’s 
hymns ?” she added, lowering her voice. My 
Methodism always seemed to inspire her with 
feelings of awe. 

“I don’t knowwhat it is. It’s nothingof Wesley’s.” 

“I like to hear you sing. You’ve such a deep 
voice. But, lud ! pray don’t stride so fast ; I can’t 
keep up with you.” 

I slackened my pace, and ceased my song to listen 
to her voice, which was sweeter. We soon met Guy, 
who had come out to look for us, and with him we 
strolled back to the house, Ruth still wearing my 
coat about her shoulders. 

On arriving at Fiveash I changed my wet clothes 
in the curate’s room. He begged me to stay the 
night, and I consented, for it would be sweet to sleep 
under the same roof as Ruth. 

All the afternoon and evening I was in a state of 
exalted happiness, which, I think, must often hdVe 
shown itself in my eyes and on my lips. Ruth was 
never absent from my thoughts. I loved her. I 
did not know if she loved me — but I loved her, and 
that was all that mattered at present. How blessed 
it is to love ! . . • ' : . ' 

We went to Evening Prayer at four o’clock, and 
afterwards to a children’s Bible-class at the village 
school. Ruth took care of the very little ones, and: 
most of my time was spent in watching her as she 
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sat at the back of the room, her arm round one babes 
another on her lap, a third at her feet, playing with 
the ribbons of her shoes. Guy had a rare tact with 
children, and I was surprised to see how well he 
taught them. After we had returned to Fiveash 
and had seated ourselves before the kitchen fire, the 
curate said : 

“What do you think the chief virtue to cultivate 
in a child ?” 

I considered. 

“ Well, after all,” I said at length, “ I think it is 
the virtue of love with sacrifice.” 

“ Cannot love exist without sacrifice ?” 

“ Never ! Love without sacrifice is like faith 
without works : it is dead.” 

“I don’t agree with you. I believe — I — I’m 
sure that love can exist without self-sacrifice.” 

“ Indeed it cannot. For sacrifice is the soul of 
love, and when the soul has left the body, then the 
body is lifeless, worthless — carrion !” 

I was flushed and excited with my argument, and 
would have pushed it further, but I suddenly noticed 
that Shotover looked ill at ease, and his sister un- 
happy, so started on another topic, 
i I went to bed early that night, and lay awake a 
long while thmking of Ruth. I was far too happy 
to sleep. " I built a dozen castles in the air. True, 
I was only a poor tramping Methodist, without home, 
and estranged from my kin ; but the brother and 
sister had already shown m^by their friendship what 
little account they took of our religious differences, 
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and the day would come, I felt sure, when I should 
be no longer poor and homeless ; then I should have 
Ruth Shotover for my wife. How blessed it is to 
love! 

I fell asleep shortly after midnight, and woke in a 
sweat, conscious that some one was in the room. 
The morning dusk poured in upon a figure standing 
motionless at the foot of the bed. I held my 
breath, and felt for my pistol, but suddenly stayed 
my hand, for no ghost or robber confronted me, but 
Guy Shotover. 

He was evidently sleep-walking, for he was scantily 
clothed, and his eyes were tinned up, showing me 
only the whites. I had heard that it was dangerous 
to wake somnambulists, so lay still, wondering what 
he would do and what I ought to do. 

He stood for a while motionless, then bent over 
the bed-foot towards me, looking so ghastly with his 
rolled-up eyes that I drew back and shuddered. 

“ I must speak,” he said, in a low, monotonous 
voice, only less horrible than the soulless cry of one 
who is terrified with dreams ; “ I must speak. I can 
keep silence no longer. There is no love without 
sacrifice. I ” 

He ceased speaking, covered his face, and grpaned; 
At the same moment I saw Ruth Shotover standing 
in the doorway. t' ^ 

“ Guy !” she called softly. “ Guy !”'■. 

He w'alked slowly towards her and took her .out- 
stretched hand. ; 

“ He’s walking in his sleep,” she said., “ I heard 
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his door open and then yours, so I guessed fh.. t, 

had come in here. What rli^^ ^ f 
“ OnlT- o 4: y iiat aid he say to you ?” 

Dniy a few words about being unable V. 1 
sience, or something of the kind.”® 

He has^thl strigestSTc™'*? '* 

Sony he «uSti“Tsh2noS 

onts.de, so it shon’t happen again. Come^ofy! - 

ae St d“ r'S “'“f “<* h^r 

'Uslurbed me ^ ponitent at having 

yon SocSnSoon” ‘“M 

“ You can’t be well.” 

rather nervSly.* SSsmlS •sagl'od 

the brother and JsL „ ^ Sood-bye to 

“S:,-r“~='as 


CHAPTER VII 

OF THE METHODIST AS A LOVER 

It would be useless and impossible for me to describe 
the warmth of the welcome that awaited me at 
Shoyswell. I was made to tell the story of my 
wanderings over and over again, as we sat round the 
fire after supper, and each recital drew out fresh 
tokens of sympathy and good-will from Peter and 
Mary Winde. 

My eyes moistened and shone every time I men- 
tioned Ruth Shotover, and I think the Windes must 
have guessed my love for her ; that is to say, if they 
had not guessed it before — for I now knew that 
I had loved her ever since I had first kissed her 
hand. , . . ■ . 

“ Poor Ruth has been very low-spirited of late,” 
said Mary ; “ I am sure that she has sometfiing on 
her mind, but I can’t induce her to confide in me. 
Did she seem dejected at Maresfield ? ” 

“ Not at the farmhouse : she laughed and was in 
high spirits then ; but in church, where I first saw 
her, she looked utterly miserable.” 

“Poor girl! I wonder what is ailing, her — and 
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At first I hadT^ entered on -a new phase, 

first I had been satisfied with the^mere joy of 
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lovingi and would have been content to love without 
hope of reward. But now all was changed. My 
love became hungry, and I sighed romantically and 
foolishly for a word or a look to tell me that I did 
not worship in vain. This was no doubt owing to 
the fact that Ruth had suddenly gro-wn very reserved 
and shy. She had ceased to chatter and laugh, but 
spoke primly, and seemed to avoid solitary talks 
and walks with me. I wondered whether she had 
discovered my love and was displeased at it, or 
whether she had come to love me, but was not sure 
if I returned her passion. I pondered and brooded 
over these surmises ; I even thought of speaking my 
love, but as yet reason held my heart in leash, and 
I was silent. 

Thus the days went by till an evening in early 
June. The wind was soft, and brought the sound 
of fold-bells from Marsh Quarter ; the red clouds 
were tossed like burning feathers in the west, and 
the moon hung above Totease with a star below 
her nether tip. I had gone for a ramble in the fields, 
and intended to sup at Ewehurst Parsonage, and 
walk home under the stars ; the lanes at night 
bewitched me ; they were favourable to the dreams 
of young love. 

The Parsonage windows shone in the twilight, and 
the trees in the garden rustled an accompaniment to 
the songs of sleepy birds. Fat miller-moths fluttered 
heavily among the evening , primroses, and the 
violet torches of the glow - worms shone like 
amethysts in the shade of the leaves. I saw Ruth’s 
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shadow against the study blind, and stood for a 
time watching her while she sewed, and rocked her- 
self as she sewed. Amman’s shadow leaned over her ■ 
She lifted her head, and I knew that she had set her 
lips invitingly for her brother to kiss. Then another 
man s shadow came between them ; I groaned im- 
patiently, for I recognised Enchmarsh. 

I knocked at the door, and Ruth herself opened 
It. She wore a white dress, babyish, soft, and 
bunchy, a^nd cuddled a black kitten in her arms. 
She looked the veriest child, and I reahsed that she 
must be even younger than I had hitherto thought 
her— not more than seventeen. - 

“Good evening, Mr. Lyte ; Fm so vastly glad 
^ou ve come.” I could not teU whether her words 
ivere truth or courtesy, for there were tears as well 
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The moon was high among the stars, and a nightin- 
gale was drowning with his rich wild voice the 
drowsy twitter of some bird yet awake. We crossed 
the lawn to the shrubbery, and the roses that 
tangled the path brushed deW on to our cheeks. 
The speU of the night was upon us, and neither of 
us spoke for some time. 

“ I love the moonlight,” I said at last. 

“ I hate it,” said Ruth. 

“Why?” 

“ It seems so cold and cruel ; it mocks me. Why 
do you love it ?” 

“ Because it is like— like •” 

“ Like what ?” 

“ Like you.” 

She laughed shrilly, 

“ How can it be like me ?” 

“ It is so beautiful.” 

She laughed again. 

^ Lud ! How vastly romantic you are to-night ! 

Is it the moon that makes you so ?” 

I was silent. 

“We’d better go indoors,”said Ruthabruptlv 
my slippers are quite wet.” 

I do not know what madness prompted me to ask 

ner to stay. 

‘‘ Wait a moment, I have something to.teU you,” 

saw tw ^orror,'l 

saw tliat she was in tears. ■ 

“Ruth, Ruth, you must hear— I love you !” 

We were standing in an open space among some 
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bushes ; their shadow covered us except for our 
faces, and I saw Ruth’s suddenly become set and 
white even to the hps. She held her hand over her 
breast, and swayed back from me. 

“ Ruth, sweetheart, do not cry. I love you. 
I ” 

My voice died away, for she pushed me from her 
with a strength I could not have expected m one so 
frail. 

“Go — go; never speak to me Hke that again. 
Go right away ” 

She stood for an instant motionless, then turned 
and dashed through the bushes towards the house. 
The next moment I heard a rush and a scream. I 
forced my way after her through the thick euonymus, 
and suddenly found myself face to face with Ench- 
marsh. 

He stood in the moonlight, and I saw clearly the 
rage burning in his eyes. In his arms he held an 
unconscious white mass, gathered up agamst him 
as one would hold a baby. The white face was 
thrown back on his shoulder, so that I could see 
the look of grief and terror it had not lost in un- 
consciousness. 

„ A torrent of wrath rose to my lips, but Enchmarsh 
‘ spoke before I could let it loose. . 

“ What the hell are you about ?” 

“ What the — ^what are you about ?” 

“ My business.” 

“ You were eavesdropping.” 

“ I was not. But I heard what you said, because. 
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in your cursed effrontery, you spoke loud enough 
for anyone within ten yards to hear.” 

There was a rustle in the long grass beside me^ 
and I noticed that Guy Shotover stood close at 
hand, his cheeks flushed and his head held low. 

“ And what if you did hear ?” I cried. “ Is not 
my tongue my own ?” 

You deserve to have it torn out of your head for 
pestering with your worthless love a lady who is as 
high above you as heaven is above hell.” 

_ “ You may be thankful that you have her in your 
arrns at this moment ; for if you hadn’t I should 
certainly knock you down.” 

He did not answer, but suddenly bent his head 
and kissed the pale face upon his shoulder, and 

Siroa^ extended 

I sprang towards him, livid with rage. 

How dare you 

m.ult a helpless girl who, if she weren’t uncL- 
scious and in your power, would rather blow her 
biains out than let you shame her so ! Guy Shot 

^ manliness left, tLt you 

infemag so 

The curate made no reply. The moonlight fell 
upon ta. and I saw that ha was shaking from hetd 

furioSly!'^'^ ' *om him 

“ Stop fuming and ranting !” roared Enchmarsh. :^ - 
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“ Not while you hold Ruth Shotover in your 
arms.” 

“ I shall hold her as long as I please, and kiss her 
as often as I have a mind to. Stand off, you damned 
psalm-singing gipsy !” 

“ As her brother will not protect her, I must.” 

“ Her brother knows that I have a right to do as 
I please.” 

“ What right ?” 

He curled back his lips in a contemptuous smile. 

“ Merely the right of a betrothed husband.” 

“ Betrothed husband !” 

I echoed his words blankly, wildly, and staggered 
back from him, my hands over my face. When I 
drew them away the stars were swinging, the bushes 
reeling, and Enchmarsh’s face leered at me like a 
devil’s through the darkness. 

“ Yes, Miss Shotover is my promised wife.” 

“ You lie,” I cried hoarsely. 

“ Shotover, do I lie ?” 

The curate shook his head. 

I looked from one to the other in horror. My 
rage was dead, my flesh crept, and my limbs shook 
as if with the palsy. 

“ I — I didn’t know. No one told me — I ” 

Enchmarsh broke in with a torrent of oaths. 

“ And why should anyone have told you, you 
skulking vagabond ? Was it any business of yours ? 
damn you ! Do you expect to be told all the 
concerns of your betters, you insolent fool ?” 

My fury revived and blazed out. 


“ If it were not for my vocation, I’d call 
for^this !” I cried, grinding my teeth. 

I don’t fight with tramps, I kick ’em ; 
kick you if you come nearer. Be off f T 
belongs to me. She’s mine, I tell you-b 
and again he stooped and kissed her cheeks i 
mouth, her closed eyelids, and her red ha 
streamed over his arm. 

I strode up to Shotover and seized him 
wrist. 

“ You cowardly fool ! What devil gives v 

viuIS ^ 

He turned pale and groaned a Uttle, for ■ 
rage I had nearly wrenched his arm out of its s, 

» alone !” shouted Enchn 
Wliy should you maul him ? Ought he to 
kept his sister for you ? Ought he to have rej 
al other suitors and kept her for a hypoci 
Methodist mumper, that she might share his 
and starvation by day and his ditch by ni 
But let me tell you that I loved her months 
before you had begun to poison her sight with 
scowling face, when you were washing out the ^ 
^t^s and being horsewhipped on your father’s fai 
How^he knew of the miseries and degradat 
of my boyhood I cannot imagine. 

“ Be off now,” continued Enchmarsh, “ and d 
“lir? Ewehurst Parsonage agaii 

for yours, and I’ll not le 


103 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 

“ Order him off, Shotover.” 

The curate came forward. 

■ “ I’m not going until I’ve spoken to Ruth,” I 
cried frantically. “ I believe that what you have 
told me is a lie, and that Shotover is only swearing 
to it because he’s afraid of you.” 

“ You may speak to her if you like,” sneered Ench- 
marsh. “ Look, she is recovering consciousness.” 

The limp arm stirred, the head writhed on its 
support. Her eyes opened, and a quick glance of 
fear shot into them ; her lips parted in horror. She 
evidently remembered all that had passed. 

“ Ruth,” said Enchmarsh, “ are you my promised 
wife ?” 

Her dilated eyes looked wildly into mine. 

“ My darling ! My darling !” I cried, unmanned 
and nearly weeping, “ tell me that it is a lie.” 

“ It is true,” she said. That was all. 

Enchmarsh caught her to him with a loud laugh. 
“ She’s mine — aren’t you, Ruth ? She loves me — 
don’t you, Ruth ? Be off, you tramp ; your game 
is up. Order him off, Shotover.” 

He caught Ruth to his breast once more, and 
kissed her ; then carried her triumphantly away. 

Guy came timidly up to where I stood, speechless 
and paralysed, and touched my arm. I shook him 
off with such violence that he went reeling back- 
wards among the bushes. Then I turned and 
rushed away. 

I ran wildly through the shrubbery, tearing my 
clothes and my flesh among the brakes, often in my 
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blind fury dashing up against a tree, then speeding 
on afresh, reckless of bruises and pain. At last I 
came to a fence, and vaulted it without pausing to 
see what was on the other side. I did not spring 
high enough, my foot struck against a stake, and I 
fell headlong. 

I rolled over among a mass of dead leaves, which 
the violence of my fall sent whirling and fluttering 
round me. Then down I shot for about fifty feet, 
among stones, leaves, and clods of earth, now my 
head, now my feet foremost, clutching in vain at 
every twig and stone, my breath all but dashed out 
of my body. At last I reached the bottom, and 
lay battered, shaken, gasping, and bleeding, among 
the stones of a stream which wound along the foot 
of the hollow, and which, owing to recent drought, 
was nearly dry. 

The trickle of cold water under my head revived 
me, and I staggered to my feet, feeling very sick, 
and almost unable to stand. I wondered how I 
should ever reach home. I was at the foot of one 
of those glens or “ hatches ” that every now and 
then break the peace of the Sussex fields. It was 
thickly grown with brushwood, but on one side this 
had been cut away — hence the fruitlessness of my 
efforts to break my fall. On the further side hazel, 
ash, and sallow rose almost precipitously, and I 
despaired of being able, bruised and shaken as I was, 
to climb out of the stuffy darkness of the hatch into 
the \vind and moonlight above. 

However, there was nothing else to be done, so 
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I made the attempt, and toiled upwards on my 
hands and knees for nearly half an hour. Every 
moment was agony, and I was covered with sweat 
by the time I reached the top and found myself in 
a field where the breeze was rippling the grass into 
silver moon-shot waves. I threw myself down, and 
lay there for fuUy an hour, with the buttercups 
stretching their Eldorado to where the fold-star 
hung and trembled. Now and then I writhed, and 
tore the young grass with my hands and teeth, but 
it was not bodily pain which caused my throes. 

“ Betrothed to Enchmarsh !” I cried the words 
aloud to the mocking wind and sky. How he 
would make her suffer ! He would beat her, per- 
haps — had I not seen him flog his horse, and kick 
his dog lame ? Oh, how I loved her ! Every minute 
seemed to double the intensity of my love, and to 
make it doubly passionate, doubly tender, doubly 
wild, and doubly torturing. If a good man had won 
her from me I could have borne it,“ but not Ench- 
marsh !” I cried, as I rolled in the rustling grassj 
“ not Enchmarsh ! Oh, my God !” I did not for 
a moment think that Ruth loved this fellow. The 
idea was foolish and impossible. Again and again 
I had seen her eyes glow with contempt, dislike, 
and even horror, when he was near. No, no, no ! 
She did not love him ; there was some devilish 
mystery which I could not fathom. Perhaps the 
curate was in Enchmarsh’s debt. I had heard of 
women being sold to pay debts. 

The night wore on ; the moon had set, and a chill 



mist had risen. I shivered and struggled to my 
feet, to toil homewards through the rank wet fields,' 
where the grass reached almost to my knees. At 
last I stood in Shoyswell fold. 

The windows were dark ; not a sord was stirring ; 
but I found the kitchen window unfastened, and 
climbed in. The last red gleeds still smouldered on 
the hearth, and I crouched down before thems for I 
was trembling with cold. My rage had died suddenly 
and completely, and in its place reigned a dumb and 
stony grief. I did not care to go to bed, for I knew 
that sleep would be impossible. So I crouched 
there, while the dawn crept grey and quivering into 
the room, and the wind tossed the trees with a 
hissing, moaning sound. 


CHAPTER VIII 

OF THE METHODIST’S JOURNEY INTO THE DENS 
OF KENT 

The sun had just risen between the oasts, and the 
morning wind was beginning to play with the 

heavy damp hair on my forehead when Peter came 
into the room. 

What, lad ! you here ? I thought you must be 
spending the night at Ewehurst. When did you 
come back ?” ^ 

“ About midnight.” 

_ “Then why aren’t you in bed ? Those who don’t 
lie^down till midnight shouldn’t rise at four.” 

“ I— I haven’t been to bed.” 

I was crouched in the shadow of the settle, and 
he coula see me only dimly, but a movement of 
imne brought the light on to my face, and he 
started back with an exclamation of horror. 
Humphrey — ^where have you been ?” 

I muttered, not realising 
e plight I was m. He. took me by the arm,- and 
pulled me up from my knees. 

“What-goodGod!” 

io6 
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“ I — I had a fall. But I’m right enough.” 

“ Look in the glass before you try to deceive me 
further.” 

He dragged me to the mirror, and I saw that my 
face and neck were scratched and cut and blood- 
stained, and that my hair was matted vdth blood. 
But it w’as the expression of my face that made it 
look so changed and dreadful. My eyes were wild 
and bloodshot, my brows drawn and furrowed, and 
my whole countenance was lined as if I had grotvn 
suddenly to old age. I drew back and covered my 
eyes. 

“ Lad,” said Peter searchingly, “ what’s the 
matter ?” 

“Nothing.” 

“ That’s not true. But there I I mustn’t scold 
you. You’re not used to confiding your troubles.” 

I went to the window and looked out. Peter 
came behind me and touched my shoulder. 

“ Won’t you tell me, lad ?” 

“I — I don’t know.” 

“ I think you would feel better if you did.” 

I was silent for a few moments ; then I said 
slowly : 

“ Ruth Shotover is engaged to Enchmarsh of 
Kitchenhour.” 

Peter started back. 

“ That can’t be true !” 

“ It is true — as God’s wrath.” 

“ This is dreadful news.” 

“ It’s damnable I” I cried, swinging round upon 
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him, my hands clenched above my head. “It’s 

doable ! it’s helhsh ! Oh, damn him ! He’s ’’ 

Lad ! lad ! cried Peter. 

is losU?-!!!-’^^' Methodist 

The lover,” said Peter quietly. 

How did you know ?” 

“ It was an open secret, Humphrey.” 

You will keep it ?” 

it lad^’™^ honour, I will. But some one else knows 

“Who?” 

“Mary.” 

I had thought as much. 

to w''. settle, and beckoned me 

at his feeri kneeling 

tionof W ‘^'^Mara- 

’ ^ terror, Enchmarsh’s rage, and my 

paSwTui Peterwaited 

had thr^ ^ finished the miserable tale, and 
had thrown myself upon the floor. Then he said : 

Humphrey, is this the way you bear the chasten 
mg of the Lord ?” cnasten- 

“ I can’t bear it any other way. I’m mad.” 

with With rage. I never met a fellow 

a MetldSd" 

I hung my head. 

h JrthS!! “f “<5 sympathise with your 
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“ Because I’m sure there is foul play somewhere. 
Ruth doesn’t love that scoundrel. I know she 
doesn’t.” 

“ I must confess that matters don’t look quite 
straight. But we can do nothing, dear lad — ^nothing 
but pray, and rage won’t help our prayers.” 

He talked on, and gradually I became calm and 
humble and bitterly ashamed. I saw how foolish 
and self-degrading my rage had been, and how that 
patience under bitterest suffering is “ a most com- 
mendable and manly thing.” 

At last the clock struck six, and I heard Mary 
Winde’s step on the stairs. 

“ I had better go to my room, sir. I’m not fit 
to meet Mary just now.” 

He nodded, so I went up, and washed, and changed 
my clothes. After which I looked a little more 
presentable, but still very ghastly, with my scratched 
and bruised face, and my eyes blurred with sleep- 
lessness. 

Peter had prepared Mary for my plight, so when 
I came down an hour later she did not start or draw 
back from me, but came to meet me with the win- 
ning smile and outstretched hand of other days. 
There was no mention made during breakfast of 
what had happened at Ewehurst Parsonage. The 
father and daughter spoke of farming matters, the 
country, books, and preaching, changing their topic 
every other minute in a vain hope to interest me. 

I felt too sick to eat, and rose after having done 
little more than taste my food. I forget how the 
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“ But you must go, lad. You yourself say so.” 

“ Yes, I must— but God help me 1” 

He took my arm, and we walked down to the 
bank of the Limden Stream. There Peter talked 
with me for fully an hour, and we mapped out my 
immediate future. 

I was to go into Kent, and travel through those 
towns and viUages, the names of which aU end in 
“ ^en Rolvenden, Benenden, Biddendenj Horse- 
monden, Bethersden— and northwards to the flat 
chalk-lands by Rochester and Chatham. Then I was 
to cross the mouth of the Thames into Essex, and 
on into Suffolk and Norfolk. I was not to come 
back till I had learned to suffer in silence, to think 
of Ruth without wincing, and to bear my loneliness. 

I felt that these things would never be, and that in 
setting out to wander till I attained them, I set out 
to wander till I died. 

“ And when shall you start ?” asked Peter. 

“ This evening. I shall walk all night, then fail 
down and sleep from exhaustion — that is the only 
way I can hope to sleep.” 

“You shall do as you please. But don’t be 
faint-hearted. Many a man before you has borne 
your burden, and borne it singing.” 

“ Perhaps I shall sing one day— when I know that 
she is dead and out of that villain’s power. Oh, 
believe me that it is the thought of her suffering 
that makes my own so awful.” 

Perhaps, poor lad, she’s not suffering so cruelly 
as you think. She must know the fellow’s character, 
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seeing that he’s her familiar friend ; but she may be 
captivated by his good looks, or by that careless 
dashing manner of his.” 

“ I know she is miserable. She does not love 
him ; and he will ill-use her — flog her when he is 
angry, as he flogs his horse and his dogs.” 

“ It may be so. But she’s acting with her eyes 
open. She knows Enchmarsh even better than we 
do. We can’t interfere with her, lad.” 

“ I k n ow that, so I had better go away to where 
every lane and field does not bring me a memory 
of her.” 

The rain had ceased, and the sun had risen 
higher ; the fires in the east flamed no longer, only 
smouldered, and Peter and I, still talking, sauntered 
home. Mary and breakfast were awaiting us in the 
kitchen, and while we ate the latter, we told the 
former of my plans. 

She showed little more surprise than her father 
when she heard of my resolution to leave Sussex. 
Only, I thought, she seemed more grieved at it 
than he. 

“ We shall miss you, Humphrey,” she said simply. 

“ And I shall miss ShoysweU, and the happy home- 
life there. You have both been so good to me. I 
believe I should have killed myself when I was a 
little lad, if it hadn’t been for your kindness.” 

“ Killed yourself ! What nonsense !” cried Peter. 

“ You loved God, and a man who loves God will 
never throw His best gift back in His face. Lad, 
go through life with a song on your lips and a prayer 
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in your heart, and doubt not but that the song will 
gladden your brethren and the prayer go straight 
to your Father.” 

That evening I made up my few possessions into 
a bundle, Peter insisting on renewing his loan of 
five pounds, and I found that Mary had spent the 
last month in making me some shirts and handker- 
chiefs. My dear friends did not accompany me, as 
before, to the end of Shoyswell Lane, but said 
good-bye to me in the kitchen. Mary cried a little, 
and for the second time I thought of kissing her, 
and for the second time her look and my own 
heart forbade it. The kitchen was red with fire- 
light when I passed the window, and I thought of 
the evening when I had first come to Shoyswell, and 
had looked in and seen the two Windes and John 
Palehouse at the table. 

At the end of the lane I paused and glanced back. 
A ribbon of smoke was rising against the dim sky, 
and the trees were tossing their branches against a 
square of red light. I groaned, and bowed my head 
over my clasped hands as I prayed for Peter and 
Mary. 

Then I went on through the listening night, past 
Iridge and Bodiam, to where I could see the glint of 
the moon mingling with the sullen red of the sunset 
on the Rother. I had left the Sussex fields, and 
stood on the Sussex marshes. The wind swept 
moaning through the osiers, and the river moaned. 
The sunset died as I came to Merstham, and a 
thousand stars shone among the clouds in the 
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mirror of the overflow. One can ford the Rother 
at low tide near Ethnam, and from the ford one can 
see the lights of Ewehurst. I saw them through 
a mist of tears, and as I stood on the great lonely 
maish, a passionate longing gripped me to see 
Ruths face. But I fought it down, and stepped 
into the Rother. 

The water at mid-stream came nearly to my 
waist, and when I saw that another step would 
bring me into Kent— for the Rother at this point 
IS one with the Kent ditch, and a boundai-V line 
between the counties— I stood still, and gazed back 
at the huddling mass of marsh, field, wood, and 
waste towards the south. Farewell, Sussex!— my 
mother, my nurse, my mistress, my home, my goodly 
heritage ! I stood mid-stream, with clasped hands# 
while the water, sprinkled with mirrored stars 
eddied moaning round me. Then I waved my hand 
to the southward country, and scrambled on to the 
Kentish bank. 

tossed the 

great clouds like feathers about the sky. Turnina- 
my back resolutely on the county I loved, I waUced 
to some little houses known as Ethnam, the lights of 
which I had often seen from the Sussex marsh on 
my rambles to and from Ewehurst. Here I left the 
levels and came on to the Kentish weald. 

My heart ached madly as I strode on between the 
lodges, seen dimly through a waving mist of hem- 
lock, chervil and burnet. I had never longed so 
desperately for Ruth. I was like a man struck 
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in your heart, and doubt not but that the song will 
gladden your brethren and the prayer go straight 
to your Father.” 

That evening I made up my few possessions into 
a bundle, Peter insisting on renewing his loan of 
five pounds, and I found that Mary had spent the 
last month in making me some shirts and handker- 
chiefs. My dear friends did not accompany me, as 
before, to the end of Shoyswell Lane, but said 
good-bye to me in the kitchen. Mary cried a little, 
and for the second time I thought of kissing her, 
and for the second time her look and my own 
heart forbade it. The kitchen was red with fire- 
light when I passed the window, and I thought of 
the evening when I had first come to Shoyswell, and 
had looked in and seen the two Windes and John 
Palehouse at the table. 

At the end of the lane I paused and glanced back. 
A ribbon of smoke was rising against the dim sky, 
and the trees were tossing their branches against a 
square of red light. I groaned, and bowed my head 
over my clasped hands as I prayed for Peter and 
Mary. 

Then I went on through the listening night, past 
Iridge and Bodiam, to where I could see the glint of 
the moon mingling with the sullen red of the sunset 
on the Rother. I had left the Sussex fields, and 
stood on the Sussex marshes. The wind sw'ept 
moaning through the osiers, and the river moaned. 
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mirror of the overflow. One can ford the Rother 
at low tide near Ethnam, and from the ford one can 
see the lights of Ewehurst. I saw them throitgh 
a mist of tears, and as I stood on the great lonely 
marsh, a passionate longing gripped me to see 
Ruth s face. But I fought it down, and stepped 
into the Rother. 

The water at mid-stream came nearly to my 
waist, and when I saw that another step would 
bring me into Kent — for the Rother at this point 
is one with the Kent ditch, and a boundary line 
between the counties— I stood still, and gazed back 
at the huddling mass of marsh, field, wood, and 
waste towards the south. Farewell, Sussex!— my 
mother, my nurse, my mistress, my home, my goodly 
heritage ! I stood mid-stream, with clasped hands,- 
while the water, sprinkled with mirrored stars, 
eddied moaning round me. Then I waved my hand 
to the southward country, and scrambled on to the 
Kentish bank. 

The wind blew fiercely in my face, and tossed the 
great clouds like feathers about the sky. Turning 
my back resolutely on the county I loved, I walked 

!?n^TT u known as Ethnam, the lights of 

ich I had often seen from the Sussex marsh on 
my rambles to and from Ewehurst. Here I left the 
levels and came on to the Kentish weald. 

My heart ached madly as I strode on between the 
hedges seen dim y through a waving mist of hem- 
lock, chervil and bumet. I had never longed so 
desperately for Ruth. I was like a man Struck 
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faces. They scampered away as I raised myself on 
my elbow, and buried their noses in the rich grass 
higher up the pasture. 

There was a freshness in tlie air that quickened 
my blood, and as the sun rose grandly behind the 
eastern meadows, and the glory of the young day 
grew more and more dazzling, submission came to 
my heart, and, kneeling among the spurge, I prayed 
God to give me strength to endure. Then a robin 
sang— my little bird of hope. 


CHAPTER IX 


OP THE METHODIST AT THE VILLAGE OF 
EOLVENDEN 

I PREACHED that morning at Sandhurst, and, buying 
two rolls and a cake of gingerbread — of which I am 
very fond — ate them in a wood by the Hexden 
Channel, then walked to the neighbouring village 
of Hawkhurst. I preached there, and at Highgate, 
and towards evening found work on a farmhouse 
known as Mopesden. 

I was at this time painfuUy learning the lesson 
of resignation, and I felt that my wiU would be more 
easily brought in tune with God’s if I mortified it 
by healthy labour. There is nothing like hard work 
for crushing rebellion. When our bodies are tired, 
our minds, as it were, grow tired too, and cease to 
struggle against Heaven ; and when we are doing 
with all our nfight whatsoever our hand findeth to 
do, our mind has little time for dwelling on its 
miseries. I therefore decided to stay a week at 
Mopesden Farm, and, finding the people kindly and 
the work congenial, did not repent my decision. 

One night, after supper, when I was sitting with 

ii8 
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the other farm-hands by the kitchen fire, the 
farmer’s wife came in after a ride to Sandhurst 
market. 

“ A strange day we’ve had, the maaster and I !” 
she exclaimed. “ There’s bin a feller preaching in 
the market-plaace till it seemed as if the very 
stoans and tiles must be listening to un.” 

“ What ?” I cried with interest. 

“ Oh, he wur a just about grand speaker, and a 
Methodee, like yourself. He spdake better than you, 
lad. But doan’t ’ee be downhearted ; I reckon as 
he can’t mow or stack half as well.” 

“ What was he like ?” 

“ Oh, a tall, slim chap, youngish, but with grey 
hair.” 

“ Where did he come from ?” 

“ How many more questions, young feller ? He 
came from Sussex and from Hampshire, I heerd 
teU.” 

“ Why, that must be the man who went before me 
when I preached in Sussex ! Where has he gone ?” 

“ On to Rolvenden and Benenden, I b’lieve. 
I’m rmaccountable glad he’s a-gone, for he spoake 
of hell and death and judgment in a way that 
maade one tremble. But let’s have no more of un 
— and to bed with you, lad, for you must be up 
rath the morrer for the stacking of Yattende'n’s 
field, surelye !” 

week of service came to an end a day or two 
later, and refusing the good farmer’s offer for a 
permanent place at Mopesden Farm, I again set 
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out on my wanderings. I had several reasons for 
starting thus. I felt that Highgate was To „et 
Sussex for my peace of mmd— one can see Ewe- 
humt from Four Throws, close to the vfflage-aLd 
contmued sleeplessness had so sapped my health 
that I was physicahy unfitted for the hard work at 
Mop«.den. I felt also that I had no right toTSarn 
m one place, when it was my mission to carry the 
&vmg Word through the length and breada 
England. My fourth reason was perhaprthe 
weak^t-I wished to make up with’^thf&eate 
fteacher who went Wore. I thirsted for company 
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shady side of the hedges, and the cattle panted knee- 
deep in the meadow streams, I came to Rolvenden. 

The village was half asleep. The how-pranked 
team dozed outside the tavern, where the waggoners 
were nodding over their ale. The old men slumbered 
on the benches by the inn porch,. the women sat idly 
in their doorways, the children slept in the scanty 
patches of shade. It was not an encouraging 
audience, but I resolved to speak, and soon gathered 
a little crowd round me by the churchyard gate. 
I think that since the great sorrow of my life had 
fallen upon me, I had preached with far more elo- 
quence and power. I had noticed that at Sand- 
hurst, Hawkhurst, and Highgate, my sermons had 
gone deeper into the people’s hearts than at Wad- 
hurst, Cuckfield, or Cowfold, when I was happy and 
the world smiled. This day at Rolvenden the 
sleepy, sordid men and women listened to me 
almost eagerly. There was no laughing or inter- 
rupting, so I gained confidence, and spoke and 
pleaded with them as I had never spoken or pleaded 
before. A chapter from Thomas a Kempis came 
into my mind — “ Of the want of all comfort”' — and 
I chose it for my text. For more than an hour I 
preached of the broken heart, and of the bleeding 
Hand which alone can bind it. At last I ceased, 
and at the same moment a voice at my elbow cried 
out : “ Well done!” 

I started, and looked for the speaker among the 
crowd of smocks and stolid faces. The next moment I 
started again, for by my side stood Jolm Palehouse ! 
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He had altered very little since I had last seen 
him — ^flve years ago, for though he had occasionally 
visited Shoyswell since then, I had never met him. 
His hair was streaked with grey, it is true, and he 
looked thinner and frailer than of old ; but the face 
was the same, with the eyes that shone as if they 
had once seen the Beatific Vision, and had not for- 
gotten it, and the smile so sad and so w'onderfully 
sweet. He was literally in rags. His shoes were 
ripped in a dozen places, his shoulder showed through 
his sleeve, and his neck was bare. 

“ Well done, lad !” he exclaimed, holding out his 
hand. “ I thank God to meet you thus.” 

“ And I am glad as weU as surprised to meet you, 
Mr. Palehouse. I had no idea that you were in 
these parts.” . 

“I have only just come into Kent. I have been 
through Sussex to Hampshire, then back through 
Sussex to Shoyswell, where I spent a day or two 
on my way to Kent. Peter Winde told me that 
the Lord had called you to preach His Gospel, and 
that you had gone into the sister county before 
me.” 

“ Why !” I exclaimed, as the truth dawned on me, 
“ you must be the Greater Preacher !” 

“ The what ?” 

“ The preacher who went before me through 
Sussex, and went again before me through Kent. 
You passed me while I worked on Mopesden Farm. 
When did you reach this village ?” 

“ The day before yesterday. I have been nursing 
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a sick boy down at a place called Lambstand on the 
marshes. A vile hole ! The child will die.” 

“ I am so glad that you are the preacher whose 
praises have been dinned into my ears on every 
village green. You don’t know how I have longed 
to make up with you and talk to one of my own 
condition and persuasion.” 

“ Stay with me for a while at Rolvenden, and we 
can talk of Shoyswell and of the labours we have 
undertaken for the Lord.” 

“ Gladly !” I answered, and we made our way 
through the crowd to the village inn, where I called 
for a jug of beer, for I was thirsty after my walk in 
the dust and heat. Palehouse refused to drink beer, 
but asked the landlady to bring him a cup of spring 
water. I ordered some bread and cheese, and when 
the woman had left the room to fetch it, my com- 
panion said : 

“ I don’t think that I should stay here. I have 
no money, and though I know that Mrs. Edwardes 
would be quite willing not to charge me for the bread 
and cheese, I don’t think I should let her be so good- 
natured. I shall wait for you outside.” 

“Pray do not go!” I cried. “I ordered the 
bread and cheese for both of us, and should be sorry 
to eat it alone.” 

“ Why should I presume on your kindness more 
than on the landlady’s ? You must not spend your 
money on me.” 

“ I spend it for selfish reasons. I hate a solitary 
.meal.” » 
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roofs of the farmsteads against the green of their 
orchards. John Palehonse had two loves — God 
and Nature, and two books, the Bible and the 
green earth. 

We went into the garden of Sparkeswood Farm, 
where the farmer’s wife picked us some gooseberries. 
Half a dozen children trod on our heels, and prattled 
to John Palehouse. The old shepherd wrinkled up 
his face with smiles when John’s rags fluttered into 
the fold. The dairy-maids curtseyed and grinned, 
and the plough-boy was with difficulty sent back to 
his team. I felt that this was indeed a Greater 
Preacher. 

We set out again on our way, and leaving the road, 
struck across the fields to .where the Rother wound 
through grey-green marshes. My heart leapt at the 
sight of old Sussex on the opposite shore. But we 
were several miles east of Ewehurst, and I looked 
in vain for the red roofs with the lichen-yellowed 
spire rising in their midst. I saw Methersham and 
Reedbed in a golden haze, and beyond them a mass 
of fields undulating to the south. 

Lambstand was a desolate cottage on the edge of 
the marsh. There was a field behind it, with all 
attempts at cultivation choked by the rank marsh- 
weeds that sprang up from the soil. The walls of 
the cottage were blotched with damp, and huge fungi 
projected their fat lips from between the clods of 
which it was built. 

There were two rooms inside. The first was filled 
mth smoke ; from the second came a sick child’s cry. 


128 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 

We went in and found a boy of about eight years old 
tossing on a wretched bed. There were two other 
beds in the room, and these had not been made that 
day. The heat was terrible, and the boy’s thirst 
was aggravated by the distant gurgle and suck of 
the Rother on Maytham weir. 

“ Water,” he moaned, for the cup at his side was 
empty, and had evidently long been so. 

“I have something better than water for you, 
Dickie,” said Palehouse tenderly, and crushed the 
fruit against the dry lips. 

I watched him in admiration. It was wonderful 
how he brought peace and refreshment into that 
stifling room. ^ He smoothed the tumbled pillow and 
bedclothes while he spoke low' and tenderly to the 
child. He brushed back the hair from his forehead 
and bathed his little hot hands. 

Where s Mrs. Ades ?” he asked, when he had 
finished his ministrations. 

“ She’s a-gone to cook her man’s supper. He 
came home early and flew into a mad rage when he 
found her here. He beat her, he did—oh, Mus’ 
Pal’us, my head, my head !” 

He tossed and writhed in his hot bedclothes, and 
John took him in his arms, and walked with him up 
and down the room. 

“ I should not have left you, poor babe. But I 
was obliged to visit old Mrs. Harting up at the village, 
and I wanted to get you some fruit, my poor dear.” 

to ’him 

gently tiU tp’flushed eyelids closed. I heard foot- 
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“ Mummy.” 

“ I’ve brought yer some flowers, darlin’. I picked 
’em in the lane— hemlock, vetch, willow-herb, and 
campions.” She laid the bunch, the stalks hot with 
the clasp of her hot hands, on the pillow, beside his 
head. 

“ Doan’t yer remember how yer and me used to 
pick ’em in Ox Lane, darlin’.” 

” I remember. Ain’t they justabout fine ? We’ll 
pick some more, mummy, when I’m waal.” 

His head rolled sideways on the pillow, so that his 
cheek fell on the flowers and crushed them. He was 
dead. 

She threw herself across him, sobbing, and praying 
God to give her back her son. Her sorrow did not 
tear her long, for that night her child was born, and 
she joined little Dickie at cockcrow. 

The episode of the sick boy at Lambstand gave 
me further insight into the character of John Pale- 
house, and made me understand more clearly why 
the poor folk loved him so. He and I lay that night 
in a barn near Wassail, and talked till the Water- 
bearer set behind Great Job’s Cross. John told me 
about his visit to Sh >y.<,well and Peter and Mary 
Winde. 

” When do you gb bark to Sussex ?” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ Where are you going ?” 

“ Oh, on to EsseXj Suffolk, anywhere,” 

“I h aiffi been thinking,” said John Palehousej 
“ what jfwb went together J” i; ; , 
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I should dearly love to go with you. I am very 
lonely sometimes.” 

“ Then let us go. It .s not good for man to be 
alone.” 

He leaned towards me in the hay which was our 
bed, and held out his hand. 

“ There is my hand in covenant.” 

And there is mine. I shall be a better man for 

your friendship, John Palehouse.” 

_ We did not talk any more that night, but lay back 
m the hay and fell asleep. I dreamed once more 
that I was wandering along endless lanes, and 
suddenly I became aware that Ruth was in front of 
me. I did not see her, but I knew that she went on 
before me. I foUowed her, calling, but not her name, 
for I could not utter it. I found myself calling, 
Dorothy! Dorothy! Dorothy !” tih at last I 
woke with that same cry of » Dorothy !” in my ears. 
John Palehouse lay beside me, his arms tossed above 
his head, his face white and damp, as if in deadly 
sorrow, while he cried, in the choked voice of one 

' 

I taught it an act of mercy to wake him, and did 
so. He sat up, still calling “ Dorothy !” then gazed 
be,vil*red ronnd him, and at tha bafof ,eZ Zt 
crossed the eastern sky through the barn-door. 

What 'is it.? Did I call 


Yes !” 

“ A woman’s name"?” 
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“ Yes.” 

He took up a handful of hay and bit and tore it 
with his teeth. Then he threw himself down on his 
face. 

“ John,” I cried, patting his shoulder, “ what 
sorrow is this, my poor fellow ?” 

“ rU tell you another time, perhaps — ^but not 
now, for the wound is raw. Go to sleep — as for me, 
I will get me to my God.” 

He went to the bam-door and knelt to pray with 
the morning dusk upon his face. 


CHAPTER X 


OF THE METHODIST AT THE VILLAGE OF 
TENTERDEN 

That same day John Palehouse and I found work 
on Elphee’s Farm, for my funds were reduced to 
sixpence. I was then confirmed in my opinion that, 
though my friend was a wonderful preacher, he was 
a vile labourer. Not that he was unwilling or 
shirking in fact, at the end of the day he was 
twice as exhausted as I, who had done twice as 
much— but he was intensely unpractical and absent- 
minded, extraordinarily ignorant — there was a 
rumour, implicitly believed at Elphee’s Farm, that 
Alus Pal us had once axed Maaster Doolish by 
which end he shud ’oald he’s scythe ’’—and had an 
unlucky habit of deserting his own work to help 
the women and children with theirs. The result 
of this incapability was that even the farmers who 
loved and respected him most thought twice before 
giving him work on their farms ; and in consequence 
his clothes were always in rags, and his pocket and 
stomach generally empty* 

But though at Elphee’s Farm I, deplored John’s 
- : : 133 
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helplessness in field and fold, at Benenden, a village 
we reached the next morning, I was struck dumb 
with wonder and admiration at his preaching. The 
words of the farmer’s wife at Mopesden w'-ere true : 
it seemed as if the very stones and tiles must oe 
listening to him. I had heard him speak before, 
in the kitchen at Shoyswell ; but, in the open air, 
the breeze buffeting his face, and the clouds sailing 
above his head, Ms words were steeped in a new 
eloquence. It was as if they had borrowed strength 
from the wind that blew his hair across his cheek, 
swiftness from the birds that cleft the blue air over 
the tree-tops, fierceness from the thunder that 
rumbled sulkily behind the barrows of Swattenden. 
He was not a soft preacher. Though he himself was 
mild and tender as a woman, his sermons were 
stern, rugged, and ruthless as a storm. He spoke 
of death, hell, and judgment, where I had spoken of 
Christ and endless life ; he warned where I had 
pleaded ; he drove with fear of hell, where I had 
enticed with hope of heaven. He was not a Cal- 
vinist, but his creed contained an article — “ There 
are few that can be saved.” 

In many other ways, besides in power and fierce- 
ness, his preacMng differed from mine. Though in 
ordinary speech his language was that of an educated 
man, his sermons were full of rough, iU-chosen words 
and expressions, borrowed from the uncultured 
peasantry he addressed. Moreover, he loved to 
dwell on Old Testament scenes and characters, 
whereas I had spoken chiefly of the New : I had 
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preached God as the Father, loving and beloved, 
showing mercy unto thousands of them that love 
Him and keep His commandments ; John Pale- 
house spoke of Him as Jehovah, mighty and to be 
feared, visiting the sins of the fathers upon the 
children unto the third and fourth generation. 

I was struck, also, by another characteristic of 
John’s preaching — namely, the effect it produced on 
his hearers. Men had listened to me with stolid, 
unmoved faces ; sometimes they had openly jeered. 
When John preaclied no one jeered, and everyone 
was moved, even excited. The tears fell down the 
women’s cheeks, the men’s faces worked and 
twitched with their emotion. The silence was a 
silence of bated breath, broken only by the rush and 
sough of the wind up the street, and the mutter of 
distant thunder. John spoke for two hours of 
wrath and judgment, then suddenly ceased, came 
down from the cart where he stood, and was no 
longer the fierce and ruthless prophet, with his 
message of fear, but the mild and tender brother 
who had nursed a sick child at Lambstand, and 
bore a message of love. 

“ John,” I cried, as he came to me through the 
silent and motionless crowd, “your life and your 
gospel ill agree.” : 

“ My conversation is not all that I could wish,- 
friend, and as for my Gospel, it is given me of the 
Lord ; yea, woe is me if p preach not the Gospel.” 

“ Gospel means good news — ^why do you speak of 
death and hell ?” 
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Because I would have folk flee from the wrath to 
come, when He shall shake earth and also heaven.” 
^ He bowed his head and seemed greatly exercised 
m his mind. I thought it best to say no more for 
a time, so took his arm and led him to the outskirts 
of the crowd. Here he shook off some of his depres- 
sion, and insisted on returning and greeting his 
friends among the throng of smocks and print 
aprons. His friends seemed numberless, and he 
greeted them aU. He inquired after sick husbands 
and children, after black sheep that disturbed the 
home fold, and after lost sheep that had deserted it. 
rhe people had trembled at his preaching, but they 
evidently reahsed that the preacher and the man in 
to were two different personalities. Women 

and 

patted their heads ; the young men told him of 

snXTf? “ young women 

spoke of their sweethearts, and some of an approach- 

chatted with the yokels and 
^Mth the old men, who held out shaking hands to 

his pretty wife; he comforted the mother whose son 

w/T cheered the desponding 

0-^1 , he had kmdness, smiles, and sympathy for aU 

but walked as far as a cross-roads known as the 

an ohf If ^ f tenant of 

an old farm caUed Rat’s Castle,kand also some- 
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cottages at the hamlet of CastwiseU. Wherever he 
went he was welcome, and we breakfasted at Rat’s 
Castle off bread and cheese, cherries and curds. 

It was still fairly early when we reached Tenter- 
den, a little market-town in the midst of the hop- 
gardens of Kent. The sun lay hot on the cobbles 
of the High Street, and on the steep roofs of the 
houses, above which rose the church-tower, but- 
tressed and crocheted. 

“ I am hot and tired,” said Palehouse, when we 
entered the village, “ and so are you, lad. Let us 
put off our prophesying till the afternoon, and rest 
till then in the cool wind.” 

“ I’m sure I should like that, for my eyes and 
throat are full of dust. Where shall we go ?” 

John pointed to the tower of old St. Mildred’s, 
round which the swallows were wheeling. “Right 
up to where not even a tree can screen us from 
God’s wind.” 

I readily agreed, and we went to the church. It 
was locked, but John knew where to find the key, 
and we were soon in the cold aisles, with the smell 
that haunts damp old churches in our nostrils. 

Tenterden Church was iU-kept, dirty, and dark, 
with cattle-pen pews, a hideous three-decker pulpit, 
and a neglected sanctuary. John Palehouse sighed, 
but knelt down to pray in a pew near the door, and 
I knelt beside him. A few minutes later we rose, * 
unlocked the tower - door, and went up a dark, 
twisting flight of steps to another door, which opened 
out on to the leads at the top of the steeple. 
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The wind blew on us, rich with the scent of hay- 
fields. John and I sat down on the parapet, and 
gazed over the giddy brink at the red roofs swarm- 
ing below. All round us lay the wonderfully con- 
trasted yet wonderfully blended colours of the 
weald — red and yellow farmhouses, with their 
white-capped oasts and black barns , emerald pastures , 
olive-green hopfields, green-bice woods nearly black, 
glorious variegated patches of garden, brown and 
purple commons, where the gorse-fires flared, and 
above all the blue sky, across which the clouds were 
scudding. Due south stretched a strip of apple- 
green, Avith a blue ribbon winding along the centre. 
It was the Rother Marsh, with the Rother And on 
the further side huddled the fields and woods of 
Sussex. It seemed as if I could never escape from 
the county of my birth and love and sorrow. I saw 
her meadows and marshes from every hill-top, and 
each sight brought the intensest longing. 

John and I sat silently, and feasted our eyes on 
the green beauty below and the blue beauty above 
us, while the wind cooled our hot necks and faces, 
and the throbbing in our tired limbs died gradually. 
At last John spoke. 

“ This is a glorious spot. We look down on the 
world, and yet are not of the world ; we see its loveli- 
ness and are spared its dust and heat. This is an 

ideal place for' ” 

“ For what ?” I asked, as he hesitated. 

"“JFor confidences, lad.” 

He touched my hand and smiled. 
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“ I am fond of you,” he said simply. 

“ How can I help you, John ?” 

“ By listening to me — should like to tell you 
about — about — Dorothy.” 

I flushed with pleasure.- Short as the time of our 
comradeship had been, I had become much attached 
to John Palehouse, and was deeply touched by this 
token of his love and confidence. 

“ Yes, lad. I decided last night that I would tell 
you when I had opportunity. A sorrow loses half 
its bitterness when told to a friend, and you are my 
friend, Humphrey. I have not known you long, 
but I have grown to care for you more than I ever 
cared for any man, so I shall tell you what I never 
told any man.” 

” Not Peter Winde ?” 

“ Not even Peter, though I love him dearly and 
trust him implicitly. I don’t know why I feel so 
drawn to you. Perhaps it is because wn are fairly 
of an age, because we are working together in God’s 
vineyard, because we have shared bed and board — 
the stream-side stone our board, the field our bed — 
or because we are both wanderers and have lost or 
estranged our kith and kin. But, be the reason 
what it may, I am fond of you, and would feel much 
relief in telling you what I have never told any man.” 

“Tell me, then, John. I wish that I could help 
you.” 

“ You cannot help me except by your sympathy. 
You cannot bring the dead to life. But your 
sympathy will be help indeed.” 
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He was silent a moment, and sat swinging his 
legs against the parapet, gazing at the roofs be- 
neath. At last he lifted up his head and spoke. 

“ You may be surprised to hear that my father 
was a gentleman of wealth and position, and my 
mother a high-born lady.” 

“ I’m not surprised. . I always thought you were 
of good birth.” 

“ In spite of my rags and vagabond ways ? 
Come, now, you will surely be surprised to hear that 
I have been well educated ?” 

“ I— I don’t think I am— but ” 

“You may well stammer and falter ; there are 
few traces of my education left. I have not opened 
a book, except this ” — and he touched the Bible in 
the ragged bosom of his shirt — “ for years, and I 
have forgotten nearly all I once knew. 

“My father was a squire of good family and 
fortune, and we lived in an old house called Mackery 
End, in one of the Midland counties. My mother 
died when I was fifteen, and the same year my 
father and I heard a sermon by Charles Wesley, 
and joined the Methodists. Fired with the zeal of 
the Lord, my father sold his house and lands, gave 
the money to the poor, and one morning led me by 
the hand into the lanes, that we might preach the 
Gospel to those who sat in darlcness and had no 
light. 

“ We tramped through the whole of England with 
the good tidings of great joy. We slept in fields’ , 
and sheds ; we hungered and thirsted and fainted.' 
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The years went by, and one day my father laid 
himself down on a truss of hay in a haggard, and 
died with the name of Jesus ' on his lips. 

“ This was a terrible blow to me, for I loved him 
dearly, but my heart did not break, because lately 
it had begun to throb with a new happiness. In 
the course of my wanderings my father and I had 
often visited our native village of Harpendeane, and 
had always found a welcome at the house of the 
Methodist minister, Charles Grimsdale. He had 
two daughters, Dorothy and Katharine — and I fell 
in love with DoEy.” 

He paused a moment and bowed his head. I 
waited silently tiE he continued. 

“ She was as beautiful as the flowers and the 
young grass. Her eyes had the glow of a forge in 
them — ^you know ScuEsgate forge, when the glare 
streams over the fields of Great Nineveh on a summer 
night ? She was a mischievous witch, and a dozen 
hearts lay at her feet. She laughed at them, played 
with them, and sometimes broke them. Half the 
county sighed after her. Her eyes were like the 
burning fiery furnace of Shadrach; Meshech, and 
Abednego, slaying all who approached them. 

“ I had reason to think myself the most favoured 
of aE her lovers, and though she often flouted me 
and drove me desperate, I had good hope of 
success. 

“ Kitty Grimsdale was not so beautiful as her 
sister, neither was she such a little minx and flirt. 
She was a sweet, rather quiet girl, engaged to a ' 
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good young clergyman of a neighbouring parish. 
I often went to visit the sisters at the cottage by 
the meeting-house, and as time went by I noticed 
that my wild, beautiful Dolly was growing tamer,' 
and I often thought that her proud spirit was pass- 
ing under the yoke of love. 

“ On one of my visits to Harpendeane I was sur- 
prised to meet my cousins Harold and Robert 
Macaulay. I had seen very little of them during my 
boyhood, and had heard no good. Still, I was glad 
to renew our acquaintance, for they declared that 
they had sown their wild oats, and had resolved to 
spend the rest of their lives in quiet and innocence. 
With this object in view, they bought a house 
in Harpendeane, a few doors below Grimsdale’s 
Manse. 

They were fine-looking men, and the younger 
had the most pleasing manners. The elder I found 
a surly fellow, with little good-breeding, though he 
would occasionally put on a rough dashing air that 
captivated the hearts of silly women. 

I mtioduced my cousins to their neighbours, 
the Grimsdales, and the next day, when I met DoU 
m Harpendeane market-place, she scolded me so 
prettily that I could have kissed her then and there, 
for presenting her to such a bearish fellow as my 
cousin Harold ; and a few minutes later I met 
Kitty, who reproached me for having brought under 
her notice an affected coxcomb like my’ cousin 

" “However, the sisters did not long remain so 
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dissatisfied ■with the Macaulays ; I often met my 
cousins at the Manse, and soon found out that they 
were welcome there. I fear that there was for me 
more wooing than prophesying in the summer 
months that followed. I shall never forget how 
Dolly and I used to sit in the Manse garden, where 
the rose-petals lay like blood-drops in the grass ; 
how we used to walk in the lanes and gather wild 
flowers, and speak in the language of smiles and 
glances ; how I used to say good-bye to her at her 
father’s gate, and watch her go singing up the path 
under the rose arches, the colours of the roses painted 
on her white gown by the sunset. Well, it is all 
over now, as a dream when one awaketh. 

“ At the end of summer the Spirit drove me to 
carry the word into Kent, and when I returned the 
leaves were bro'vvn and dying and the swallo'ws 
flown. But this death and decay could not cloud 
my happiness as I trudged through the lanes under 
the misty stars. I lay that night in a field near 
Harpendeane, and my joy kept me awake. Poor 
preacher as I was, I felt sure that Dorothy loved 
me, and next day I would come with the sim to her 
window, and offer lier my heart in the dewy silent 
dawn. She would blush and hang her head, and 
stammer and falter— and plight her troth with 
kisses. 

“ I rose at cockcrow. The day was sweet, and 
the clouds flocked like doves into the east, where 
they blushed as red as Dolly’s cheek. I had nearly 
reached the Manse, when I saw a man coming to 
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meet me, wild in look, disordered in dress. He was 
Charles Grimsdale. 

“ ‘ Minister !’ I cried, my heart sickening with 
fear, ‘ what is wrong ?’ 

“ His lips twitched, but he could not speak. 

“ ‘ Speak, for God’s sake !’ and I shook him by 
the arm. 

“ ‘ My girls are dead !’ 

“ ‘ Dead ! What do* you mean ? Both dead ?’ 

“ ‘ Dead in trespasses and sins !’ 

“ My jaw feU, and I groped for his meaning. 

“ ‘ They have run aw'^ay with your cousins, the 
Macaulays !’ 

“ ‘ Impossible ! You are raving.’ 

“ ‘ Listen, before you decide that I am raving. 
My daughters’ room was found empty this morning, 
and their bed had not been slept in. We searched 
for them and called them ; then I came across this 
letter on my writing-table. Read it.’ 

“ He took a letter out of his pocket, and I read 
it, though a mist swam before my eyes. 

“ ‘ Forgive us, we beseech you. But we cannot 
help ourselves. We love Harold and Robert 
Macaulay with all our heart and soul and strength^ 
and would go to hell for them.’ 

“ I reeled, and clasped my hands to my head. 
I could scarcely believe my eyes and ears. But it 
was all true — ^my cousins’ house was found shut up 
and empty, and* I never saw them or my poor 
sweet Doll again.” 
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cried the name of the Lord through the length and 
breadth of England. I have nursed the sick, 
rebuked the wicked, comforted the comfortless. 
In ministering to others I have done much to heal 
my own wound. My heart has often been vexed 
within me. But although the fig-tree shall not 
blossom, neither shall fruit be in the vines, the 
labour of the olive shall fail, and the fields shall 
yield no meat, the flocks shall be cut ofi from the 
fold, and there shall be no herd in the stalls ; yet I 
wfill rejoice in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my 
salvation.” 

We both sat motionless, gazing at the peaceful 
cloud-flecked sky. Some cattle were lovdng on 
Forstal Farm, and children’s voices rose and fell 
in a meadow near the church. I held out my hand 
to John Palehouse. 

“ Thank you for your confidence. I will try to 
be worthy of it.” 

“ I felt sure that I could tell you, for — for ” 

“ For what ?” 

“ I am not the only one of us to dream of a woman 
and cry her name.” 

I bit my lip. 

“ It was when we were lying in a field near the 
Brogues,” he continued, “you moaned in your 

sleep, and cried ” 

s::‘tRuth;?” , : 

“ Yes, lad — three or four times.” 

I bowed my head over my clenched hands. 

“ After that I felt sure that I could count on your 
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iiy neart is still bleedmg, and—and I’m trvina- tn 
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CHAPTER XI 

OF THE METHODIST AT THE VILLAGE OF 
BIDDENDEN 

The friendship between John 
begun at Rolvenden, and confirmed at 
grew stronger and deeper as we 
Boar’s Isle and High Halden to 
were admirably suited to each other — ^by the 
of contraries. Besides, there is nothing that draws 
men closer together than the sharing of afflictions. 

John often spoke to me of his Dorothy — when 
we worked together on the Kentish farms, walked 
together in the Kentish lanes, or slept together in 
the Kentish fields. He seemed to find relief in 
talking of his sorrow. I steadfastly nursed mine. 
I was far more reserved by nature than he ; my 
wound was fresher than his, and I felt a strange 
pleasure, often experienced by young men, in suffer- 
ing alone. I did not realise that a wound untended 
by sympathy will often fester. I would tell my 
‘‘^friend sonie day, I resolved, but not just yet, for 
every thought 'of Ruth was torture. 

John sympathised with ihy silence, and did not 
. . 148 
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seek to break it. He tried to distract my thoughts, 
and it is wonderful how entrancing he made that 
ramble from Tenterden to Biddenden. I had long 
known his devotion to the green earth and her 
children, but it was during that week, when we 
tramped the convolvulus-netted lanes, or worked 
with rake and scythe in the scorched hayfields, that 
I gauged the full depth of this love. I was never 
tired of hearing him speak of Nature’s beautiful 
things — of the wind among the larches, of stars, of 
the dawn, of the sweet rain he loved, of the rabbits 
that play in the beech-woods, of the squirrels that 
dart across the lane, and of the birds that praise 
God from daybreak to darkness. 

Moreover, he loiew all the wild legends of the 
country through which we roamed. He told me 
about Norah Powlard of Omenden, whose spook 
tempts women to starve their babes ; about the 
Field of the Unbaptised near Hareplain Wood, 
where the souls of the unbaptised wander and wail ; 
about Feverden House, where lived one who' had 
committed the sin against the Holy Ghost ; and 
about the woman-spirit that carries a light, and is 
always searching and never finds. The weirdness 
of these tales was increased as he told them by his 
implicit belief in them. He believed in ghosts and 
fetches, elves and evil spirits, and only smiled and 
sighed when I chid him for his superstition.- 
We did not travel fast — ^we took-.a- week to cover 
the few miles between Tenterden and Biddenden. 
We worked on two farihs— Pigeon Hoo and Duesden 
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—and preached at two villages — Boar’s Isle and 
High Halden. It was John who first brought me 
into contact with organised Methodism. I had 
woishipped in the chapels when I had found them, 
but had never spoken to the ministers, or acquainted 
myself with their methods. Organised and settled 
Christianity is apt to look down on that which is 
unorganised and itinerant ; and this I found to be 
the case at High Halden, where John introduced 
me to the minister, and where , we spent the night 
at the minister’s little house, which he called 
Wesley Manse. He was very superior in his manner, 
criticised our sermons, and found fault with our 
methods, which he termed “ too free and easy.” 
He told us to our faces that John was a dreamer 
and fanatic, differing but little from the Puritan 
Noncomformists, and that I, in my love for the 
Sacrament, was very Uke a Papist. “ I may also 
remark,” he added, “ that you will find the respect 

of the populace rather difficult to win in — er ^your 

—er— ragged costume !” 

It was at High Halden that I first noticed signs 
of decay and disunion in Methodism, and my 
glimpse of Minister Browne’s parochial organisa- 
tion opened my eyes to many defects in the 
Methodist system. , I have never cared for chapel 
life for the petty interests, ambitions, and quarrels 
of Salem and Little Bethel, I am a born wanderer 

vagabond, if you like— and always preach badly 
wa%. though at the present time 
* 1 am m charge of a chapel in the suburbs of London. 
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that is because my health will not suffer me to lead 
my old roaming, roofless life — and I long madly to 
have the market-cross for my pulpit, the tree- 
stump for my table, and the green earth for my bed. 

On a grey day towards the end of June John 
Palehouse and I left Wesley Manse for Biddenden. 
We were prepared for some danger and difiiculty 
at this village, for Mr. Browne had warned us that 
the curate of Biddenden was a vigorous opponent 
of the Word. Hitherto we had often found the 
clergy scornful and indifferent, but never hostile. 

There was a rumble of distant thunder as we went 
up the village street on our way to the inn, for we 
were thirsty after our walk through the dust. John 
asked for a cup of cold water, and I a mug of beer, 
and we were seated drinking in the inn porch when 
a young clergyman came up and spoke to us. 

He was fair, tall, and walked with a slight stoop. 
The epithet “ vigorous opponent ” seemed inappro- 
priate to one who looked so indolent. He stared 
at us fixedly, and I saw that he had a cast in his eye. 

“ Are you the two preacher fellahs come up from 
Halden ?” he drawled. 

“ Yes, friend ; what would you have with us ?” 
replied John Palehouse. 

“ I merely came to tell you to pack off. I won’t 
have your demned ranting in my parish. Will you 
leave it ?” 

“No. friend.” 

The curate’s fixed stare became a trifle more 
insolent. 
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gooZsrs “S’ 

dan’J^r.r“’^ ^ we 

don t make any disturbance in the village.” 

“ Am’t preaching a disturbance ? Demmit ! IVp 

heard of ranters being put in the stocks ” 

“ I trust, friend,” said John; “ that you wiU 

reast the Spirit. I— I mean to preach here.” 

the curate^ answered nothing, but, taking off 

hat and bowmg low in mock courtesy, 

hxs heel and left us. The landlord 

close by. 

“ Ye’re in for an unaccountable vrother 
Curate Kitson,” he remarked. “ Maay 
fly awaay wud me if that feUer sticks a 
whatsumdever, fur all he looks so 
ad^se you to maake off, young men.’ 

are not afraid of their terror,” 
nsmg; “ we have regard unto the reco 
the reward. Come, Humphrey, fear not 

dismayd for behold He is with us alway, even 
the end of the world.” j-. ^.vcu 

His face shone with an intense exultation such 
as a martyr's feateres might have worn. Ue took 
my arm and wa went down the street to 

cJouds had parted above onr heads, and the sun 
same struggled through the rift and kisid Iohn“s 
ham as he took ofl his hat -and knelt J pty 

among the fliyms and the restharrow. I pihS ' 

loo, chrefly for hiin. I fel, sure 
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danger, and that we might count ourselves lucky if 
we escaped unharmed from the village of Biddenden. 

A large crowd of people soon assembled They 
looked far more brutal and depraved than any con- 
gregation we had hitherto addressed. In the 
villages where the parson was lazy and negligent we 
had found the people squalid, hopeless, and miserable, 
but here there was something more terrible than 
hopelessness stamped on the dark faces before us. 
John had hardly begun to speak when a chorus of 
hoots and hisses rose from the crowd. I could easily 
tell who prompted the disturbance, for Curate Kitson 
was lounging on the outskirts of the throng. He was 
speaking to some rough, ferocious-looking fellows, 
and my heart beat wildly and fast. 

Suddenly my worst fears were realised. A stone 
was thrown at us. John, who had been appealing 
passionately to his surly hearers, and had forced atten- 
tion from more than one of them, stopped speaking, 
and stared in amazement. The next moment another 
stone wlrirled at his head ; he ducked, and avoided 
it. Another and another came hurtling at him ; 
they struck him, and the blood poured down his 
face. I dashed to his side and tried to ward off the 
missiles, but they came thick and fast, and though 
some fell wide, the majority struck us. John ■ 
seemed to be the chief butt, no doubt because he 
had been the chief withstander of Curate Kitsoii. 
He made me think of Stephen, as he knelt, bruised 
and blood-stained, the stones crashing round him. 
Only, unlike Stephen, he never spoke. 



154 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 

Already I saw the su- 
hrough a mist of blood, and a horrible feeling o 
nausea almost overpowered me. I still tried h 
s leld John Palehouse, though he made feebl 
attempts to push me away. Then, suddenly h< 

complaint or a cry, 

f the blood 
ckhng from his head, shoulders, arms, and sides. 

had ^ thought that the end 

Suddenly there was a loud shout, and the mob 
aroT^ ^ gentleman and three stout 

wayThrofgh.'“ hunting-whips, flogged their 

litA ^ gentleman, who looked 

like a country squire. “ Kitson, do you know 

anything of this ?» ^ 

drawled ^ furious,” 

nS to orl^'lT^V ^ two fellahs 

headld f too demned pig- 

neacied to take my advice.” ^ 

to it kttr ^ “0.tter for a magistrate. PU look 
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Pakhouse unconscious John 
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he had ladies in V strode on ahead, for 

had ladies m his coach, he said, and must prepare 
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them for our arrival. He declared that they could 
easily walk home across the" fields, and insisted that 
John and I should drive. 

It was all swift and sudden as a dream. The 
crowd feU back sulkily, and we came to where a 
coach and four was standing. A stout, comely 
woman, whom I took to be the squire’s wife, had 
already alighted, and a younger lady stood upon the 
carriage-steps. My heart gave a sudden, fierce 
bound, then every pulse in my body seemed to stand 
still. My eyes met the eyes of Ruth Shotover. 

She stood in the carriage doorway, clad in a simple 
white gown, her curls stra 5 dng from under a little 
black velvet hood. Her lips were parted in mingled 
wonder and pity, her eyes were full of tears. The 
sight of her sickened me more than the blows of a 
minute past — I fainted. 
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ONE WHO SUFFERED BRAVELY 

“ He has been finely drubbed by those rascals, 
but there’s little danger, I reckon, though a good 
deal of pain. Begad ! You must be feeling pretty 
sick and sore yourself, Mr. Lyte. You see, I know 
your name. Miss Shotover told it me. She said 
that you were very friendly with her and her brother 
in Sussex.” 

I smiled grimly, and glanced at my tattered 
clothes and bloodstained hands. 

“ I do not look like a friend of Miss Shotover’s.” 

“ You’ve been tramping the roads, and can’t be 
expected to look as if you’d just taken leave of your 
valet. Gad ! I wish we had more of your kind 
in Merry England. The parsons are a sorry herd, 
and we need an honest man or two to show ’em their 
duty. I must apologise for the way those knaves 
treated you at the village. They shall suffer for it, 
you may be sure. But, come, you ought to be in 
bed like your friend.” 

“Indeed, I would rather not ” I thought 

with horror of the wakeful hours I should be sure to 
spend, and of the thoughts that would torture me as 
I tumbled and tossed. 

“ Take my advice, and go to bed at once. You’ve 
been infernally knocked about.” 

“ Pray do not press me. Let me wait till my 
friend is able to see me, then allow me to watch the 
night by him.” 

The squire shook his head, but seeing that I was 
obdurate, at last gave in. 

“ You can sit quiet here till the doctor is ready to 
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overhaul you. Then, if he allows it, you can an tn 
your friend’s room.” 

May I ask, I said, as he was leaving me “ to 
whom I am indebted for all this kindness f” 

aen Hail. Begad, sir ! don’t speak to me of kind 

SrTor* ^ ® *° 'Jo 'J’ « 

He left the room, and I drew my chair un tn 
fire, for though the month was June old Thnmfi 

ith fever. I was miserable and spiritless mv Hmhc 
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paled, and evening came with pink and golden 
lights on the oak floor. The fire was 'an inert crim- 
son mass, except where in one corner a solitary flame 
writhed its singing horn. Sometimes I dozed, and 
dreamed again of the forsaken roads along which I 
was bound to tramp, in spite of dizzy weariness. I 
never slept for more than five minutes at a time, and 
would wake with a groan. The birds were chirping 
and gurgling in the trees outside, and every now and 
then a swift flew screaming through the air, and — 
such were my depression and weakness — ^made me 
start. 

At last the doctor came. ,His examination was 
short, and, though he advised me to go to bed, he 
finally gave in to my entreaties, and, after an appli- 
cation of ointment and bandages, allowed me to go 
to my friend’s room. 

I went down a long dark passage, smelling of old 
wood, and was just about to lift the latch of the door 
pointed out to me, when it opened from the inside, 
and I stood face to face with Ruth Shotover. 

The blood dyed her neck and cheeks, and my own 
tingled and throbbed in every vein. 

“ You’ve come to see Mr. Palehouse ?” 

The words roused me out of the trance into which 
I had fallen. 

“ How' do you know my friend’s name ?” I asked, 
rather abruptly, and the colour left her face at once. 

“ We met in Hertfordshire,” she answered shortly, 
and I saw’ that my question and the raajiner of it 
had been rude. , . 
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“ You must forgive me my rough speaking. It is 
evident that my manners as well as my senses were 
icnockcd. out of me this ixiorning.’’ 

She smiled in her old sweet way. 

“Lud! how terribly you must have suffered 
under that cruel stoning !” 

‘‘ Not half as terribly as my friend. Tell me is 
he better ?” 

Faith, I can’t say. He’s conscious, but in great 
pain. You’re in a fearful plight yourself.” 

‘‘ It is nothing. Is your brother at Ihomden ?” 

^ c^' P^^shouse’s room a minute 

ago. Sir Miles Wychellow was a friend of our. 
father s,' and when he heard that poor Guy was 
sick, he asked him to Ihornden Hall.” 

‘‘ Then has your brother been ill ?” 

He’s ill now, and it’s vastly necessary that he 
should have rest and change. We’ve been here 
nearly a week, and I’ve no idea when we shall be 
able to go back to Ewehurst.” 

trembled with tears. She curtseyed 
urue%, and left me gazing after her as she sped 
own the corridor. For an instant I stood motion- 
less, while the bitterness of death nestled in my 
heart, and made it almost stop its beating. I re- 

bedside, but she 
were drawn, though a red shaft of sunset streamed 
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thiough the na,iTow slit between them. The walls 
were ribbed with oak, and two handsome, gilt-edged 
min-ors reflected the furniture, which was heavy and 
luxurious. It was then I realised that, had it not 
been for Ruth’s recognition, John would doubtless 
be lying in the servants’ quarters instead of in the 
chief guest-room of Ihornden Hall. 

I went softly over to the bed— a huge four-poster, 
with green hangings. John’s eyes were shut, but 
he opened them at my approach, and said feebly : 

Well, my lad, you see me in a pretty plight. I 
hope you escaped with less bruises l.» 

Indeed, I have only some trifling hurts. It 
makes me wretched to see you thus, John.” 

^ "They did it in ignorance,” he said earnestly: 

they are sorry enough for it now. I’ll be bound 
On, poor shepherdless sheep !” 

'iou think more of them than of yourself.” 

They are in a worse plight than I. Oh, lad, my 

iiCciit Ech,6s for the poor 

,.5 difficulty, and as I knew that every 

word must mean torture, I implored him to be 
silent, and for some time he lay with no other sign of ■ 

wt T 7 large, restless eyes. I 
atched beside him till the natch of m htr _ 
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chair by my friend’s bedside. I longed to ask John 
about his acquaintanceship with Ruth, but shrank 
from disturbing him ; besides, he was delirious, and 
raved for the greater part of the night. 

I did not sleep, and was sure that, even if I had 
been in bed, I could not have slept. I felt glad that, 
instead of tossing alone, I was sitting by my friend ; 
for, though unconscious, he was, nevertheless, a 
companion, and his ravings were not wild and 
horrible, but gentle as the voice of a little child who 
tallrs in his sleep. 

He spoke of the old days at Harpendeane, and of 
his evenings with Dorothy Grimsdale in the Manse 
garden. That name was on his lips the livelong 
night — “ Dorothy ! Dorothy !” — and I w-ondered if 
it would be the same with me if I fell ill, and 
whether I should lie from roosting-time to cock- 
crow crying, “ Ruth ! Ruth !” The thought horrified 
me, and I resolved to fight desperately against the 
sickness I believed was at hand. 

My poor friend’s sufferings were awful, and be- 
tween his cries of “ Dorothy !” and gentle wanderings 
in a happy time long past, he comforted himself 
from the Book of Job and from the Psalms : “ ‘ Why 
dost thou strive against Him ? For He giveth not 
account to any of His matters.’ ‘ He will deliver 
my soul from going into the pit, and my life' shall 
see the light.’ ‘ Why art thou so cast down, O my 
soul, and why art thou disquieted within me ? 
Hope in God : for I shall yet praise Him^ Who is 
the health of my countenance and, my God.’ ” 



him.X Who hath hardened 

himself against Him and hath prospered ?’ » said 

John Palehouse from the bed. I bad been 

mg against God, questioning His wiU. kicking against 

and mule,' ’• said John Palehouse, « -wUch tve 
no nntetanding, whose mouths must be held S 
M and bndle kst they £aU upon thee.’ ” H cTdi 

W rnaul'? "1“ -iafortiS I 

f feithful,’ ” said John Palehouse, - Zo wiH 
suffer you to be tempted above that wW^h ^ 

ottcapelfiaf "" also make aV^ 

S™. 

my knees, and the te® ta mo"' ™ 

misery,' but of contrittan <>* 

cuitLtnd rke“d outT’lTVf 

fromdhe hoi.e, 1 k sloped 
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and a range of blue ba,rro\vs on the horizon. The 
sky was pale, and the morning star was wan. A 
sudden flush of light throbbed in the east, the wind 
swept up and shook the trees, and the birds began a 
drowsy whimper. I heard myself called from the bed. 

“ Is it morning ?” 

“ Yes. The sun is just going to rise.” 

“ Is the dawn grey ?”■• 

“ No, red as blood.” 

“ Then we shall have mist and rain. How sweetly v 
the birds are singing ! I love their voices ; they 
teach me, ‘ Fear not ; ye are of more value than 
many sparrows.’ ” 

I crossed over to the bed. 

“ Are you better, dear John ?” 

“ Better in mind, if not in body. I feel sure that 
God has heard my prayers, and has forgiven those 
poor misguided souls.” 

“ Can I do an3d;hing for yOu ?” 

“ No, thank you, boy. Humphrey, I have seen 
a ghost.” 

I knit my brows. 

“ I meant to have told you before this, but the 
Lord thrust sore at me, and I could not speak. You 
remember the young clergyman I told you of, who 
was engaged to Katharine Grimsdale ?” 

“ Well ?” 

“ He is in this house.” 

“You don’t mean Guy Shotover ?” 

“ Yes. Do you know him ?’.’ 

“ We — we — ^knew each other in Sussex. But I 
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had no idea that he and the unfortunate young man 
of your story were the same.” 

I didn t know that he was in these parts, and 
was surprised to see him yesterday. I called him a 
ghost because he is the shadow of his former self. In 
the old days he was a stalwart, healthy young man, 

full of hfe and gaiety. Now he is a wreck in body 
and mind.” 

“No wonder, poor fellow! after all he has 
suffered.” 

silence. For an instant I thought 
hat I h^ grasped the secret that cankered the 
ives of Ruth and Guy Shotover, but the next 
moment I saw that such a cause could not have 
produced the effect I had witnessed. The curate’s 
love-affair could be only a matter of sorrow and 
legret, not a present and pregnant anxiety, mys- 
tenously bound up with Enchmarsh of Kitchenhour. 

Wa. Shotover’s sister at Harpen- 

deane . I asked Palehouse. 

^ T" 

1 aisonage. Her name is Ruth ” 



CHAPTER XIII 

OF THE METHODIST AND THE MAN HE HATED 

As soon as breakfast was over, I went to bed, and 
rose much refreshed after a few hours’ sleep. I 
spent the rest of the day in my friend’s room — I 
dared not mix with the household and meet Ruth. 

Time wore on uneventfully. I quickly recovered 
from my bruises, and John Palehouse began slowly 
to mend. It was a beautiful summer ; the days were 
long and golden, the sun rose early and dawdled over 
his setting, I seldom went out of doors, though 
the^sunshine and the scent of the flowers invited me, 
for from my window I often saw a white-gowned 
figure moving in the garden, or standing like a 
solitary patch of snow in one of the great fields near 
Ihornden. We rarely met, and then it was only a 
bow and a curtsey, a ‘‘ good day, madam,” and a 
good day, sir.” Guy Shotover I saw oftener. He 
seemed disposed to forget what had passed between 
us at Ewehurst Parsonage, and now that Enchmarsh 
nvas no longer present to rule him, was friendly 
enough with the man he had but a short time ago 
ordered from his house. I fear that I met his 
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advances surlily at first. I could not help thinking 
that he had a great deal to do with Ruth’s unhap- 
piness. But, after all, he had once been kind to me, 
and had befriended me when I stood in sore need of 
a friend. Besides, the poor fellow looked so ill that 
it was impossible to nurse enmity. I felt sure that 
he must be in a decline, and his scarlet cheeks, 
shaking hands, harsh cough and hysterical laughter 
confirmed my opinion. He occasionally came to 
see John, and would sit by the bedside, jerking his 
head as if he had St. Vitus’ dance, twisting his pocket 
handkerchief round his fingers, and starting if anyone 
spoke loud, if a chair creaked, or if a bird flew crying 
past the 'window. 

Towards the middle of July, John was well enough 
to leave his room, and often walked in the garden, 
leaning on my arm. Sometimes we roamed along 
the twisting lanes to Ealsham or Stede Quarter, or 
sat together in the fields of Plurenden, or lay together 
in the scent and shade of Dashnanden Wood. We 
each bought a new coat in the village, for those in 
which we had arrived at Ihomden were rags, unfit 
for a gentleman’s house. I do not know whether it 
was the new coat or the sickness from which he 
was recovering, but I began to notice a change in 
John Palehouse. He lost his look of tramp and 
vagrant, and I saw in him the high-bom squire of 
Mackery End. His hands were no longer brown 
and coarse, but white and transparent, so that one 
saw the blue veins through the skin ; the sunburn 
had faded from his cheek, and left it as softly tinted 
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as when his mother used to kiss it . Sir Miles Wychel- 
low took a great fancy to him, often sat in his roomy 
and surrendered to his entreaties that no notice 
should be taken of the rough usage he had received at 
Biddenden. However, in spite of the kindness and 
consideration with which he was treated, I noticed 
in him an ever-increasing desire to resume his 
wanderings. 

“ Wliile I am idling here,” he said, “ hundreds 
may be dying without the Lord. Oh, pray, my lad, 
that you and I may soon be preaching on Frittenden 
Green.” 

One afternoon, after a shower of rain, I went out 
into the garden. The flowers smelled so sweet, and 
the wet grass and trees were so beautiful, that my 
heart bounded with joy in spite of its load of sorrow, 
and I realised that God would still leave some happi- 
ness in my life if He left me the earth and sky. From 
my childhood I had found comfort in Nature. The 
triU of a nightingale would soothe the misery of the 
little beaten child who lay and sobbed in the long 
grass of Spell Land. The overworked boy, full of 
disappointment and vain longing, would look up 
with a smile when he saw the sun burst from behind 
the meadows of Ellenwhorne and turn the Brede 
River to blood. And this day the sorrow of the 
despairing man was blown to heaven with the 
incense of the flowers. 

The lane looked even more inviting than the 
garden, and I strolled down the avenue towards the 
channel of moving shadows. At the gate I heard 
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a horse’s hoofs beating a gay presto on i 
tJie next moment a horseman trotted up 
the grounds. My cheeks flushed anc 
warmed angrily at the sight of him. H 
marsh of Kitchenhour. 

He looked wonderfully handsome. H 
bright, his cheeks ruddy 

lips showed his line, whi 

at^once, and his brow darkened. 

‘‘ Hello ! Where the devil do 
‘‘ From Ihornden Hall.” 

“ What are you doing there 
Ihat s no concern of yours ” 

“Isn’t it, though ? What about 
I have forbidden you to have anyth 

‘‘ I don’t care a jot for your comma 
^011 don’t! ru make you.” 

He raised his crop, but I sprang fo 

ushes. For a moment we faced e£ 

>es bhzmg, our bosoms swelled with 
Enchmarsh broke the silence. 

lhats my business.” Mv voicf 
rage but suddenly my heart smote m 
nchnstian spirit, and I added : 

us'i 4 '^n ^ fellow-preacher who ha 
in these parts, and is staying at 

he recovers.” ^ 

“Confound you I And look here, yo 


eyes were 
exercise, and his parted 
He recognised me 
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sSt of of me- The 

jn of you makes me want to eat grass Hke a sick 

ct He cantered past me. then turned in his saddle and 

is - In^ a''STf"e“f„ he”" 

month.” He burst into n fit nf + ^ next 

and left me o?nS?nder 

anif^tufeT^God dV'™; 

fellow’s insu ts t ? T this 

insults. In that moment of fnrtr t h„u 

thought of challenging him At in!! , ^ ^ 

grew ashamed of myself and as the nft ^ 

so soft and sweet, decided ?o ask 11^°” T 

come out and share it with me. ^alehouse to 

marS''‘'^w encountering Ench- 

tl .0 ia“s ogetter tSd“'^ 

Fai-m TK. ^ strolled as far as Brakefields 

£ "n ifad StX i 

red scar he had left behindlfa a S S 
W™.p from Bettenham. and I ad Jd'Cto^ 

sS~35r.Si'-'i~i 

st-sif i"i“ fiS" 
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while Ruth Shotover spoke. 

“ Miss Shotover has also come out to admire the 
evening,” said Palehouse. Then his voice trailed 
off, and his face whitened, as Enchmarsh answered 
Ruth. 

“ Who is that ?” he asked sharply. “ I 
voice.” 

“ That is her betrothed, 

Kitchenhour in Sussex.” 

“Enchmarsh!” 

“ Yes. Do j^ou know the name ?” 

Ivo, but I know the voice. Let me 
He pulled aside a rope of bryony, 
through the hedge, then drew back with white 
You may know that man as 

Kitchenhour, but I know him as my cousin, Harold 
Macaulay !” 

_ I stared at him stupefied, and the blood was 
ice m my veins with horror. 

The scoundrel who ruined Dorothy Grimsdale ?” 
He nodded. 

“ Are you sure that the fellow is your cousin ? 
As tar as I Icnow he has never borne any name but 
Enchmarsh.” 

“As far as you know. But I am certain he is 
Macaulay —he looked again. “Yes, I am too 
laminar with that dark face to mistake it. For some 
reason or other he has changed his name. Woe 
betide him ! What has brought him here ?” 

Hjs cheeks were hectic with excitement. He bit 
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his lip, and one thin hand wrung the other tiU the 
joints cracked. 

“He arrived here an hour or two ago,” I saidj 
forcing myself to speak calmly. “ He has evidently 
come to visit Miss Shotover ” — and I writhed. 

“ How long wiU he stay ? If he stays I must go. 
I hate him ! I hate him ! No, no, no ! I must not 
hate him. The dear Lord prayed for His enemies. 
But I can’t pray. My tongue is dried up like pots- 
herd.” 

His teeth gritted together, and his limbs trembled. 
I had never seen him so passionate. 

“ Come, dear John, do not fret yourself. You are 
far too weak and ill to leave Ihornden — and why 
should you go away ? You need never meet him,- 
and he probably wiU not stay long. Take my arm, 
and let me help you back to the house.” 

He grew suddenly calmer. 

“I am forgetful of my calling. The Lord’s 
preacher should not hate or rail. God must forgive 
me. I am very weak and unprofitable, though there 
are many years since my conversion.” 

He took my arm, and I led him back by the w’ay 
we had come. He was silent for a long time, then 
he said suddenly : “ But how is it that he is betrothed 
to Miss Shotover ? I can’t understand such a state 
of affairs.” 

I struggled with a tempest of bitter thoughts. 

“ Perhaps she does not know,” I said faintly. 

“ That is impossible. Her brother was engaged 
to Kitty Grirasdale.” 
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What can we do to save her.” I cried hopelessly. 
PeAaps my cousin has repented and been turned 
to the Lord. Surely she could not have accepted 

aim as he was.” 

‘‘ He’s no more converted than the devil !” 

^hat can have induced her to accept 

“I can’t say. Sometimes I think that she has 
sold iierseif to pay her brother’s debts.” 

_ That IS possible, but hardly probable. What 

Macaulay-Enchmarsh. I 

“ As far as I can see she hates him.” 

Palehouse shuddered. 

Poor girl, we must pray for her.” 

“ We must do more than pray.” 

“ What more can we do ?” 

“ Speak, entreat, conjure ” 

I stopped suddenly in my wild talk. Our eyes 

Sd ofptty "" ^ 

I lay awake all that night in misery. My bed was 

tmct I lose and went to cool my forehead at the 
™dow The night was very black. I could fa 
no rymd on my face, but I heard it moaning Md 
roarmg m the trees. One ™rd was home L^n 
the vend s ^wdd cry-one word formed the burden 
of die owls wail m Ihornden Park— “ Ruth i” 

• She seemed bevond my 
reach— beyond the reach of aU save God. ‘'she had 
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made her choice in the hght of knowledge • she wn. 
under no delusion, and beHeved no lie ^ ’ 

Towards morning I ceased to writhe and groan 

It was a bold resolve, but I was desperate for Ross 
md courage is strong when born of desperation 
decided to go to her tel] Iia- oii t i ^ I 

her to give up ESSh." “<* 

She might rebuke me — and a rebuke frAm 
would be terrible ; nevertheless. I wouU faceTt ? 
commended my resolution to God, rose and w f 
to John Palehouse, that I mi^h^ + f ’ ^ 

conversation with hira ; fo“^“ t teTti! 
whose mere presence consoles the offl* ‘’'“c 
strengthens the weak. ' “'J 



ur I tit. METHODIST AND THE WOMAN HE 

I DID not have an r “ * 
till evening. Then I found her alone 
quaint old sitting-rooms 
Hall. The oaken walls 
strips of tapestry ; the ceiling 
beams, on which the firelight danced 
pohshed floor reflected 
chairs — old-fashioned, i 
were a couple of candlesticks 
hundred candle-flames f ' 
the mirror-like panels of the wall, 
only half curtained, and t 
could be seen the branches oi 
against the moon, the stars 
the storm-clouds, and a 
Huth sat before the fire 
lap, her hands folded 
gazed into the embers, 
and rose. She was all 
made ruddy smears on her dress, and 
was fastened in her bosom, 
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opportunity for speaking to Ruth 

j in one of the 

' in the west wing of Ihomden 
were hung with prints and 
' was ribbed with heavy 
— d ruddily ; the 
the legs of the tables and 
twisted, and carved. There 
- — a on the table, and a 
flickered and throbbed in 
— 1. The window was 
hrough the open space 
the trees, wildly tossing 
scudding in and out of 
a silver shower of rain. 

— j, some needlework on her 
idty over it, while her eyes 
She started at my footfall 
in^ white, but the firelight 
- -da- red carnation 
She curtseyed stiffly, 
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while her_ eyes questioned me. My tonme sfurV 
and I moistened my lips aeain on/T f ^tuck, 
could spoafc, I dareTav Ct f ' 

approached my subject cLumspecUv^but*! 

« ^ the htt, artlhces ot 

Lud ! I shall never think you rude Mr T 
I know you too well for that.” ^ ' 

T courage.” 

1 sat down opposite to her 

WeS° “ Hertfordshire. I 

marsh ” ^ ^ about Ench- 

And Dorothy Grimsdale ?” 

Jrbrr:ret;l^S““;:Orirus. 

solent dog on earth^ but T h “• 

evening to implore you to breiroTV'' 
ment ” ^ oreak off your engage- 

“ Mr. Lyte I p » 

aptitude for mhcto?and*bit”^-^**’'”*' * 

W is full. Miss ihotteraZSlsT^fr 

S ytTat-rlr t ^ 

y nave a reason for accepting him. but, 
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believe me, nothing can justify your marriage with 
that beast. I — I have a sincere regard for you, and 
it would break my heart to see you united to a man 
who would make your life hell with his brutalities 
and intrigues. I speak to you as I would speak to 
a sister I saw in danger and wished to save, so 
forgive me as you would forgive a brother.” 

She sat absolutely rigid, her hands locked to- 
gether, her cheeks and eyes glowing as if a fex'er 
had stricken her. 

“ I had to speak,” I cried desperately. 

“ I know — I know ; but it’s all useless.” 

“ Useless, madam !” 

“ Useless. I — I can’t umvrite the past.” 

“ You can blot it out, and, oh, I entreat you, blot 
out that man’s name from your life.” 

“You don’t know what you ask,” she cried, 
covering her face. 

I groaned. 

“ You’ve done your best,” she continued more 
calmly ; “ but your best is useless. I must marry 
Enchmarsh. I can’t tell you why— but I must.” 

“ Oh, don’t drive me desperate. My life will be 
all hell if you commit this act of madness. It’s 
xudeed madness, I assure you, to cast away in your 
youth all hope and happiness, to break your own 

heart, to— to O God of Mercy I Who knows? It 

may drive you to self-murder!— damn yourownsoul.” 

She did not speak, but two tears glittered on her 
face. I lost aU self-control, and, sinking on my 
knees before her, cried : 
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“ Ruth ! Ruth ! For the sake of the God Who 
made us ” 

She sprang up, but I caught her dress — it was hot 
and scorched by the fire. 

“ I shall not let you go till you have promised to 
give up that brute ” 

“ Humphrey — for God’s sake ” 

“ Hushy sweetheart, hush — don’t cry. You are 
mine, Ruth. I love you ! I love you ! Neither 
God nor Satan shall part us. Do not cry. The 
world has treated us infernally, but we’ll defy it 
together. We’ll laugh at it, Ruth — we’ll laugh at the 
whole miserable farce that tried to keep us apart, 
but failed, darling — failed ! For I love you, 
Ruthie. You are all mine, and I shall never let 
you go.” 

Then I started to my feet, caught her to my 
breast, and devoured her thin face with k isses— the 
mad, hungry kisses I had so often given her in 
dreams. 

That embrace lasted for an instant, which seemed 
eternity. She did not struggle or scream, but lay 
against me as if lifeless, w'hile the tears poured down 
her face. AU the love with which my heart was 
throbbing was on my lips as I pressed them to hers, 
and in my eyes as my tears mingled with hers. W'’e 
forgot the past ; we ceased to dread the future. 
Love veiled all except the present — which was 
Paradise. We threw back our heads and laughed 
aloud ; then our Hps pressed again and more rap- 
turously. 
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The spell broke. She sprang from me wffTi 

fs ScV r: s "' ^ 

loomed before us with ite dread^'^f ’ 
once more anguish. 

sileTtmTmrt 2 .^Th?f]r^^ 

IhomL plrk iZ r 1^/ “ 

&r;5-SS=~“- 

over her face hprhnir^ i, , ^eine, iiei hands 

I»«ring over her shojltt '’tt'Sd 7 '“'“'"“' 
sob convulsed her. ^ 

She stared, looSt^tl^h^ddet*" ‘“=-” 
blas.hJXt'^P fa ‘he 

“ Don’t, Humphrey, don’t !» 

VVi.i\ shonicin t J sDe?^V ? 'vu' 

tremely unpleasant thaf T <=h ?? u 
some reason for it all ” 

suffer so.” " ’ ®^Tne why we should 

I had risen and taken her cold hand 
„ :iouTe so vastly cruel. I can “teH you 

lOlI miKt fpll r 1 

poor fellow going to hell ^ 

he’s sent there.” ^ know why 
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“ I — ^I can’t tell you. We shall be undone.” 

“ Why should you be undone ?” 

“ Because — ^because Oh, Humphrey, have 

pity ” 

Her eyes were so beseeching that I cursed my 
selfishness. 

“ Don’t tell me, then, Ruthie.” 

“ That’s kind of you.” 

She sat silently for a time, her eyes big with 
thought. Then she said suddenly : 

“ But I don’t see, after all, why I shouldn’t tell 
you. You won’t betray me.” 

“ My darling, I’d rather die in torture.” 

“ Don’t call me ‘ darling.’ It’s cruel — and it’s 
wicked, too, Humphrey.” 

“ I know it is, but, before God ” 

“ Hush, hush ! I’m going to tell you a story — 
my story. I can’t bear to have you misunderstand 
me, and when you’ve heard, you will see how it is 
that I can’t give up Enchmarsh, though it is true,' 
as you have guessed, that I — I don’t love him.” 

“ Oh, if you would only tell me, Ruth !” 

“ But you must promise — ^no, you must swear — 
not to breathe a word of what I am going to say. 
Oh, pray don’t think me distrustful, but this is a 
matter of life and death. A day or two ago toi'- 
ture wouldn’t have dragged this confession from me,- 
but to-night your soul and mine have met, and I 
know that you would rather die than injure me. 
So I shall teU you my life’s secret ; you will under- 
stand — and you will go.” 
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“ Yes — go for ever.” 

“Oh, toy God!” 

f ^ 

w thnnf - ® 7 "'^^Picion if you left Ihornden 

must ” lum-but you must go, Humphrey, or I 

“ You canY leave, and it is I %vho have brouijht 
Sion ™Tf ""Vir' uncontrolled pas- 

home fhnTr “ ■''u Pale- 

hcuse that I am m hopeless love— and easily find 

some excuse to offer Sir M0es.” ^ ^ 

Vn, Tf generous of you to do so 

^ou and I are best apart after this.” 

^ I shall go to-morrow.” ■ ■ 

oath?“’‘ “y stoiy-and your 

oufS “<i Md it 

“ Swear on this.” 

sJr=rw„:S 
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conversation in whispers, which still haunts my 
dreams. 

“ John Palehouse told you the story of Kitty 
Grimsdale and Robert Macaulay ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ He — ^he told you how Macaulay met his death ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ How did he say it was ?” 

“ He fell out of an upper window and was killed.” 

“That is -all John Palehouse knows. I know 
that Macaulay did not fall out of the window — he 
was pushed out.” 

“You mean that he was murdered ?” 

“ Yes — by my brother.” 

It was as if my heart had stopped beating, and a 
dimness clouded my eyes. I saw Ruth’s face through 
a mist, and her voice seemed to come from far off. 

“ My brother.” she repeated, her eyes wide with 
dread. 

“ Poor, poor sweet Ruthie ! Is this the secret 
you have been nursing all this while ?” 

She began to cry hysterically. 

“ Yes — my secret, my awful companion and bed- 
fellow. Humphrey, I’ve told no one but you. 
You — you won’t betray me ?” 

“ Ruth I” and I pointed to the Bible on her lap. 

“ Forgive me. I’m crazy with grief. I know 
that you wiU keep your oath. You’re honourable, 
and you love me. But I haven’t yet told you how 
Robert Macaulay’s — in-naurder led to my betrothal.” 

“ Tell me, dear.” 
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It was like this. I was only a little boarding- 
school girl when my brother lost Kitty Grinisdale. 
I had a vague idea of w^hat had befallen him, but, 
of course, he wouldn’t allow a child to know much 
about his misfortune* It was not till many years 
later that I heard the story — and I may here tell 
you that I had never met either of the Macaulays. 

When I was sixteen I went to stay with a school 
friend, Milly Rogers, in London. Two young men 
were constant visitors at the house. Their name 
was Enchmarsli, and they had some fine property 
in Sussex. It was not long before the elder began 
to pay me attentions, and one night, when %ve were 
brushing our hair, Milly made me flush scarlet by 
whispering, ^ I vow Mr. Harold Enchmarsh will 
ask you to marry him, Ruthie.’ 

‘‘ A week or two after our first meeting he did 
just as Milty said, and told me that he loved me 
madty. I know you’ll think me vastly wicked and 
foolish, but the idea of being engaged at sixteen — of 
showing my ring to the young ladies at my school — 
together with his handsome face and dashing 
manner, turned my head. I promised to be his 
■wife. He begged me to keep our affair secret for a 
few days. I loved secrets, and consented. About 
a w^eek later he came to me and suggested a run- 
away match. This made me suspicious, and I 
aske4 him why he w^anted an elopement, considering 
that my brother %yould doubtless be only too pleased 
at our marriage. He gave me an evasive answer, 
but my fears w’'ere not to be so easily soothed, and 
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at last he told me that his name wasn’t Enchmarsh. 
He and his brother had inherited some property 
from a relation, and had been forced by the require- 
ments of the will to adopt his name. Their real 
name was Macaulay, and his brother was the 
wrecker of Guy’s happiness. 

“ I tell you that I’d never really loved him, and 
can you wonder that at this revelation I came to my 
senses, and ordered him away ? ‘ Do not let me 

see your face again,’ I cried ; ‘ your brother ruined 
my brother’s life, and you sinned with him. You’re 
a scoundrel and a deceiver. Do not let me see your 
face again I’ 

“The next day I went back to Guy at Golden 
Parsonage, and told him all that had happened. He 
said that I’d done right, and that his heart would 
have broken if I’d married Enchmarsh. So I took 
comfort, and soon afterwards I left school and came 
home to live with my dear Guy. 

“ We heard nothing of the Enchmarshes for about 
three months. Then a sudden rumour flew through 
Harpendeane that they were in the village. They 
were in then old house, which they hadn’t yet man- 
aged to sell, and when Guy heard how near his 
enemy was to him I saw a terrible look creep into 
his eyes, and though I kissed him, and sat on his 
knee all the evening, I couldn’t drive it away. His 
manner became vastly strange ; he spoke wildly of 
the past and of all he had suffered, and he used 
some dreadful words with regard to Robert 
Macaulay. I’m sure that he was half mad with 
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grief, and that he wasn’t really responsible for what 
followed. 

“ I cried myself to sleep that night, and the next 
morning I rose early and plucked him a salad for 
his breakfast. I wanted to show him, just by a 
little thing like that, how much I loved him and 
wanted to make him happy. Breakfast-time came, 
but he never appeared. I went up to his room, but 
couldn’t find him. I looked for him in the church 
— he’s such a devout man, and I thought he miglit 
have gone to ask God’s pardon for his anger of 
yesterday — but he was nowhere to be seen. I 
began to feel vastly anxious, and questioned the 
villagers, and at last heard that a little boy had 
noticed him leave Golden Parsonage early in the 
morning, and take the road for Harpendeane. 

“ A terrible foreboding seized me. I ordered my 
horse, and rode after him. I made inquiries from 
time to time on my way, and traced him to the 
Macaulays’ house. Then I felt sick with fear, and 
my legs shook under me as I dismounted. There 
was an atmosphere of dread all round that house. 

I trembled in every limb, and — I shall always swear 
it — so did my horse. 

“ I didn’t knock, but went straight upstairs to a ' 
room which I knew the brothers used as a study. 
For a moment I thought that there was blood on the 
door-liandle, but it was only the sun streaming 
through a pane of red glass in the staircase window. 

I opened the door, then fell on my knees — because 
of what I saw between me and the light. 
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“ Two men were standing, and one lay on the 
floor, with a dark stream oozing from his hair. The 
men who stood were Harold Enchmarsh and my 
brother, while it was Robert Enchmarsh who lay 
bleeding between them. 

“ The thud of my fall made them start and turn 
round, and my brother threw his arms above his 
head, and staggered against the wall. Enchmarsh 
came to me and lifted me to my feet. But I could 
neither speak nor walk ; I could only stand staring 
at that dreadful Thing on the floor. 

“ Then Guy spoke, but I couldn’t answer, so he 
ran up to me, and fell at my feet, and, clinging to 
my gown, cried : ‘ Little sister ! little sister !’ and 
sobbed with his face against my knee. He told me 
how he had gone hotfoot to the village with murder 
in his heart, how he had gone into that awful house, 
into that very room ; how he had found Robeii; 
Enchmarsh leaning out of the window, and how 
Satan had entered into him. He had stolen across 
the floor like a panther ; he had seized his enemy, 
they had struggled together ; Enchmarsh had 
bitten him — ^he showed me the bleeding place on 
his hand — ^he had thrown Enchmarsh out of the 
window. 

“ ‘ Then as I turned round,’ said my poor Guy, 

‘ expecting to find the devil standing behind me, I 
saw this man, Harold Enchmarsh, in the doorway. 
I shall not tell you what passed between us.- It’s 
enough to say that his servant is at this very moment 
saddling a horse to ride off to S. Albans and fetch 
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the constable. Ruthie, Ruthie, your brother will 
be hanged !’ 

“ Oh, Humphrey, I can’t help crying when I think 
of the awful minutes that followed — how I shud- 
dered and cried and clung to Guy, praying God to 
have mercy on us and strike us both dead. Ench- 
marsh stood by in silence, and suddenly I threw 
myself on my knees before him and caught his arm. 

“ ‘ Pity me, pity me, and spare m_y brother ! Oh, 
be merciful and spare us both !’ 

He didn t speak, but gazed down on me, then 
tried to move away, but I clung to him, praying him 
to pity me for Christ’s sake. He swore, and 
struggled to shake me off, but I only gripped more 
fiercely, and he dragged me half across the room 
before I fell at his feet. 

“Then he spoke— for as I lay before him, I 
begged him to pity me for his love’s sake. 

“ ‘ It’s true that I love you.’ 

Then spare my brother for your love’s sake !’ 

“ He caught me up from the floor, and I could see 
the pulses beating in his throat, so close was his 
face to mine, as he whispered : 

Ruth, if you marry me. I’ll spare your brother !’ 

“ ‘ No, no, no !’ and I sprang from him, sick with 
horror. 

“ ‘ I would rather die !’ cried my brother, who had 
overheard the whisper. 

“ ‘ As you please,’ said Enchmarsh, biting his lips 
with vexation, for he wanted me more than he 

wanted his revenge. . . 
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“ At that moment there was a trample of hoofs in 
the yard. The servant was starting for S. Albans. 
I saw Guy turn pale, and shiver from head to foot, 
and my love for him overcame my hatred of Ench- 
marsh. 

“ ‘ Stop him ! stop him !’ I shrieked. ‘ I will 
marry you !’ 

“ ‘ You shall not,’ cried my brother. ‘ Fd rather 
die at the torture stake !’ 

“ ‘ Stop him ! stop him !’ I could cry nothing 
else till Enchmarsh had called to the servant to wait 
a few minutes. Then he turned to me. 

“ ‘ Listen, both of you. Though this is the corpse 
of my only brother, I’m willing to forgive his mur- 
derer if the murderer’s sister will become my wife. 
Ruth, during these past months I have loved you, 
and you only ’ 

“ ‘ He’s a lying scoundrel !’ interrupted Guy. 

‘ Don’t listen to him, Ruth.’ 

“ ‘ Hold your tongue, and let me settle this matter 
with your sister.’ 

“ He took me by the hand, and led me aside. 

“ ‘ I love you,’ he said, ‘ and if you will marry me, 
your brother shall be safe. I give you my solemn 
oath.’ 

“ I gazed from one man to the other in hopeless 
misery. In spite of all he said, I knew that Guy was 
really in mortal fear. He’d always been afraid of 
death, and his lips were white and his linrbs were 
shaking. I loved him more than my happiness — 
more than I hated Enchmarsh. You may caU me 
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weak and wicked, but I couldn’t help myself. I 
promised to marry Enchmarsh if he would spare 
my brother. If at any time I went back from my 
word he might go back from his. Guy protested 
vehemently at first, and vowed that life would be 
hell if bought at such a price. But my arguments 
overcame him. 

“ The servant waiting in the yard was told to un- 
saddle the horse. He was privy to the murder, as 
he had seen Robert Enchmarsh fall, and had helped 
carry his bod}^ upstairs. He’s still alive, and has 
sworn to give evidence against Guy if ' Enchmarsh 
should require it. He has sworn, also, to keep 
silence until commanded to speak, and never shall 
weakness of mine cause that command to be uttered. 

“ Our engagement was kept a secret. It would 
have filled the village with dangerous gossip if it had 
been known in Harpendeane. A few months ago 
we came to Ewehurst. The curate was dead, and 
Enchmarsh induced the Rector to appoint Guy in 
his place. So my future husband has us what he 
calls ‘ under his eye.’ We didn’t publish the be- 
trothal even in Sussex. Secrecy was still advisable, 
and Guy would never have agreed to our compact 
if Enchmarsh hadn’t promised that the marriage 
should not take place for a year. The year is not 
over yet, but my lover thought it right to declare 
our engagement a few weeks ago.” 

“Why?” 

I interrupted her almost rudely, for I knew what 
she was about to say. 
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“ Because-because you loved me, Humohrev » 
She began to cry, and I bit mv lip xhL w ‘ 
long pause. Then I said : " ^ 

b«gSa ?■“" ttfa devil’s 

shaU cmy* irthrough^iT^T'li* *° me. I 

farthing. ” ^ ^ lattermost 

would be happier In^hell Than T^'V n 
2_He’s better than he used to J SlTas I . 
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drunkmd Wh . ^ gambler, a swaggerer a 

“ oh T What worse could you have P’’ ’ 

sake.” ’ brother’s 
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sacrifice.” unworthy of your 

u bim, she sobbed piteouslv “ v 
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gone to his death, should I have been in a happier 
case ? I should have found myself alone in the 
woi’ld at sixteen, helpless, homeless, and friendless. 
Enchmarsh would have taken advantage of my 
helplessness, and I should have met a fate so hor- 
rible that I hardly dare think of it. Guy knew all 
this, or he would never have given in to me.” 

Was an abject craven ever half so well defended ? 

I looked at once admiringly and despairingly into her 
brave eyes, while my bosom ached with unshed tears, 

“ I told you my story,” she continued, “ that you 
might understand — and go.” 

“ You told me your story,” I cried harshly, “ that 
I might love you a thousand times more than ever. 
Before this I loved you because you were so beautiful 
and sweet, because you were — O God ! — so child- 
like. Now I love you because you are a thousand 
times better and braver than I. You are no child 
to be pitied and protected. You are the noblest 
woman that a man ever looked into the eyes of and 
called blessed.” 

I sank on one knee before her and kissed the hem 
of her little goun. 

“ Humphrey ! Humphrey ’. don’t Icneel ” — and 
she tugged frantically at my hand to pull me to my ‘ 
feet. “ Why w'on’t you stand up ? Why won’t 
you leave me ? Don’t you see that it’s because I 
love you so much that I want you to go ? I love 
you too well to let you be an occasion for sin to me. 
You can’t help me except by your prayers. Go and 
prayfof me.” ^ 
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_ I rose wearily to my feet. » I am going/’ I said, 
but I did not move. 

“ That br— Enchmarsh told me you and he are 
to oe married soon/’ I muttered, after a pause. 

In a month. He’s here at Ihornden till next 
week, when he goes back to Kitchenhour.” 

“ Do you see much of him ?” 

, u little, as he practises pistol shooting nearly 
ail day. Go, now, Humphrey, please go.” 

“lam going. To-morrow I leave Ihornden Oh 
that I could help you, dear ! What a useless coward 
1 feel ! Why must I flee when I long to fight 
“ Go and pray for me.” 

I went towards her and held out my hands. Her 
oim hung heavy at her side. 

“ Let me kiss you.” 

“ No . . . for God’s sake ! . . 

A terrible, haunting stillness pervaded the room. 
Both the candles had flickered out, and in the dusk 
of mmgled firelight and moonlight our hands met. 
liien turned from her and went to the door 
mechanically. On the threshold I paused and 
looked back. 

She was standing by the window, her little hands 
clenched in anguish, her hair falling over her face 
and sparing me the sight of her tears. 


CHAPTER XV 

OF THE METHODIST IN PLURENDEN QUARRY 

I COULD not speak to John Palehouse that night, 
for when I left Ruth he had already gone to bed. 
But I was resolved to have an interview with him 
the next morning, and on the whole I was glad of 
a few hours’ meditation before I attempted to leave 
Ihomden. My heart was tom with conflicting 
passions. I had promised to leave Ruth — but 
could I fulfil my promise ? It seemed dastardly 
to desert her in her hour of need, yet my presence 
was a torture to her rather than a relief. 

I went to my little joom and lay down on the bed. 
I could not sleep, but I did not wish to. I had 
grown accustomed to my malady of sleeplessness, 
and though I realised that my health was surely 
failing under it, bore it with resignation. Besides, 
it gave me more time for thought, and I felt that 
this night at any rate would be better spent in 
thinking than in sleeping. 

What was I to do ? I pondered a dozen mad 
schemes, but dismissed them one and all as hope- 
less. I thought of appealing to Shotover, but enter- 
tained the idea only for a moment. The curate 
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wotild listen to me, certainly ; he would shed tears, 
perhaps, but fear of death would prevent the great 
sacrifice that alone could save us. I thought of 
appealing to Enchmarsh— the next moment I 
laughed out loud. Were my sufferings crazing me 
that I should for an instant cherish such a scheme ? 
Should I appeal again to Ruth ? Why, fool ! She 
- is the most obstinate of the three. 

There they stood between me and all hope— the 
girl, the man, and the coward. The coward was 
chained by his fear, the man by his hatred, the girl 
by her love, and it would be difficult to say which 
was the fastest bound. 

There was no help for it, I must leave Ihomden. 

I must abandon Ruth to her fate. No ! That 
should never be. Ruth’s fate was my fate, and I 
would never leave her to it. There was still a 
month to elapse before her marriage, and during 
that month I should not cease to labour for her 
deliverance. But how could I labour, how could 
I dehver, shackled as I was by my oath of secrecy ? 

I gnashed my teeth in hopeless frenzy. Then into 
my mind came Ruth’s own words : “ Go and pray 
for me.” I believed in prayer and in the God Who 
hears it. Surely He would help me and Ruth. I 
had realised by this time that nothing could save 
us but a re-arrangement of circumstances, the 
happening of the unexpected. I would trust God 
tor that. I rose from my bed and knelt down 

^ hearest prayer, to Thee 

shall all flesh come/’ 



a txoublous day. I could eat no breakfast; my 
head ached, and my limbs throbbed with fatigue. 
The morning was grey and cold, and a fierce wind 
blew from Frittenden. Nevertheless, John Pale- 
house was eager for a walk in the fields. 

It was wonderful how his sweet temper and serenity 
smoothed the furrows between my eye-brows, and 
Mftened the hnes of rage and pain about my mouth. 
He seemed m an unusually peaceful mood. He 
was even joj'ful, and took my arm with a smile, and 
a quick upward look of happiness. 

“ Where shall we go this sweet morning ?” 

Do you call this a sweet morning ? I call it 
dull and unlike summer.” 

.. ^ but it is beautiful as a wood- 

pigeon s wing, and see how an occasional flash of 
sunlight rests on the fields. What a delicious wind 
IS rusdmg up from the west, and the birds, it is 
long smee I heard them sing so merrily. Oh. it is 

a wonderful, wonderful day.” 

His delight was infectious, and I felt a vague 
comfort in the thought that though I lost Ruth for 
ever should stffl have ti.e greef trees and 
and that even on my death-bed I should see the sky. 

went through Ihornden Park to Brakefields 
Farm, and struck out across the 
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“ You knew it ?” 

“ Yes. It was plainly written.” 

“ There is one thing, then, that I have learned — 
a man can’t hide his love. I am in love, and Peter 
Winde, Mary Winde, and John Palehouse, all find 
out my secret.” 

“ It was not much of a secret. You are a strange 
lad. Where many a man would tell his thoughts you 
lock them up in your heart, yet you can’t keep them 
out of your eyes — they’re written on your face, and 
he may run who readeth them.” 

“ I wish I was not in love. But no, I can’t say 
that. Better to have loved hopelessly than have 
never loved at all.” 

“ My poor boy ! I know what it is to love in vain. 
So you want to leave Ihornden ? You are right.” 

“ But I must find some excuse to give Sir Miles.” 

“ I have a good one for you. I have long been 
anxious about the poor folk at Frittenden. There 
is a family at Whitsunden Farm the thought of 
which kills sleep. Tell Sir Miles that I have asked 
you to continue your journey, to preach at Fritten- 
den, Horsemonden, Bethersden, and to wait for 
me at Headcorn. I shall soon be able to follow 
you.” 

“ I shall wait for you at Bethersden,” I said. I 
was resolved not to go further than that from Ruth. 

“ As you will, lad ; but why not at Headcorn ?” 

“ I hope that you will join me before I have time 
to reach Headcorn.” 

“ Wben do you start ?” 
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This afternoon*” 

Won t Six Miles think that rather vSnddeii ?” 

I don t care if he does. I must go.” 

“ Perhaps it would be best. I wish that I could 

go^with you and he-sighed.. 

Does your cousin know you are here ' ■ 

_ He must. But we never see each other, which 

IS fortunate, for if we did I could not stay at Ihorn- 
den. You see, Humphrey, that I am very weak 
and unworthy. Do you stiU insist on leaving me 
this afternoon ?” 

“ Pm afraid I must.” 

vou back. 

Ho, and God bless j^ou. Oh, lad, you will often be 
downcast and weary of your groaning, but believe 
he words of one who has suffered— there is joy in 
the world, even for a broken heart.” 

We had entered a chalk quarry in the corner of 
a High meadow known as Plurenden. The wind 
swept It rumpled our hair over our brows, and 
danced the poppies on the chalkstone cliffs. The 
sun burst ^suddenly through a cloud rift, and John 

s ooi m tno full glare of it, his hands clasped over 

mine. ^ ' 

^es, lad, joy for the broken heart. God is 
good and the earth is green ; life is wonderful, and 
death IS sweet. The girl you love is in stronger, 

„ and though you be 

pai -ed like two meadow streams, remember that all 
waters mingle in the sea and all lives touch in eter- 
y. Although the fig-tree shall not blossom, 
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neither shall fruit be in the vines, the labour of 
the olive shall fail, and the fields shall yield no meat ; 
the flocks shall be cut off from the fold, and there 
shall be no herd in the stalls, yet %vill I rejoice in the 
Lord ; I will joy in the God of my salvation.’ ” 

His hands closed more tensely over mine, and his 
eyes looked into mine, full of love and hope and 
joyousness. Then a cloud veiled the sun, and a 
wave of darkness rushed over the fields. I heard a 
footstep behind me, and a voice I knew and hated 
well. 

“ Good morning, my handsome cousin ! This 
meeting is as opportune as it is unexpected.” 

John turned very pale. Enchmarsh stood with 
his arms folded, his face flushed, his eyes dan- 
gerously bright. In his hand he carried a pistol, 
well grimed with recent use. 

“ I’ve been shooting down in Ihornden Park, but 
it’s as hot as hell in the valley, so I took some wine 
and came up here to cool myself.” 

He had evidently been drinking heavily, so I 
pulled Jolm’s sleeve, and we moved off. 

“ Don’t leave so hurriedly. Stay and speak to 
me, coz. To think that you and I should have 
spent forty-eight hours under the same roof, and 
never have met, though we love each other so dearly. 
But you have been in the wars, my swashbuckling 
Methodist, and have tasted a little of the stoning of 
Stephen.” 

“ Let me pass,” said John. “ It is not right or 
safe ” — ^the outraged man in him triumphed over 
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the preacher — “ that you and I should speak to- 
gether.” 

“ Not right ? Not safe ? Shall you kill me, then, 
my valiant singer of psalms ? Oh, a happy life 
you would have led my Dolly ! She was no 
Methodist.” 

Palehouse was silent, and this maddened Ench- 
marsh, enflamed with wane. 

“ You won’t speak ? Then I’ll tell you a piece 
of news. Dolly vowed that she was happier as my 
mistress than she ever could have been as your 
wife. There, does that warm your fish’s blood ?” 

“ The Lord rebuke you !” said John Palehouse ; 
and I wondered at his calmness, till I saw the mark 
of his teeth on his nether lip. 

” No ; Dolly was never made for virtue, nor virtue 
for Dolly,” resumed Enchmarsh ; “ so they were 
best apart.” 

I could restrain my fury no longer, and would have 
struck the brute down, but John Palehouse seized 
my arm. 

“ Do not strike him — he is made in God’s image.” 

Enchmarsh sneered, but the next moment drew 
back uneasily, for John strode up to him and grasped 
his wrist. ' 

“ Silence, wretch ! You have slandered the 
woman I loved, that I still love, though she died a 
sinner. You seduced her and betrayed her, and 
now you smear her name rvith the filth that should 
be daubed on yours before the whole world. It w-as 
through you that she took the first step in sin, which 
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led her to the bottomless pit. Before you decoyed 
-- ---c was pure as snow. The Lord rebuke yoj” 
quivered with righteous fury ; he still 
- 'a Then he dropped his 

proud head. The Squire stood mo- 
ing TOth rage; suddenly his eves 


her she 

His mouth r ■ 
held Enchmarsh by the 
band and his proud h( 
tionless, panting with 
flashed. He seized Johr 
and shook him as a dog shakes ; 
struck him furiously with the butt 
John fell to the ground without t 
face was white, his lips were a littl 
I gazed at him, petrified, I saw the 
the skin of his temple, and form a 
there. 

“My God !” I cried, and fell on 
^m. I thought him only stunned, 
bade me put my hand on his heart 
throb. 

I felt no grief- 
dream— but some 
and freeze my ev 
knee, and 
raised r— 

“ You r 

He did not answer, 
dropped the pistol, his 
were fixed on the dead 
or two 
features 

open, and stared 
My movement 


so sudden and Kke a 
1 to snap in my breast 
1 j ^ lifted John’s head on to my 
gazed down at his peaceful face. Then I 
my eyes to Enchmarsh. 

.a are a murderer !” 

• His nerveless hand had 
bps trembled, and his eyes 

S f<lC0, For 3L rnomp^rif 

^ y, iiiexess torm. His eyes were wide 
lip at us^ so I closed them gently, 
startled Enchmarsh out of th^ 
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trance into which he had fallen, I saw a look of 
terror leap into his eyes, and the next instant he 
wnuld have rushed from the place, had I not caught 
him round the legs and held him like a vice. He 
M-ritJied and struggled, and fell on the ground beside 
me. Over and over we rolled together, silent except 
tor our panting. Enchmarsh fought like a wild 
beast, but, though by no means so powerful as he, 

1 was more agile, and contrived to keep uppermost 
m the struggle. At last I managed to pin him 
beneath me, and he lay helpless, with my knee on 
las chest and my hands on his throat. 

This shall be your last crime, you blackguard ! 
\ou have betrayed the innocent and oppressed the 
helpless, and no man gave you your reward. But 
house^”^^^^ ehded with the murder of John Pale- 

» V •” panted. 

You’re choking me.” 

I shall keep my hands where they are till I see 
you in custody. There are some labourers working 
m Coarsebarn field. I shall shout for them, and if 
you move an inch FIl throttle you.” 

“Shout, then, you beast! But, remember-if 
you have me arrested. Pll have Guy Shotover 

nanged. I have power to hang him ” 

“I know that.” 

“ How do you know ?” 

. Never mmd how I know— and you may hang ■ ■ 
Shotover as high as Haman for all I care. He’s 
nothing to me.” ‘ 


202 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 


I paused a moment after I had said this, for I 
remembered that, though Shotover was nothing to 
me, he was the brother of the girl who was all things 
to me, and into my mind came her words : “ I loved 
Guy more than my happiness — more than I hated 
Enchmarsh.” I should show myself unworthy of 
Ruth if I sacrificed her brother to my revenge. My 
dearest friend had been brutally murdered, but I 
had no right to demand vengeance at such a price. 
Into Guy’s grave would go his sister’s youth, hope, 
and happiness. She had given up all that makes 
life sweet in order to spare him the doom to which R 
who swore I loved her, was about to send him to 
gratify my ungodlike passions. 

I meditated with my hands on Enchmarsh’s 
throat, while the wind sang in the grass and sud- 
denly I remembered the bargain my enemy had 
made with Ruth over Robert Enchmarsh’s body at 
Haipendeane, and I realised that if I followed his 
example, it was in my power to free her from this 
scoundrel she hated, and yet spare her another drop 
in the cup which was already overbrimming with 
tears. 

“ Listen, you blackguard. I said that Shotover 
was nothing to me, but for his sister’s sake he must 
not be allowed to perish. If you set Ruth Shotover 
free' from her engagement, and at the same time 
hold your tongue as to the curate’s affair, I’ll keep 
silence as 'to what you did for John Palehouse.” 

“ Ugh-gh — you’re choking me ” 

“ Nonsense. Do you accept my offer ?” 
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“ Fm damned if I give up Ruth for you to marry 
her.” 

“ You’ll have to give her up, anyhow. It’s only 
a question of whether you and Shotover go scot- 
free, or whether you both hang.” 

“ It’s a devil’s bargain I” He writhed, and the 
grip of my hands tightened on his windpipe. He was 
soon lying quiet as a lamb. 

“ You’d better not struggle,” I said grimly. 
” Come, give me a straight answer. Will you lose 
Ruth Shotover and your life together, while enjoying 
your revenge, or will you lose her and live — ^without 
revenge ?” 

“ I suppose life’s better worth having than ven- 
geance,” he said sulkily. 

“ That’s for you to decide — and be quick about it.” 

“ Then I’ll live and hold my tongue ; and now, for 
God’s sake, take your hands off my throat.” 

“ We must settle matters more definitely first.” 

“ Oh, anything j^ou lilie — I’ll swear — Ugh-gh ” 

“ I want something more trustworthy than your 
oath. You shall write out a full confession of your 
crime.” 

“ Yes — at Ihornden.” 

“ No— here.” • ' 

“ Why not at Ihornden ?” The fellow knew 
that he could easily give me the slip once we were 
out of the quarry. ' ' 

“ Because I intend to'have it here.” 

“ But I’ve not even a piece of paper.” 

“ That’s a lie. You have a note-book in your 


204 the tramping xMETHODIST 

pocket and I pulled it out. “ I can lend you a 
pencil.” . 

“ I can’t write it lying on my back, while you’re 
half strangling me, you beast !” 

“ Sit up, then.” 

I relaxed the grip of my hands and the pressure 
of my knee sufficiently to allow him to raise him- 
self. 

“There, you can write now, and, remember. 
I’ll throttle the life out of you if you move an 
inch.” 

He began to write in the note-book at my dicta- 
tion ; 

“ I, Harold Enchmarsh ” 

I had seen his handwriting on several occasions, 
and knew that the round, bold letters he was form- 
ing were merely an attempt to make the document 
valueless. I pressed my fingers on his windpipe, 
and the next moment he had dropped the pencil 
and paper, and was writhing between my knees. 

“ You scoundrel ! I’m not the fool you think me. 
Write in your usual hand — I know it well — or I’ll 
shout for help, and deliver you over to justice, come 
what may.” 

He sat up, looking very white and ill, and wrote, 
his hands trembling because of the grip of mine : 

“ I, Harold Enchmarsh, hereby declare that I 
murdered my cousin, John Palehouse, by striking 
him on the temple with a pistol in Plurenden Quarry, 
on the fourteenth of July, 1799.” 

I bade him tear out the leaf; then I took my 
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hands from his throat, leaving blue finger-marks on 
the skin, and thrust the paper into my pocket. 

“ You can go now.” 

What shall you do with that ?” he said hoarsely,; 
pointing to John Palehouse. 

I considered. 

“ I can account for his death in a faU from the top 
of the quarry, and for the bruise on his forehead in 

one of the stones scattered round about ” 

I ceased speaking suddenly, for the grief which had 
been waiting outside my heart till rage had left it 
now stole in, and choked my voice. Enchmarsh 
stood by me in silence, his hands clasped round his 
throat. ^ As I looked at him, I was seized with an 
unholy joy that I had punished the villain so well. 
What aie you going to do ?” he asked faintly 
“I shall run to Coarsebam Farm and tell the 
folk that my friend has had a fall into Plurenden 
Quarry, and is dead. As for you, you had better 
be off at once ’’-it was my great ambition to get 
the brute away. » On your first opportunity re- 
lease Ruth Shotover from her engagement, and 
remember that if you move a finger against her or 
her brother, I produce my e\ndence — and many a 

man has been hanged on less.” 

Ruth Shotover ” — he stood repeating the name 
and biting his nails— » Ruth Shotover— Ruth Ench- 
marsh Ruth Lyte. Oh, damn you !” 

“ Be off !” I cried. “ Remember that I carry your 
death.” - -■ 

He threw me a fierce glance of hatred ; then he 
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John Palehonse believed to have met his death 
through a fall into Plurenden Quarry, then — oh, 
blessed thought ! it sent the blood to my cheeks 
and the tears to my eyes. 

Suddenly, as I ran, I became aware of footsteps 
following me, and of voices calling me to stop. I 
turned my head. The little lane was steep and 
rough. I stumbled in a rut, and fell prone. The 
next minute a pair of hands were on my shoulders, 
pinning me to the ground, while my legs were seized 
and held forcibly, and a voice I seemed to have 
heard before exclaimed : 

“ Now we have you, my fine fellow !” 

What with the violence of my fall and the un- 
expectedness of all that had happened, I lay for a 
second or two utterly bewildered, without power of 
speech. At last, however, I managed to turn my 
head, and looked, dumbfounded, into the face of 
Curate Kitson. 

“What — what the devil is this ?” I stammered. 

“ Yes, indeed. What — ^what the devil is it ?” 
mocked Kitson. 

“ Will you let me get up ?” 

“ AU in good time. Leave go his legs, Pitcher ; he 
had better stand. He can’t very weU speak with 
his mouth full of dust.” 

The grip on my ankles was relaxed, and I rose 
painfully to my feet. Kitson stood before me, with 

two farm labourers. ■ One of these, as soon as I was 

» ' 

upright, pinned my arms to my sides. I was 
evidently regarded as a dangerous subject. 
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4 S hoUy!' =“ 

Kitson. “We have 

Pnthtf y*'''*' feUow-Ranter, 

Pakhouse, in Plurenden Quarry.” 

‘ He feU ovej- the edge ... he is dead I’m 

on ixty way to Coarsebarn Farm for help.” 

„ seemed in a demned hurry.” 

suppose you think I murdered him ?” I cried 

vWence®^ 

“^0 ^he quarry, as 

stammoL 1 ^ speak the truth, and 

' Kitson grinned. 

ipp:ris?oSsrth^^ 

w fool iSt'l 

r« r ^ was— oh, thrice a fool I Thanks 

Pistof wr^Tl be discovered. The 

Jm!vi I recognised as Enchmarsh’s • he 

heart broken— Shotover hanged, and Ruth’s 
fool ' ' • A hundred times a 

_ Suddenly I started^ and- looked closer • then rmr 
jaw dropped, and the sweat 7 ’ “ ^ 

hen A Vk ' ■ 1 , beaded out on my fore- 

nead. The pistol was mine. ^ 

How had it coma into Enihmarsh's hands ? Was 

14 
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it indeed my pistol that had kUled John Palehouse ? 
I stood absolutely dumbfounded, but saw that I 
must rise to the occasion. My first impulse was to 
betray Enchmarsh, but I thought of the conse- 
quences, and refrained. There was surely some 
other way of clearing myself of this hateful charge 
If I did not think of it now I should think of it 
later. I had no right to wreck Ruth’s happiness 
simply because I was in danger. 

Well,” drawled Kitson, “ how much paler, and 
how much redder, and how much more sweat ?” 

I saw that my emotion was damning me so 
fought it down. 

“Well,” continued the curate, “how do you 
account for the pistol ?” 

“ I must have dropped it.” 

“ Yes — and fractured the butt.” 

He held out the pistol and showed me a deep 
crack across the butt. With such force must 
Enchmarsh have struck John Palehouse. 

Do you still deny that you are a murderer ?” 

I do.” 

“ Perhaps you deny that this is your pistol 
“ No, I don’t deny that.” Such a course would 
mve een useless, as my initials were engraved on 
the butt, and every one at Ihornden knew the 
weapon to be mine* 

“ It is just as weU not to tell more lies than you 
can help. We won’t keep you here any longer. 
Your reverence shall see the inside of a jail for once 
m your saintly 'life. But we must have a warrant. 
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of commitiiieiit first. *Let all things be done 
decently and in order,’ as the Apostle says. So off 
with you to Sir Miles Wycliellow/' 

I was quite ready, for I felt sure that I should 
easily be able to clear myself before the kind magis- 
trate, who knew of my love for JohiiiPalehouse and 
the ge»od cliaracter I had hitherto borne. 

Tlie two farm men instantly gripped me by the 
shoulders and marched me up Heartsap Hill. They 
\vere great rough fellows, and seemed to relish their 
work. They had doubtless been among the rioters 
on Biddenden Common, and rejoiced to wreak their 
spite on the hated Methodist. The curate walked 
beside us, his lip curling slightly. He, too, delighted 
in the hour of revenge. 

I held my head high, for I felt confident. In fact, 
the only thing that perplexed me was — how had 
Enchmarsh come by my pistol ? Had he been using 
it in mistake for his own ? Had his own been’ 
damaged, and had he taken mine, rather than ask 
a favour of me ? Or — desperate thought I — had he 
iiitended to murder John Palehoiise, and deliber- 
ately made use of my pistol, so that he might avert 
suspicion from himself and fix it on me, and thus kill 
two birds with one stone — his cousin and his rival ? 

We had reached Ihornden before I could answer 
any of these questions. The servant who opened 
tlie door fell back in surprise at “the sight of my 
escort, but neither I nor Kitson vouchsafed any 
explanation. The curate asked for Sir Miles, and 
on being told that he was out, requested to be shown 
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a room where he and his prisoner — a slight accent 
on the word prisoner,” which made the servant 
stare yet more blankly — could await his return. We 
were ushered into a small room looking out on the 
terrace, Kitson and the two labouring men sat at 
the table, while I flung myself on a bench near the 
window. 

My spirits were somewhat dashed by an hour’s 
waiting — in fact, they soon fell very low indeed — 
for after some thought, I came to the conclusion that 
I should not find it so easy to clear myself as I had 
imagined, I was resolved not to speak a word that 
might lead to Guy Shotover’s arrest, and it seemed 
as if only by such a word I could be saved, I spent 
the hour that followed in imaginary conversations 
with Squire Wychellow, every one of which ended 
in my betraying Enchmarsh — and with him Shot- 
over, My only safe course seemed to be to hold my 
tongue. 

The sky grew greyer, and gusts of rain beat 
against the windows. A dog howled to the accom- 
paniment of the wind, and every now and then a 
door slammed in a distant part of the house. Kitson 
and my guards talked in low voices, as if cowed by 
the uiicanniness of the day. A cart had been sent 
to fetch the body of John Palehouse, and the men 
who drove it had gone forth pale and wide-eyed, 
starting at every sound. Horror was in the wind 
and in the house. A gust blew the leaves off the 
trees as if autumn had come, and they danced on 
the terrace a dance of death. 
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At last the horrible wind brought us the sound of 
coach-wheels, and Sir Miles’s coach rolled up to the 
door. From the window I could see Lady Wychel- 
low dismount, followed by her husband, Guy Shot- 
over, and Ruth. 

Kitson rose, and w'ent to meet the magistrate in 
the hall. I still gazed out of the window, for Ruth 
was still standing where I could see her. 

Sir Miles entered in great perturbation, rubbing 
his hands, as was his habit when excited. 

“ What the devil is all this ?” he cried. “ Surely 
there’s some mistake !” 

I was at a loss what to say, so fixed m3? e3'es on the 
floor, and answered him not a word. 

Sir Miles looked mystified. 

“ Give your evidence,” he said abruptty, turning 
to Kitson. 

The curate gave his evidence, which was con- 
firmed by the working men Pitcher and Green. 

“ Do you wish to contradict anything these 
gentlemen have said ?” 

“No.” 

“ You confess that you killed Palehouse ?” 

“ No !” I cried sharply, lifting my head. 

Sir Miles knit his brow's. 

“ Begad, Mr. Kitson ! your evidence is clear 
enough, but I’m loth to disbelieve this young man.” 

“ Why, he’s as big a liar as Ananias !” cried the 
curate, roused by hatred out of his usual state of 
insolent calm. “ He has already told us several lies. 
You don’t deny that, do you ?” — turning to me. 
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“ No.” 

Sir Miles glanced at me impatiently. 

“ Begad, sir ! I’m sick of your ‘ no.’ What has 
come over you ?” 

My heart was too full for speech, so I only stared 
at the ground. The squire shrugged his shoulders. 

“ He looks hang-dog enough. But when I first 
met him he was risking his life and limb to save the 
man you say he has just murdered. He and Pale- 
house loved each other lilce brothers ” 

“No doubt it was a sudden quarrel. These 
Ranters are always as hot-tempered as Old Harry — 
and who killed Palehouse if not this fellah ?” 

“ Perhaps he fell from the top of the quarry ?” 

Kitson grinned. “ Mr. Lyte did not make that 
-Statement with — er — sufficient cahnness for me to 
believe it. Besides, what of the pistol ?” 

“ Is this pistol yours, young man ?” 

“ Yes, Sir Miles.” 

The squire shook his head. 

“ I’ve sent for a doctor from Cranbrook to examine 
the body ; and, of course, there will be an inquest, 
when we shall be told whether the bruise on Pale- 
house’s foi'ehead has anything to do with Mr. Lyte’s 
pistol. In the meantime ” 

“He must go. to jail,” drawled' the curate, who 
evidently enjoyed heaping every insult on me. 

Sir Miles flushed. 

“ I fear so. The charge is serious. Young man, 
I am loth to commit you, but you leave me no 
choice.” 
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He stood for a moment in thought, Come, Sir 
Miles, the warrant,” said Kitson sweetly. 

Swearing under his breath, the squire moved 
slowly towards his writing-table. The warrant was 
made out, and I was locked into an attic till the 
constable should arrive from Biddenden to take me 
in. charge* 

Here I had ample time for reflection — the con- 
stable was a leisurely man — and I cannot say that 
the hours passed pleasantly. Hitherto I had been 
racking my brains for some way of clearing myself 
without involving Enchmarsh. I had realised that 
this would be difficult, but now I sa\v that it would 
be impossible. I could not establish my innocence 
without sending Enchmarsh — and with him, Guy 
Shotover — to the gallows. 

I saw that even now it would be comparatively 
easy to put matters straight. Enchmarsh must 
be somewhere in the house, the marks of my fingers 
must still be on his throat, no one %voiild question 
the autlienticity of the confession in my pocket, and 
the presence of my pistol in Plurenden Quarry could 
no doubt be satisfactorily explained. I could 
certainly save myself if I pleased — but ought I to 
do so ? 

The question rose stern and baffling, and I 
trembled before it* Shotover’s arrest would certainty 
follow my betrayal of Enchmarsh* I thought of 
Rutiles face as I had last seen 'it,' her eyes full of 
pleading, her lips quivering with 'unselfish love* 
She had given up all that makes life worth living 
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to save her brother. Had I the cruelty to make 
her sacrifice of none effect ? 

“Ah, but it is because I love her!” I cried in 
answer to my own thoughts. “ Surely she had 
rather lose her brother than lose me — surely she 
loves me more than that abject coward.” 

“True,” replied the inward voice; “doubtless 
she loves you more, but she has loved you all these 
past weeks and yet she has sacrificed you to her 
brother. She could any day have banished Ench- 
marsh and have given herself to you, but she would 
not, because to do so would have meant the death 
of her brother, who loved life.” 

“ She naturally shrank from uttering his death- 
sentence with her own lips, but if he perished through 
words of mine ” 

“ She would despise you for ever.” 

“But I should be dooming him only indirectly. 
He would owe his death to Enchmarsh ” 

“ And to you. If you speak you speak with the 
full knowledge that your words will hang him.” 

I groaned. A year ago I should have been glad 
to die. But this day happiness, love, and heart’s 
desire had been put within my reach, and it was 
cruel to have them snatched from me. Oh, I must 
speak, I must live, come what may ! 

Then I pictured my meeting with Ruth after I 
had spoken. She would look at me with sad, 
reproachful eyes.. 

“ Dear,” I should cry, “ I did it all for your 
happiness.” 
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And she would 
sadly : 

“ No doubt you d 
it no less hard for r 

^ J cox, I, VI. Ill V 

confidence m my lover,” 

I sat in silence, my head sunk on my breast, mv 
hands clasped betiveen my knees. Whatever course 
I adopted, Ruth ivas bound to suffer. The question 
1 had to consider was~which would cause her least 
misery ? Surely she would ratlier lose her brother. 
But not through me, for that way she lost me too. 

wiji I never be to Ruth 

what I had been before. All her faith in me, her 

tiust, lie.r reverence, would be gone. 

Thm there were other considerations. I had 
0 Euchmarsh that Guy Shotover was nothing 
to me, but now I realised that at the bottom of my 
heart lurked a sort of sneaking affection for the 
follow. It was true that his weakness and cowardice 
stood between me and all hope, but I could not 
forget that he had befriended me when I was friend- 

my Ret with his own hands, and had made me sleep 
m his o\ni bed. Besides, I could not deny that the 
man was lovable, that he was gentle, simple-hearted- 
and devoted to holy things. But the chief point 
m his favour was that he was my benefactor. One 
dad scruples about sending one’s, benefactor to fail 
So love and honour bade me be silent, to suffer 
death rather than speak. After all, the evidence 
against me being purely circumstantial, it was 


answer 
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possible that the county magistrates might not 
think it safe to give a petty jury the chance of con- 
victing me. 

But if I betrayed Shotover I sent him to certain 
death — and what would become of Ruth when he 
was hanged ? I should be too poor to marry her 
for years to come, and she had no relations living. 
Doubtless the Wychellows would care for her ; never- 
theless, her lot would be a hard one. I had no right 
to condemn her to it. 

No. I must be silent. I saw my way plainly — 
the way of sdence. Love and honour tied my 
tongue, bade me suffer, and if need be, die. So I 
fell on my knees and commended my resolution to 
God, asking Him to help me, who, without Him, 
was helpless. 

After that I felt calmer, and sat listening to the 
sweet songs of the birds, till a step outside ray prison 
made me start. The next moment the door was 
unlocked, and Sir Miles Wychellow came in. 

“The doctor has arrived from Cranbrook,” he 
said abruptly. “ He has examined Palehouse and 
he has examined your pistol, and swears that the 
death of one is due to a blow from t’other.” 

There was dead silence. I had risen, and stood 
shufEing my feet uneasily. Sir Miles laid his hand 
on my shoulder. 

“ Come, my lad,” he said, very kindly, “I’m, sure 
you can explain all this if you choose. Make a 
clean breast of it. Did you kill Palehouse ?” 

“ No.” 


IN A SORE STRAIT 219 

“ But, young manj there’s little use in saying 
‘ no.’ You must give us facts.” 

He waited for a moment, then, as I remained 
silent, continued ; “ Did you and Palehouse meet 
anyone near Plurenden ?” 

“ No.” 

“You and he were alone together the whole of 
your walk ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ That’s bad ! If Palehouse and you were alone 
the whole morning, why ” he hesitated. 

“ Yes,” I replied, “ the conclusion is natural 
enough.” 

“ I can’t understand you,” said Sir Miles ; “ you 
are either a fool or a liar.” 

I was both, but I would not tell him so. 

“ Come, lad, why so proud and silent ? If you’re 
guilty, confess. Perhaps there are e.xtenuating cir- 
cumstances.” 

His voice was so gentle, and he patted my shoulder 
so kindly that I was cut to the heart, and could not 
answer him. 

“ You won’t answer me ? Well, so be it,” and 
he went off, shaking his head. 

I paced miserably up and down the room, now' 
and then singing a verse of “ Jesu, Lover of my 
Soul ” to comfort my fainting heart. Rain began 
to fall, and the clouds rolled back from the face of 
the sun, so that an angry copper glare streamed 
upon the rain. The west was bloody and ragged 
as if the sun were setting in wrath. In about half an 
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hour my prison door opened, and Sir Miles came 
back to tell me that the constable had arrived from 
Biddenden, and would take me off to the village 
lock-up. 

I followed the magistrate to the hall, where the 
constable was waiting with gyves. I winced at the 
sight of these, but schooled myself to submission 
and held out my hands. I noticed that Guy Shot- 
over was skulking at the further end of the hall. 
When we were about to leave the house, he came 
forward and whispered a few words to Sir Miles. 

“Egad! I had forgotten,” said the baronet. 
“ Wait a moment, my man, the prisoner has had no 
food since morning.” 

I had been so highly wrought that I had not 
noticed how hungry I was. My needs had occurred 
to no one but Guy, and his solicitude was character- 
istic of him. The constable made no objection to 
waiting while I had some supper. I ate in silence, 
and had soon finished. Guy shook hands with me, 
and asked me if I had any money. I told him that 
I had enough, and he begged me to borrow of him 
if ever I should be in need. 

The sun was sinking fast when we left the house, 
and w^ent down the avenue. We were nearly at the 
gate when a white figure suddenly flashed into the 
copper glare of the sunset. It was Ruth. I do not 
know whether she wa's out on purpose to see me, or 
whether I had come upon her unawares. She did 
not speak, but drew aside to let us pass, while she 
stared in horror at my gyves. Her eyes were red 
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with crying, and the sight of her was as hot iron on 
a raw wound. I looked into her face and tried to 
speak, but the words froze on my tongue. Did she 
believe me guilty or innocent ? I longed to ask her, 
but had not the courage. 

In a quarter of an hour we reached Biddenden, 
and I spent the tramp in racking my brains for a 
safe way of disposing of Enchmarsh’s confession, 
for I knew that as soon as I reached the lock-up I 
should be searched. The paper was in the breast- 
pocket of my coat, and I wondered if I could slip 
it into a safer place without the constable noticing 
me. He did not seem a very observant fellow. 
He walked beside me half asleep, his eyes nearly 
shut. 

Wot yer doing, young man he cried suddenly. 

Tying my shoe-lace,” I replied, as I slipped 
Enchmarsli’s confession from my pocket into my 
^ stocking. 

I can’t have no loitering, come on I” 

I obeyed, well satisfied ; and a few minutes later 
we entered Biddenden. The men had not yet come 
back fr<.>m the fields, and the street was deserted, 
save for a few women and children, who stared 
curiously at me and whispered among themselves, 

I was marched past the church and the inn to the 
village lock-iip— a tiny dark cell, the floor rough and 
dirty, the wails trickling with damp. 

I had not expected a very thorough search, and 
the constable did little more than bid me turn out 
my pockets. Having satisfied himself as to their 
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contents, he went ofi, locking the door. I groped 
my way to a bench set against the wall, which was 
the only furniture the place contained, and gave 
myself up to thought. I decided to let Enchmai'sh’s 
confession stay where it was for the present, as I 
might be searched again. 

The stars came out, and the hirsh of night fell on 
all things, but I was too soiTowful to sleep. My 
heart was full of bitter longing for John Palehouse. 
I had hitherto been too much engrossed in my 
difficulties to pine for him ; but now that the ques- 
tions which had tormented me were answered, now 
that I had taken the roughest of the two roads before 
which I had stood hesitating, my heart was open to 
grief and craving, and I brooded miserably. It 
was terrible to think that all men believed I had 
killed him, my dearest friend, for whom I would 
have willingly laid down my life. To be charged 
with such a crime was only a degree less awful than 
to have committed it. 

Day dawned after what seemed an eternity, and 
about nine o’clock the constable appeared with a 
bowl of gruel for my breakfast, and told me that the 
inquest had already taken place, and that a verdict 
of “ wilful murder ” had been brought against me. 
At noon I appeared before the local magistrates, 
who, after hearing the detailed and conclusive 
evidence of Kitsdn, Pitcher, and Green, committed 
me for trial at thei Maidstone assizes. I was taken 
back to my dirty little cell, and there I sat, hot and 
depressed, -till at twilight the bolt was shot back and 
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the constable, muffled in many wraps, bade me 
tumble up, for I was to go to Maidstone by the night 
coach. 

The fresh air was sw'eet after the stuffiness of my 
prison. It fanned my hot cheeks gratefully; it 
soothed me into a happier frame of mind. 

We reached the cross-roads near Three Chimneys 
after a few minutes’ walk. Here we were to wait 
till the Maidstone coach went by. The sun had 
set, and the sky was blue-grey, except for dark 
masses of cloud, and for a faint glow of red and 
orange in tire west. It had been raining, and the 
hedges, fields, and trees were wet, and great pools 
shone on the road in the twilight. The fold star 
hung above Chittenden, and the wind crept with a 
moaning wffiisper over the fields, and rustled tire 
grasses by the wayside. Every now and then a 
burst of summer lightning show'ed me the meadows 
and spinneys lying in their night stillness, show^ed me 
High Tilt and Hareplain, and the roofs of Castwisell, 
and all the dear places where John Palehouse and 
I had roamed together. I thought of my friend 
lying silent and peaceful at Ihornden Hall, his white 
irands folded on his breast ; and the thought no 
longer tortured, but soothed me. “ They shall 
hunger no more, neither thirst any more.” His 
sufferings w'ere over, the chastening hand was lifted 
from his back and sides, the cup of deadly wine was 
withdrawn from his lips. No longer w’’Ould he 
sorrow for the beautiful unworthy woman he had 
loved, no longer would he travail in prayers and 
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tears for the thankless souls of men; no longer would 
he starve, and tramp, and toil. “ Yea, saith the 
Spirit, for they rest from their labours.” 

A rumble of wheels drew near, and at last the 
coach rolled into view, and pulled up at a signal 
from the constable. The outside was crowded, so 
we were forced to go inside, which I hated, for the 
summer night was glorious, hot and still, and the 
interior of the coach was stuffy, and full of noise and 
smeU. Moreover, my fellow passengers had little 
relish for travelling with a man who wore gyves on 
his wrists ; and though the constable assured her 
that I was “ perfectly tractable, madam,” one old 
lady removed herself and her belongings to the 
further end of the coach, and declared that she 
would not be able to sleep a wink aU night, for she 
was sure that I should murder her if ever she closed 
an eye. 

I sat in a kind of stupor, while the coach lurched 
and jolted over ruts. A lamp hanging from the 
roof swung with every roll and cast weird shadows 
on the faces of my companions. Near Headcom 
I fell asleep, and dreamed a strange, jumbled dream 
about Ihomden and Shoyswell, Ruth Shotover, 
Mary Winde, and John Palehouse. Then I dreamed 
that I was dead, and stood as a disembodied spirit 
in Shoyswell fold. I woke with a shudder. The 
wheels were jolting over cobbles, and houses reared 
their gables against a sky yellow with moonlight. 
We had reached Maidstone. 

The coach drew up at the Star Iim, and the 
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constabfet swearing that he had never been so 
thirsty in his life, led me into the bar. He was a 
kindly fellow, and offered to stand me a glass of ale, 
for which I was grateful, as both my soul and body 
were faint enough. 

In spite of the late hour the bar was crowded to 
overflowing. I sat in an obscure corner, the 
constable’s burly figure shutting out the rest of the 
company, whose talk, songs, and laughter came to 
me as in a dream. I had soon finished my ale, and 
leaned back with closed eyes. I had nearly fallen 
into a doze when I heard close by me a feeble 
twitter, the ghost of a lark’s rising song. I lifted 
my eyes and saw above my head a tiny cage in which 
a lark was imprisoned. There was barely room 
for him to turn, and every now and then he dashed 
his little body against the bars with the force of 
desperation. Occasionally he tried to sing — the old 
glad song mth which he had flown up into the face 
of God — but the notes were piteous, and died off 
in a haunting cry. Poor little heart ! How I 
pitied it with its ruffled breast and round, frightened 
eyes, I had seen larks rise from the Sussex fields ; 

I had been awakened by the stirring of their wings. 

Then the thought came to me that in an hour’s 
time I should be even as this lark — a prisoner, 
beating in vain against iron bars. Poor little heart !, 
You and I are brethren. 

The constable interrupted my reverie. 

“ Come, young feller j no more starin’ at that 
tedious bird) but off with yer to jail !” 


15 
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With that he marched me through a crowd of 
curious mocking faces into the fresh air and moon- 
light. A few minutes’ walk brought us to a huge 
grey building with shackles hung over the door. 
Before the constable had told me I knew this was 
the jail, and my heart sank. 

The formalities that preceded my admission were 
short, and owing to the time of night, sleepy. 
Shackles were no longer worn by the prisoners, so 
mine were struck off, much to my relief, and I was 
led down a series of dark, stuffy passages to an iron 
door. 

I held my breath, but the next moment gasped 
it forth in horror. The opening of the door revealed 
a terrible sight — a room in which sleeping men lay 
together like beasts. The window was unglazed, 
nevertheless the atmosphere was noisome. Accus- 
tomed as I was to living and sleeping in the open 
air, the idea of such quarters chilled my blood. For 
a long time after the jailer had locked the door, I 
stood motionless,- with covered face, shivering like 
a girl. 

At last I managed to control my disgust, and 
started to pick my way across the room, warily and 
shrinkmgly, like one who crossed a battlefield the 
day after the fight. I touched a man’s head with 
my foot, and he swore, but did not wake. At last 
I reached a spot where there was room for me to lie 
down. Fortunately, I was exhausted after two 
nights’ sleeplessness, for it would have crazed me to 
lie wakeful in that hell. 


m ■ 


CHAPTER XVII 

OF THE METHODIST IN PRISON 

The sound Of laughter mingled with my dreams 
and I awoke. A number o^t-amSi 

round me 1 5 “ “en were standing 

face - foratfirl mystified 

lace , tor at first I had no idea where I was Remom 

S' my S!" ““ ““ I =‘"S8W 

“When did you come here .? Answer civiliv » 

S fhe S. 

“ About midnight.” 

“ What’s your name ?” 

“ Lyte.” 

“ What are you here for ?” 

“ On a charge of murder.” 

“ Just US I told the lads while you were sleeuiuu 
Yoye a reg’lar murderer’s phis. Think voS 

likely to get off ,, ' . ■. - ■ 

I can’t say/’ 

“ Are you one of us ?”-and he addressed me in 
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I shook my head. 

line ^ Anything in the smashing 

“ No ; I’m a Methodist preacher.” 

A roar of laughter burst from my audience. 

‘‘A Methodee ! A Methodee l' The devil ' but 
we ll be having daily prayers now. Are you saved ?” 

“ ‘ Sing hey for the Methodist parson ; 

Sing ho for the Ranter bold ! 
i He kissed my wife ’ ” 

“ Hold your damn noise, will you ?” cried mv 
questioner. “I want to find out something more 
about the cove. Where’s your little Bethel ?’ 

‘‘ I have no chapel. I’m a travelling preacher.” 

How old are you ?” 

“ Twenty-one.” 

“ You’re young for holiness.” Then he put his 
face close to mine, and winked. “ Any pretty girl 
to love you ?” ^ ° 

I flushed angrily, and was silent. 

Conie, now ; won’t you tell us whether she’s 

Clark or fair.” 

wi" I questions. 
Wiiat right have you to pester me in this way ?” 

‘ I advise you to be civil, young feller. We lads 
aren t over gentle with the young and insolent. But 
never mind; you’ve said your catechism Hke a good 

1 I some beer.” 

” he went off to the other end of the room, 

r '^^aidj where a bottle was going round. 
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A chiircli clock close by struck nine, and I realised 
that I was very hmigiy. But I had rather starve 
than mix with the rough, profane crowd, deAiniririg 
and swilling meat and beer a few yards off. I lay 
down in tlie cleanest spot I could find, and gave 
myself up to thought, 

I took advantage of my comparative solitude to 
slip Eiichmarsh’s confession out of my stocking — 
by no means a convenient hiding-place — back into 
'.my pocket. I had. been searched, in -a very per- 
fmictory manner, on my arrival at the jail, and did 
not expect the ordeal to be repeated till I was 
brought up for trial. 

The sun rose higher, and fell with such fierceness 
on the stones where I lay that I was forced to creep 
into the shade. Here three men were stretched, 
talking so foully tliat I hurriedly left them for the 
crowd, who, I felt sure, had not viler tongues than 
they. 

I found every one drowming their cares, and was 
invited to join them. But I suffered no less from 
hunger than from thirst, and asked for some food. 

^'Have you any coin?” was the immediate 
question. 

Yes ; but why ?” 

Why ? Because you can’t have any prog till 
570U tip us the blunt,” 

I thought rations were provided by the prison 
authorities.” 

Do prime tripe and ham pie look like rations 
provided by the prison authorities, as you’re kind 
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enough to caU a pack of blessed old fools and 
knaves ? No, my man, this *ere tripe and this ’ere 
pie have come from the Lock and Fetters over the 
way, and must be paid for in cash down.” 

“ What does the prison provide in the wav of 

. food ?’’ ■ 

“ Not enough for you to live on. No one lives 
on prison rations unless they wants to escape 

hanging. So which will you have, young feller- 
tripe or pie ?” 

fw" ® I be ruined at 

tills tctXG# 

‘‘ Haven’t you any pals to keep you ?” 

I don t wish to be kept by my friends.” 

Oh, we’re a bit of a game-cock, are we ? Never 
mind ; starvation will soon lower our crest.” 

I did not answer, but fell to my helping of tripe, 
supplemented by a mug of very bad ale. For this 
meal I was obliged to pay just double the price I 
s iou d have paid under ordinary circumstances,- 
which made my heart sink, as I had only a few 
slidlmgs left, and hated the thought of borrowing. 

The sun rose higher and the room grew hotter. 

atmosphere was suffocating, and men 
y uetched on the floor, panting like beasts. My 
ipswje cracked with thirst, for the ale was finished. 

side in the street a girl was selling fruit, and 
veiy now and then her voice floated into the stifling 
room and mocked us — ° 


“ Ripe cherries ! I cry, 
Who’ll buy, who’ll buy ?” 
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I opened my Bible, and tried to find comfort, but 
my head ached, and I felt deadly sick. 

At last the evening came and the horrible sun 
left us for a bloody setting. Darkness fell and the 
stars glittered. Far away in the fields the dew was 
shining, and the wind was rustling the grass. I 
thought of the beech-woods where I had so often 
spent the night, of the rabbits that used to waken 
me by scampering over my body, of the toadstools, 
orange, yellow, and speckled, that used to spring up 
round me while I slept. Perhaps I should never see 
the fields and woods again, perhaps I had enjoyed 
my last of singing birds, rustling grass, falling dew, 
and scampering conies. 

I was seized with a desperate longing for the open 
air. I could have rushed at that stem iron door, 
shaken it, kicked it, beaten out my brains against 
it. Why, because a fellow man is a murderer and 
a coward, must I lose all that makes life sweet ? I 
can endure this horrible captivity no longer ; I must 
go back to the fields and the wind. Next time the 
jailer comes round I shall ask to see the governor ; 
I shall show him Enchmarsh’s confession ; I shall 
demand Enchmarsh’s arrest ; I — get thee behind 
me, Satan ! I am here for love’s sake, and God 
is love, and God Jias said : “ Whosoever shall 
lose his life for My sake shall keep it unto life 
eternal.” . 

There were no beds in the ward-, only a few rugs, 
and these were dirty and verminous. I shuddered 
at the thought of spending a night under one of them, 
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but an icy wind had sprung up^ and seemed to pierce 
ray veiy bones. 

I was standing watching my miserable companions 
lie doura and huddle together like cattle in winter, 
wlien some one touched my elbow. I looked round, 
and saw a young fellow of ragged yet genteel 
appearancCj whom I had noticed very drunk that 
morning. 

“ Excuse me, but you seem to have no friends in 
this place. May I offer you a share of my rug ?” 

“ Thank you kindly, but I must not put you to 
such discomfort.” 

“ There will be no discomfort ; on the contrary, 
I shall be all the warmer for an extra bedfellow.” 

“ An extra, bedfellow ?” 

“ I have one mate already, but he’s so dirty that 
I daren’t lie closer to him than I can help. Do accept 
my offer. Rugs are scarce, and you can’t sleep 
without one, for the nights are as cold as the days 
are stifling.” 

I was grateful for his kindness, and availed myself 
of it. We lay down under an exceedingly filthy 
rug, and soon were joined by a dirty foul-tongued 
wretch, wdio plagued us for an hour or more with 
stories of the various bedfellows he had had in 
Lewes jail, which were neither amusing nor edifying. 
About eleven o’clock there was silence, and we all 
tried to sleep. 

I hardly closed my eyes. All round me men 
snored and shivered, moaned and cursed. Every 
now and then a fellow would scream, and some of the 
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younger ones sobbed in their sleep. In spite of the 
cold the atmosphere was stifling, and we lay so 
close that I could not stir without touching the 
flesh of other men. One of my bedfellows was, as 
I have already said, filthy in the extreme,- and even 
the other was far from clean — I was not clean myself ; 
it was imiJossible to be clean in such a place. 

Oh, the indescribable wretchedness of that night I 
I panted and shivered at one and the same time ; 
I longed and prayed for morning, though I knew it 
would bring only a change of evils. The lad at my 
side moaned, tossed,- tumbled, and raved. Every 
now and then he vuuld, to my surprise, murmur a 
sentence from the English Prayer Book ; “ That it 
may please Thee to have mercy on all prisoners and 
captives, and on all who are desolate and oppressed ” 
— “We do earnestly repent,- and are heartily sorry 
for these our misdoings. . . . Have mercy upon us, 
most merciful Father.” “ Thou hast laid me in the 
lowest pit, in a place of darkness and in the deep .... 
Free among the dead, like unto those that are 
wounded and lie in the grave, who are out of remem- 
brance.” He talked louder and more frequently 
than anyone else, and occasionally a restless prisoner 
would wake him with a kick or a blow, and bid him 
hold his tongue and be damned. 

Surely sleeplessness and suffering would eventually 
drive me mad ! But God is very merciful, and just 
as my brain was reeling and my heart breaking 
under my burden of loneliness, pain, and longing, 
He sent sweet thoughts of my dead friend to cheer 
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me. I realised how near he was to me, though 
death divided us, how he was now one of the cloud 
of witnesses who gazed on my struggle and helped 
me by their prayers. And when the white, trembling 
dawm show'ed up the prison bars, a strange, half- 
fearful peace ci'ept into my soul and whispered, as the 
light grew stronger and stronger, and showed me 
plainer and plainer the dirt, degradation, and misery 
in the midst of which I lay : “ Though ye have lien 
among the pots, yet shaU ye be as the wrings of a 
dove, which is covered with silver wings, and her 
feathers like gold.” 

So in spite of the horrors of that night, I rose in 
a fairly peaceful frame of mind. Most of my com- 
panions lay till a late hour, for to many the sleep 
which had been denied them in the darkness came 
with the dawn, and by the reddening light I saw 
them lying in the stillness of exhaustion, their 
sorrow-stamped faces showing how bitter were their 
dreams. 

About eight o’clock the ward was too noisy for 
any more sleeping. The sleepers awoke, stretched, 
cursed, groaned, and staggered, half-blind with 
drowsiness, to where an early jug of ale was going 
from mouth to mouth. I would have none of it. 
My stock of shillings was very low, and as I was not 
hungry, I resolved to live that day on prison fare. 
This, which consisted of a small loaf and half a pint 
of water, was brought to me half an hour later, and 
I sat down to breakfast in a distant corner. 

Here I was joined by my friend of the night. He 
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brought a bowl of porridge, which he insisted on 
sharing with me. He evidently wished to make 
friends, and though at first I was inclined to be 
reserved, I soon began to take an interest in him. 
He seemed to have had some education, and his 
language was clean. 

“ I hope I did not disturb you much last night,” 
lie said. “ I fear that I rave terribly in my sleep.” 

“ You talked a good deal — especially about the 
Prayer Book.” 

He flushed scarlet, then said in a low voice : 

“ I was once a clergyman.” 

I was too much taken aback to reply. 

“ Yes,” he continued, “ for eighteen months I 
was Vicar of Rowfant.” 

” Why, that is in Sussex ! I come from Susse.x 
too!” 

“ I knew' it — I knew it by your speech. Y ou have 
the Sussex drawl.” 

“ Which is not pretty.” 

“ No. But it is like home. It was that w'hich 
made me take kindly to you at once. You reminded 
me of the old days.” 

I did not care to ply indiscreet questions, so w'as 
silent, hoping that he would of his free wall tell me 
more. ^ I w'as not disappointed, for after a few 
minutes’ silence he said : ’ 

“ Yes, I was ordained very young, and appointed 
to a living in the gift of a friend of my father’s, 
Harold Macaulay ” 

“What! You know Macaulay ?” 




‘‘ I hate him— I had a little sister, and- 
I undei stand. Have you heard tha 
changed his name ? He is now Squire E 
of Kitchcnhour, in Sussex.” 

“ I know it, and I shall give Sussex a w: 
or I may one day find myself in jail for 
But to go on with my story— there’s not nr 
of It. Soon after my appointment to 
Aicarage,^ some terrible sorrows came upoi 
lost my sister— mot through death— and my 
whom I loved above all things, died of 
brought on by grief. I was half crazed with 
and I did not seek comfort in God— I sous 
wane. My parishioners found me drunk a» 
agam, and at last I grew so ashamed that I 
my resignation to the Bishop, and went 
where I could no longer offend Christ’s flock 
evil example. I soon fell into want, and on 
faced starvation. I fought with the angu 
twenty-four hours, but my better natui 
weakened by indulgence, and in the evening 
a piece of bread.” ^ 

” And you were caught ?” 

Caught in the act, and !■ remember that 
they arrested me I wept, not because I was a pr 

the 

taken the bread awav ” 


IN PRISON 


"■m 


How long have yoti been in this place 
Nigh two years — a more lenient sentence than I 
expected. I have only five more weeks to go through 
Oh, it has been worse than helll” 

Poor fellow !” 

You must not pity me,” he said simply ; I do 
not deserve it. You are here on a charge of murder, 
are you not ?” 

'' Yes. What do you think of me ?” 

I am very sorry for you. Nowadays the guilty 
often fare better than the innocent.” 

“ Then you believe me innocent !” 

“ Certainly I do.” 

The words were quietly uttered, and were called 
forth by nothing more reliable than a few disjointed 
assertions I had made the preceding nightj when we 
lay together. But it is wonderful how they cheered 
me. I wrung his hand, too deeply moved to speakj 
and could hardly have felt more triumphant had I 
been acquitted in full court. 

The young parson and I sat together the whole 
morning and talked of Sussex, of fields, woods, 
streams, stars, and rain. He also gave me some 
information about jail life and my fellow-prisoners. 

There were nearly fifty men in the ward. Most 
of them were thieves, pick-pockets, '' shoiters,” and 

smashers,” the ofl'scouring of the county. Their 
language was always foul, and they were always 
fuddled with drink. There was almost as large a 
percentage of brawlers, scraggers, and stabbers. 
These brought their crimes with them to jaili and 
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when in liquor made the ward a very Bedlam with 
their violence. There was a third class; not nearly 
so numerous, consisting of men who had once been 
honest and respectable, but who, owing to poverty^ 
drink, or some sudden temptation, had committed 
a felony. 

The wardsman, or chief prisoner, was the fellow 
who had so minutely catechised me the day of my 
arrival. No words of my comrade’s could describe 
this wretch’s villainy ; it was to be brought home to 
me during the terrible days which followed. Joe 
Timberlake had been in jail for some years, and 
it seemed as if his object were to sear away what 
faint marks of innocency yet remained on the hearts 
of his comrades. He exercised a horrible tyranny 
over the ward. The scoundrel had in his possession 
one of the jailer’s whips, and with this I have seen 
him thrash a fellow till his clothes were in ribbons. 

He could practically do what he chose. The 
jailer never interfered — in fact, he abetted him. 
Sometimes in the cold evenings Joe would light a 
fire for the cooking of tripe, herrings, and sausages, 
and last, but not least, for the heating of a poker, 
with which, when liquor moved him, he inflicted 
gruesome tortures on the more helpless of his com- 
rades. If an ordinary prisoner had ventured to do 
this the jailer would have had him flogged almost 
to death, but because the tyrant was Timberlake, 
he never showed himself in the ward, in spite of the 
shrieks which proceeded from it on such occasions. . 

Once Joe, more drunk than usual, burnt out a 



IN PRISON 


victim’s eye. The poor wretch made such an. outcry 
that the governor heard it, and sent the jailer up to 
investigate. He looked in and saw the fellow rolling 
over and over on the ground, his hands covering his 
face ; he shook his head at Timberlake, said that he 
would report him if he did it again, and went away. 


Every other day we were turned out into the prison 
yard, that we might breathe a combination of smoke 
and smell called “ fresh air,” and indulge in a few 
occasional strides called “exercise.” In the yard 
prisoners were allowed to interview their friends, who 
stood on the further side of an iron grating. Most 
of my fello.w captives had friends, chiefly of the 
softer sex, but my heart never beat with the hope 
of seeing a loved face, and I skulked by myself on 
the opposite side of the yard, watching enviously 
the interchange of greetings. 

One day as I lounged thus, and had taken my 
Bible from my pocket for comfort, the young Sussex 
clergyman came up to me. 

“ There are some people wishing to see you.” 

“ To see me !” My cheeks flushed and my eyes 
glowed, but I assured him that he must be mistaken. 

“ Indeed, Fm not. They were asking for you by 
name— for Mr. Humphrey Lyte.” 

“ Who are they ? Do you know ?” 

“ A man and a girl.” • 

■I dashed off across the yard. . I expected to see 
Ruth Shotover. But it was not the beloved face 
that smiled on me^ though the smile was just as 
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sweet. Behind the grating stood Mary Winde and 
her father. I held out both my hands, while my 
heart was too full for speech. 

“ God bless you, lad,” said Peter huskily. 

‘‘ God bless you, sir. This is too great a kindness.” 
“ It was the promptings of our hearts. Directly 
we had Ruth Shotover’s letter telling us of your 
ttouble, Mary and I packed up our traps and came 
to Maidstone.” 

“ How is it that you are so' good to me ? So you 

heard the news from Ruth Shotover. Do' do you 

know where she is now ?” ^ 

“ She is in Maidstone.” 

My heart leaped and thumped^ and my cheeks 
flushed scarlet with joy, 

“ How long had she been here ?” 

tx/* yesterday with her brother and the 

Wychellows.” 

Then Mary leaned forward, and put her hand in 

mine. 

Humphrey, have you heard that Ruth is no 
lonpr engaged to Mr. Enchmarsh ?” 

“ I — I — ^no one told me.” 

WeU, it is true, and I’m not surprised — ^in fact • 

It is a mystery to me how they ever came to be 
engaged at all. What should you say, Humphrey, 
if one day she paid you a visit ?” 

■ did she ever hint that she 

might ?” 

MU w ■ to Sir 

Milts Wychellow, beggmg him to take her; she 
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woixld have come here to-day if the doctor had 
allowed it.” 

“ Has she been ill, then ?” 

“ Yes, Humphrey, so ill that she could not leave 
Ihomden till yesterday, and even then she would not 
have left if Sir Miles had had his way. He wanted 
her to remain quietly in the country, but she said i 
“ I shall go to Maidstone, and I shall stay there 
till Humphrey Lyte is acquitted !” 

“Then she believes me innocent!” My voice 
shook with rapture. 

“ Yes, and so do I,” said Mary. 

“ And so do I,” said Peter. 

“ You are very kind.” 

“ And credulous, some people would say. And 
let me tell you, lad, that it’s only because I know 
you to be incapable of such a revolting crime that I 
believe in your innocence. The evidence is dead 
against you. Sir Miles swears to your guilt, though 
he thinks it’s very likely only a case of manslaughter. 
By the bye, my lad, as you’re a felon in the eye of 
the law, you won’t be allowed the benefit of counsel. 
Have you considered what defence you shall make ?” 

I shook my head. 

“ That’s a piece of sinful neglect. Your life is too 
precious to be throwm away. Hearken,- lad — Mary 
and I had a long talk about you last night, and what 
do you think was the result of it ?-’ 

“ Indeed, I cannot say.” 

“ Why, we both vowed that you’re keeping some- 
thing back.” 

16 
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I set my teeth hard, then replied : 

“ Why should you think that ?” 

“ Because you’ve behaved so strangely. You 
deny the murder, but you won’t give us a plain tale 
of what happened, and when questioned you say 
silly things which you afterwards confess to be 
untrue. You were with John Palehouse the whole 
morning of the crime, and you must know who com- 
mitted it even if you weren’t an actual witness.” 

I was silent, and Peter continued : 

“ You’re acting foolishly and wickedly. Your 
friends can’t help you unless you give them facts.” 

“ I leave that to Curate Kitson.” 

“ Then you’re a fool !” exclaimed Peter. 

“ There is little doubt of that,” I cried bitterly ; 
“but, come, let us speak of happier things. Tell me 
about ShoysweU and all the dear places round it. 
Mary, are there many moon-daisies at Witherhurst, 
and many wild fowl on the marshes of Lossenham ? 
Do you remember how . we used to gather cowslips 
at Socknersh ? Are they all faded now ?” 

She answered none of these questions, but once 
more took my grimy hand in hers, and said : 

“ Humphrey, Ruth is free, and you too must be 
free — for her sake.” 

“ The jury, not I, will decide that.” 

She was about to reply, but was cut short by the 
voice of the jailer ordering us away. So I wrung 
Peter’s hand, and kissed Mary’s, and left them, 
thanking God for two such friends. 

I spent the next day in a state of feverish excite- 
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ment, and whenj the morning after, the hour of our 
“ fresh air and exercise ” drew near, I could scarcely 
contain myself. My bright eyes and flushed cheeks 
made my fellow-prisoners wonder and jeer. 

Would Ruth come ? Should I see her ? I per- 
plexed my heart with useless questions. I could 
scarcely eat for excitement. Oh, my darling, my 
darling 1 When I see you I shall forget all this 
misery and iron. I shall forget that I am in prison, 
and think I am in Paradise. 

The ward door flew open with a clang, and out 
we filed. Down the passage we tramped, a regiment 
of rags and sorrow. A gust of \vind blew in upon 
us as the yard gate was flung back, and we poured 
into the open space, stumbling and blinking in the 
unaccustomed light. I pushed my way through the 
crowd to the grating. I saw a little blue gown. 

She stood in a throng of street- walking girls with 
bold eyes and loud laughter. Vagabonds, loafers, 
cadgers rubbed their tatters against her dress — the 
little blue dress in which I had first seen her. She 
gripped the bars and leaned against them, while her 
eyes roamed from face to face. The next moment she 
caught sight of me, and her lips parted with a cry: 

“ Humphrey !” 

“ Ruth !» 

It was all we said. I staggered against the bars, 
and covered her hands with mine. I did not kiss 
her — the grating was too close, and round us stood 
a crowd of leering, ogling, jibing scoundrels and 
courtezans. 

%6 — 2 
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“ Dear,” I said, after a long silence, “ let us 
pretend that this is the garden-gate.” 

“ The garden-gate ” 

“ Yes ; I want to forget the prison, and you are to 
forget it too. We are to talk of happy tilings, 
brightly, merrily, as if only the garden-gate divided 

Hb. ■ 

“ ril try, Humphrey, but I don’t feel meiTy.” 

“ Nor do I, Ruthie. Still, let’s pretend,” 

“ Have you heard ? — about my freedom ?” 

'' Yes ; Mary told me.” 

I can’t understand it, I — ” 

She was interrupted by an exclamation from a 
figure standing at her side, who might have been made 
of wood for all the attention I had hitherto paid him, 
but whom I now saw to be Sir Miles Wychellow. 

Egad, young people ! What the devil does all 
this mean ?” 

We both flushed crimson, and I realised theit my 
thoughtlessness had placed us in an awkward and 
shameful position. Sir Miles knew that we had not 
met since the breaking off of Ruth’s engagement, 
and would naturally infer that we liad been carrying 
on a clandestine love affair while she was still be- 
txTjthed to Enchmarsh. I made haste to put matters 
straight. 

You are certainly entitled to an explanation, 
Sir Miles. I — I have loved Miss Shotover for many 
months.” 

While she was betrothed to another man.” 

- True, and I confess that I allowed my passion 
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to overmaster me,: spoke words I had no right 

to utter. But this dear lady put me to shame with 
her steadfastness and purity, and even if John Pale- 
house had not been killed and I been arrested, I 
shouldn't have stayed another hour at Ihornden." 

Sir Miles answered nothing, and I realised with a 
pang tliat liis silence was due to a natural reluctance 
to tell a poor^fellow who would soon be hanged that 
he was an insolent dog to have aspired to the affec- 
tions of a lady like Ruth. True, I was of as good 
blood as she, but I was a tramp, a beggar, a felon, 
and it ^yas as well tliat a noose should end my 
unlucky passion, Ruth must have guessed what 
was passing in my mind, for her eyes flashed, and 
she held my hand close in hers. 

I broke the embarrassing silence. 

Where is Enchmarsh ?” 

At Kitchenhour. Poor fellow I He's in a bad 
way. He was to have started for the continent last 
Tuesday — to see some friends in Holland, I believe 
— but on his way from Ihornden to^Siissex his horse 
fell on him and broke his leg, so he’s now lying at 
his Manor in a devilish sorry state.” 

‘‘And how is your brother, Ruthie ?” 

“He’s mu9h better, ^ar then she leaned 
forward and whispered ; “He has been mtich better 
ever since my engagement was broken off.” 

“ The Windes told me he was in ’Maidstone.” 

“Yes.” Then I saw^ rather than heard, her 
murmur ; “Poor Gujj' !” There was on her face 
;hat look of motherly tenderness she always wore^ 
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when speaking of her brother— and my heart burned 
with strengthened resolution. 

“You look very poorly, dear boy,” she added 
softly, stroking my dirty hand. 

“ I don’t feel so,” I replied, lying. 

“ You look a regular ragamuffin !” said Sir Miles 
bluntly. “ Have you no opportunities for washing 
in jail ?” 

“ Not unless I use my drinking water, which is too 
precious.” 

“ Do you get enough to eat ?” 

I did not answer, for I could see the jailer unlock- 
ing the yard gates. Our moments of bliss were 
numbered. 

“Oh, Humphrey!” cried Ruth, “it’s hard to 
leave you in this dreadful place.” 

“Don’t fret about me, child. You remember 
Lovelace’s words : ‘ If I have freedom in my love 
and in my soul am free ’ ” ’ 

“‘Angels that soar in light above have not such 
liberty,’ ” she finished gravely. 

“ Come in with you, and no loitering I” shouted 
the jailer. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


OF THE METHODIST AND MUCH STORM AND TROUBLE 

What astonished and touched nae most during the 
days which followed was the kindness of my friends ; 
not only of those who, in spite of appearances, be- 
lieved me innocent, but of those who thought the 
worst of me. Sh Miles Wychellow lent me money — 
I was forced to subdue my pride and borrow, for I 
was starving — Lady Wychellow knitted me a jersey 
to wear during the terrible nights when I could not 
sleep for the cold, and Mary Winde brought me sweet 
oranges to slake my thirst during the terrible days 
when I could not rest for the heat. I no longer 
skulked alone while my fellow-prisoners greeted 
their friends ; there was always a loved face at the 
grating. 

I did not see Ruth as often as I wished, and I 
realised that it was only because I should almost cer- 
tainly be hanged I was allowed to see her at all. Sir 
Miles would have done his best to part us, had he not 
believed that the hangman would soon perform that 
office for him. 

Once Guy Shotover came to see me. I could not 
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tell by his manner whether he thought me innocent 
or guilty, and with a tact wanting in many of my 
visitors, he forebore any direct reference to my plight. 
Ruth had told me that he had looked better since her 
engagement was broken off, but in my opinion he 
looked infinitely worse. His cheeks were redder and 
his eyes brighter, it is true, but it was the bloom and 
brilliancy of a decline. As I gazed at him, a voice 
within me cried : “ What is the avail of laying down 
your life ? This man will not live another year,” 
But I silenced the coward in my heart. I did not 
know for a certainty that Shotover was dying ; he 
might have years and years of life before him for 
aught I could tell. Besides, let disease slay him, not 
my tongue 1 

Poor fellow ! I had forgiven him long ago, and 
my heart was warm with love’s brother, compassion,- 
as I looked into his miserable eyes and read their 
secret — the secret of a sin clamouring to be confessed 
for its ovm sake. Soon afterwards he went back to 
Ewehurst. He hated the town, and felt well enough 
to resume his clerical duties. 

A few days later Peter Winde received a subpoena 
bidding him give evidence for the prosecution, who 
had heard that it was he who had given me my pistol, 
and wished him to identify it in court. There were — 

" and could be — no. witnesses for the defence, and 
though I occasionally considered what I might safely 
say on my own behalf, I knew that I should be prac- 
tically in the position of an unarmed man attacked 
on all sides — and it was cruel to have Peter’s hand 
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among those uplifted to strike me down. Mary 
would not be in Maidstone for my trial. Her servant 
girl had fallen sick, and she was obliged to' go back to 
Shoyswell. The day before she left she came to bid 
me good-bye. 

“ I shall be back as soon as possible, and I pray 
that w'hen I next see you it will not be through iron 
bars.” 

“ I pray the same, dear Mary.” 

“ By the by, my lad,” said Peter, “ Pve a piece of 
news for you — your family are in Maidstone I” 

My family !” 

“ Yes — your father and mother and Mr. Clonmel 
Lyte. They must have read of your arrest in the 
papers. Do you want to send them any message ?” 

“ There would be no use in that.” 

“ Don’t you think that their coming to Maidstone 
is a sign that they’ve relented towards you ?” 

I shook my head. My arrest and trial would fur- 
nish my father with a good excuse for taking a holi- 
day. “ If they wished to have anything to do with 
me, they would have come to see me, or have sent me 
word. Where are they staying ?” 

“ At the George. Mayn’t I take them a message ? 
They’ve served you badly, but they’re your flesh and 
blood.” 

“ Perhaps you are right, Mr. Winde. Pray give 
my father and mother my humble duty.” 

Peter promised, but no response was made. 

My trial rvas to take place in a week, and manj^ 
and varied were the speculations in the jail as to 
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what the result of it would be. The general opinion 
was that I should be “ scragged,” and as it was de- 
lightful to see a young fellow turn pale and gnaw his 
lips, in spite of all his efforts to play the game-cock^ 
my comrades regaled me with sickening stories of the 
gallows, which, owing either to the clumsiness of the 
machinery or to the hangman’s want of skill, was 
often the scene of frightful agonies. 

Sir Miles Wychellow paid me occasional visits; 
apparently for no other purpose than to wring facts 
from my unwilling lips. In this he believed he was 
acting for my good. “ If you woul(^ only explain 
matters, instead of scowling and shaking your head,” 
he cried one day when I had been more sullen than 
usual, “ begad ! the jury might bring in a verdict of 
manslaughter.” 

“ Where would be my advantage ? The penalty 
for manslaughter is the same as for murder.” 

“ If you were found guilty of manslaughter, your 
friends could easily get you a reprieve ; but if you’re 
sentenced for murder— gad ! it’s all up with you ! 
Several murders have been committed round here of 
late, and the courts are putting down the evil with a 
strong hand. So, young man, if once you’re found 
guilty of murder, you’re hanged !” 

I brooded over these words for the rest of the day, 
and parted with my last hope. 

That night I dreamed a horrible dream. I 
dreamed that I was dead, and that Enchmarsh had 
renewed his persecution of Ruth. I woke trembling; 
and gripping my companion’s arm. I could not, 
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dared not,' sleep again, I sat up and thought, my 
chin resting on my hand. 

It is strange, but till that night I had ne^^er con- 
sidered the possibility of Enchmarsh returning to his 
blackguardism after my death. I now realised that 
it was not only a possibility — it was a practical cer- 
tainty. What could I do? Enchmarsh held his 
tongue only for fear of mine, and when that tongue 
was silenced for ever — I shuddered. True, there was 
his confession safe in my pocket ; but if that were 
found and read at my death, I had died in vain. The 
secret of Enchmarsh’s crime must be kept ; I must 
destroy the fatal paper on the morning of my execu- 
tion. Then my enemy would no longer have any- 
thing to fear, and would once more make Ruth’s life 
, a burden and a curse. Whichever way I acted I 
seemed bound to thwart my own ends, to make my 
sacrifice of none effect. 

I groaned aloud in my perplexity, so that half the 
ward woke up and swore at me. What was I to do ? 
How was I to tie Enchmarsh’s tongue after my own 
was dust ? I prayed for guidance, and the thought 
came to me, “ Confide your secret to a friend ; pass it . 
on to one you can trust, who, strengthened with it, 
will mount guard over Enchmarsh after you have 
laid down your arms.” 

But whom should I tell ? Peter Winde ? Sir 
Miles Wychellow ? I should have no opportunity 
for telling them. . Our meetings were in a crowd, and 
my secret would run the risk of being heard by half the 
prison. Besides^ even if it were not sOj I doubted if 
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either of these men would consider themselves justi- 
fied in keeping silence after my confession. They 
would probably insist on the arrest of the real culprit, 
would drag me from jail, and publish abroad my 
sacrifice — making it useless. 

Whom, then, could I confide in ? The dawn came 
shuddering into the room, and showed me the faces 
of my companions — stem, degraded, peaceless. Then 
the lad at my side stirred and moaned, for the cruel 
light fell on his eyes, and roused him out of the sleep 
into which he had only just fallen after a long night 
of tossing. 

What of him ? He seemed attached to me ; I had 
reason to think him faithful ; he knew Enchmarsh, 
and hated him. Nevertheless, I shrank from telling 
him. But some one must be told, and whom could I 
teU if not this fellow ? Peter Winde and Sir Miles 
were out of the question ; so were all my friends 
except this poor criminal. Would my secret be safe 
with him ? I thought so. He was in prison for theft, 
but his ci'ime had been committed under the pressure 
of starvation ; it was not the result of systematic dis- 
honesty and untrustworthiness. Yet he was a 
drankard, and though he fought with all the feeble 
strength of a weak will and a weak constitution 
against his curse, I had seen him drunk several times 
during the fortnight I had been in prison. Could I 
confide the most precious secret of my life to a drun- 
kard, who might any day blab it forth in his cups ? 
Yes, I could rely on him, for he was not as the 
common toperj who talks and grins and laughs, and 
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opens liis heart* Liquor made him sullen and fiercoy 
drove Mm into some lonely corner, where he would 
lie with hidden face till at last ha fell -asleep, to wake 
ashamed and in his right mind* But would he be in a 
position to keep watch over Enchmarsh ? There 
was no doubt of that. He had once told me that 
after Ms release he was to go to his brother, who 
lived at Woodchurch in South Kent, and had 
offered him a fresh start in life at his farm. Wood- 
church was only a matter of fourteen miles from 
Kitclienhour. 

I thought, and prayed over my thoughts, till heat 
and sunshine would no longer suffer my companions 
to sleep, and they struggled up, groaning, and cursing 
the light that woke them to fresh misery. 

I awaited an opportunity for speaking alone wdth 
my friend. It was not long in coming. While the rest 
of the ward were trying to drown their newly- 
awakened cares in waslij?' ale, he came to me where I 
sat in the furthest corner of the room, and offered me 
a share of some meat he had managed to buy. I 
declined it, but begged him to stay with me instead 
of going back to the swilling crowd, some of whom '' 
were already drunken. 

“ Only three weeks more,” he said^ then I — but 
it’s cruel of me to rejoice in this way when in three 
weeks you ” - • '/.j- 

‘‘ Will very likely be hanged.’ That’s exactly what 
I want to speak to you about. Come close ; I do not 
wish the rest of the ward to hear,” 

He drew closer, and I whispered : 
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“ I have something to tell you, but first of all you 
must swear secrecy.” 

“ I swear it,” he said simply. 

“ Thank you. Perhaps you remember that when I 
first came here you told me you thought me 
innocent ?” 

“ I did — and I do still.” 

“ Well, I’m going to tell you who the real 
murderer was.” 

He started back from me. 

“ You — you don’t mean to say you know ?” 

“ I know.” 

“ Then why in God’s name are you here ?” 

“ For reasons I shall soon tell you. Listen. I did 
not commit the murder, but I witnessed it. The real 
murderer is a man you know as well as I do.” 

“Who? Tell me ” 

“ Harold Enchmarsh.” 

The fellow’s jaw dropped. He seized my arm, and 
stared at me. 

“ Yes. Enchmarsh was my friend’s cousin, and 
had cruelly wronged him. High words passed be- 
tween them, and Enchmarsh in a fit of fury dashed 
out his kinsman’s, brains.” 

“Then are you keeping silence to shield Ench- 
marsh ?” 

I laughed aloud. 

“ The devil, no 1 I would have dragged him 
before a magistrate that very hour, had he not 
threatened a deadly injury to some one I loved.” 

“ What injury ?” 
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“ I cannot tell you. I am sworn to keep silence. 
Let it suffice that it would have ruined a life dearer 
to me than my own. I promised Enchmarsh his 
liberty if he would swear to refrain his malice, and to 
break off an engagement he had contracted with a 
girl who hated him, but who was going to marry him 
for reasons I again cannot give you.” 

“ And he swore ?” 

“ Yes, he swnre, and I went off happy, in spite of 
my dear friend’s death, for I knew that some one I 
loved even more passionately would be saved from 
much sorrow. An hour later I was a prisoner,- 
accused of the crime Enchmarsh had committed.” 

“ Could you not clear yourself ?” 

“ Not without betraying Enchmarsh, which would 
have meant the anguish of this poor girl I loved. I 
tried to think of some other way ; I soon found out 
there was no other way.” 

“ So you suffered in silence ?” 

“ I have been silent up till now, and have suffered, 
if you can call that suffering which is endured for 
love’s sake. But last night the thought came to 
me — or rather I chose to believe that God showed, 
me in a dream — ‘ When I am deadj Enchmarsh will 
no longer fear betrayal,- and he will renew his 
persecution of this girl I love.’ He will either force 
her once more into an engagement with him, or he 
will bring on her the sorrow to which I have already 
referred. Now, it is in this I want you to help me.” 

“ I will do anything in my power.” 

“ It is in your power, I am sure. I merely want 
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you, when I am dead and you are free, to keep watch 
over Enchmarsh) and if he in any way molests this 
girl, or her brother, to drag him before a magistrate 
on a charge of murder.” 

“ My dear fellow, I would willingly oblige you, 
but I fear that it would be useless for me to bring an 
accusation of murder against a man, having no pi'oofs, 
no evidence ” 

“ But I have both. I have the fellow’s full con- 
fession in my pocket.” 

“You have!” 

“ Yes. I made him write it out five minutes after 
the crime. So I have a hold on him, and when I am 
dead I do not wish that hold to be relinquished. I 
shall give you the paper, and trust that, if need be, 
you will use it.” 

“ I shall, I swear ! But who is this girl, and where 
does she live, that I may know if he molests her ?” 

“ Her name is Ruth Shotover, and she and her 
brother live at Ewehurst m Sussex.” 

“ Not far from where I shall be.” 

“ No. But I expect they will leave it soon. It 
is too near Kitchenhour for their happmess. You 
must find out where they go, and take care that 
Enclrmarsh does not visit them. If he should renew 
his engagement with the girl, or molest her or' her 
brother in any way — ^well, you know what to do.” 

“ And m do it.” 

“ I think you have seen Miss Shotover. She has 
been here to visit me once or twice. She has red 
haitj and — — ” 
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“ Ah^ I remember her. She came with the magis- 
trate fellow -who is always persecuting you for ‘ facts.’ 
She has a lovely face. I dreamed of her for two 
nights afterwards. Her brother once came to see 
you, too, didn’t he ?” 

“ Yes ; and I’m glad you have seen both the Shot- 
overs, as you will be better able to watch over them. 
Now I shall show you the confession. But I shall 
not give it to you till — till we part.” 

He pressed my hand silently, and I drew the paper 
out of my pocket. 

“ Here, read it. You see what power I have.” 

He read it, knitting his brows. 

“ How dearly you must love your Ruth to keep 
dlence with this in your possession. If I had loved 
i girl so dearly I might have been a better man.” 

“ You win leave the old life behind you in this 
aU,” I said, deeply touched ; “ you will go forward 
0 nobler things.” 

“ I trust so — I pray so. Dick has promised to 
;ive me a fresh start. He was always a faithful 
)rother to me. By-the-by, we must let Enchmarsh 
mow you have told me this. I had better go to bim 
'.irectly I am released.” 

“ Yes — but, quick ! Give me the paper ! The 
3II0WS are staring at us.” 

They did more than stare ; they rushed in a body 
swards us before I had well thrust back the con- 
ission into my pocket. 

“ Hello, Ranter ! What’ve you got there ?” 
ried Timberlake. 


17 
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“Nothing,” I answered, trying to look, uncon- 
cerned. 

“ That’s a damn lie ! I saw you hide a paper 
somewhere about you. Let’s have a look at it.” 

“ I tell you I’ve nothing !” I cried desperately. 

“We’ll soon see that. I bet you a hundred to 
one he’s hiding a love-letter. We’ve left you alone 
too long, my fine feller. We’re going to hear some- 
thing about that mort o’ yours, and see her letters.” 

“ I haven’t got a letter.” 

“ Let’s see — ^hold him, lads.” 

Two fellows seized my arms. The' young clergy- 
man interposed. “ Here, hands off ! Fair play ! 
What if he has got a letter, you’ve no right to see 
it.” 

" Might is right !” shouted Timberlake. “ Hold 
fast, lads !” 

He would have thrust his hand into my pocket, 
while I raged and ground my teeth like an impotent 
beast ; but my friend rushed at him and tore him 
away. There was a frantic scuffle, and the next 
minute the poor lad was lying unconscious, his arm 
broken. 

Timberlake sneered. 

" Now for our perfect lover,” and his hand was in 
my pocket. 

A mist swam before me, and through it I dimly 
saw the villain draw out the paper and unfold it. I 
gathered myself together, and the next moment the 
fellows who held me were rolling on the floor, and I 
was at Timberlake’s throat. 
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He staggered, but recovered himself, and we 
swayed together. I tried to snatch the paper out 
of his hand, but he was taller than I, and held it 
aloft, just out of my reach. We struggled frantically, 
desperation giving me a strength I had never 
hitherto possessed. I managed to grip his great 
bare arm, and would have dragged it down, but at 
that moment we reeled against the window. Timber- 
lake flung himself free. 

“ If I can’t have it, you shan’t," and the next 
moment the precious fragment that I held dearer 
than my life was whirling in the summer wind, 
fluttering, dancing, and sinking slowly into the yard. 

Then I verily believe that I lost my reason. With 
a cry of fury and despair I flung myself on Timber- 
lake, and struggled like a beast to kill him. I 
wanted his life. I w'as mad. 

The rest of the ward, who, though the supporters 
of the wardsman against his victims, did not love 
him too dearly to enjoy seeing him paid in his own 
coin, offered no interference, but stood watching us 
as we tottered up and down the room. I clutched 
at his throat, but he tore my fingers away, breaking 
one of them. I tried to break his back, but he 
dragged my head down against his shoulder, and 
pulled out handfuls of my hair. Our clothes were 
soon in tatters, and our breasts and shoulders un- 
covered. He was getting the worst of it. I should 
soon kill him. Pie shouted, cursed, and screamed. 
I was silent ; I only panted. 

I tried to drag him against the wall and dash out 

17—2 
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his brains, but he bit and tore my encircling arms, 
and we staggered across the room, mauling one 
another like two furious dogs. Near the middle of 
the ward lay my poor friend ; we stumbled over his 
bod}^, and down we crashed. Who would rise first ? 

For an instant we both lay stunned. Then I 
sprang to my feet, and the next moment would have 
murdered him, had not the door burst open and the 
jailer appeared. I stood petrified, then suddenly 
came to my senses. Timberlake rolled on the floor 
in agony. His thigh was broken. 

“ How now, you beasts !” shrieked the jailer. 
“ What hellish pranks are you up to ?” 

My fellow-prisoners evidently thought it more to 
their advantage to take Timberlake's part than 
mine. “ The Methodist’s been mauling Joe i” they 
shouted with one accord. 

" Oh, it’s you, is it, you fighting devil ?” and he 
gave me a blow in the face that nearly broke my 
jaw. “ I’U teach you to go murdering your wards- 
man ” — another blow, and I measured my length 
on the gromid. 

“ Here, you fellers, keep him down while I run 
for help. You young beast ! I’ll have the skin 
flayed off your shoulders for this. Keep him down, 
I say — sit on him, stifle him, throttle him — anything 
you please, only keep him down.” 

My companions obeyed, nothing loth, and I was 
half dead by the time the jailer returned wit^two 
sub-w'arders and a surgeon for Timberlake^ who 
had not ceased to roll and scream. 
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All my fury was gone, and when I was at last 
pulled to my feet, I stood shamed and mute, while 
fetters were fastened on ,my wrists and ankles. 
Then I was half - dragged, half - carried to the 
governor’s office. 

The governor listened to the jailer’s indictment, 
and asked me if I had anything to say for myself. 

As I could only shake my head, he ordered me a 
flogging arid three days’ imprisonment in a dark 
cell. No doubt I deserved both. 

“ Tharik God that Ruth cannot see me now !” 
I thought, as they hurried me down the passage. 
" Would she recognise this dishevelled, blood- 
stained, half-naked wretch as her lover ?” The 
thought of Ruth was poignant as death, for once 
more in front of her stretched the old misery, and I 
was powerless to save her from it. That scrap of 
paper which had meant her peace and mine was 
gone — lost for ever, whirled by the summer wind 
out of sight or ken. My anguish of mind was too 
much for my pain-enfeebled body, and I groaned. 

The men thought it was horror at my punishment 
which caused my misery, and one of them, who was 
a humane fellow, tried to cheer me by saying that 
the lashing would be soon over, and perhaps not so 
terrible as I imagined ; and as for the dark cell, 
prisoner's that had the cat were only too glad of a 
little peace and quiet afterwards. 


“ It’s as well 'is mother can’t see ’im.” 

The words seemed to come to me from a great 
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way off, as I was carried back along the passage. I 
was conscious of little — only that I was being carried, 
that one man bore my head and another my legs, 
and that one, of my arms was hanging so that my 
hand dragged along the floor. 

We came to a door, and a jailer opened it. 
Surely that was a black curtain which I saw stretched 
across the entrance. No, for they pushed me into 
it. The door shut with a hideous rattle of iron, and 
the blackness wrapped me round. I tried to push it 
away, for it pressed upon my eyeballs. Then I 
sank to the ground, covering my face. 

Consciousness slipped away, and I entered a hell 
of dreams. I was at Brede Parsonage, working in 
the oast-barn. Clonmel had just been flogging me, 
and I was thinking how I could kill him. I saw him 
standing at the corner of the great pasture-field, and 
stole after him, leaving blood-marks on the grass 
where my feet had pressed. But when he turned 
i-ound to grapple me, I saw the face of Harold Ench- 
marsh, and he shivered like a ghost from my sight. 

Then I was in a high, cloudy place, where a great 
wind was shrieking, and in front of my eyes, dancing, 

' fluttering, whirling in the wind, was a tiny scrap of 
paper. I struggled to catch it, but it eluded my 
grasp, and suddenly I fell from the windy place, 
and consciousness came back with a gasp of agony. 

I knew where I was ; I i-emembered what had 
happened, and in vain I prayed God to kill both 
knowledge and remembrance. I had been tied up 
and lashed like a dog because I had behaved like a 
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dog. My shirt was saturated with something that 
was warm as w’ell as wet. I shuddered. Then 
suddenly I threw up my arms with a cry of anguish, 
for I remembered that I 'was suffering in vain. When 
I was dead Ruth would be in even a worse plight 
than if at the beginning I had refused to sacrifice 
myself, and had sent her brother to the gibbet. I 
had no hope of living ; I could not clear myself 
without the paper, which had no doubt by this 
time been trodden an inch deep into the mud. I 
must die, and Ruth must live on in misery deeper 
than that from which I had struggled in prayers 
and anguish to save her. 

Oh, that I had allowed Timberlake to read the 
fatal confession ! then at least I should have been 
free and able to help her — at least, I should not 
have been in this foul hole, suffocating as a coffin, 
damp as the grave, and black as hell. How long 
had I been there ? I considered. It seemed an 
eternity, but I thought that very likely my im- 
prisonment had not lasted more than twelve hours. 
How should I endure three days of it ? I had 
heard of men leaving the dark cell as shrieking 
lunatics. The hoiTor of madness made me tremble. 

I must do sometlung to distract my thoughts — to 
make me forget the darkness, the airlessness, the 
damp, the smell, the living things that crawled 
over my limbs, the pains of my torn body. I tried 
to repeat a psalm, but my mind was incapable of 
any sustained effort, and agonising thoughts broke 
in upon the grand old words of comfort : " The 
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Lord is my shepherd. ... The Lord is my shep- 
herd. . . .” I murmured wildly, staring with 
strained eyeballs into the dark—" therefore can I 
lack nothing . . .lack nothing. ..." I gave up the 
attempt, for the rest of the psalm had fled from my 
mind, leaving it a wilderness of terror. I was filled 
with a vague, horrible fear, which I had often felt 
at Brede Parsonage, which had often driven me to 
leave my bed and entreat one of my brothers to 
take me into his, that the contact of a warm human 
body might soothe away the nameless horror that 
gripped me. I was now alone, ill, broken in mind 
and body. I cowered down in a corner of my 
prison, my hands clasped against my breast, my 
eyes staring wildly into the dark. Oh, that dreadful 
dark ! It seemed to enwrap my very soul ; it seemed 
a loathsome material thing ; it seemed to crush me. 

I felt blood trickling down my chin. What had 
happened ? Ah ! I remembered. I had bitten 
my lips to keep down my cries while I was being 
flogged, and they still bled. I longed to lose con- 
sciousness once more, for no phantasmagoria could 
be worse than the awful reality, and at last I fell 
into a kind of waking dream. I thought that I was 
walking with John Palehouse along the Biddenden 
road. The wind was moaning, the clouds were 
low. Then suddenly I lifted my eyes to his face, 
and saw on his temple a little grey bruise. I 
shrieked and awoke. “ John, John !" I cried, till 
the blackness echoed. " I want you— I want you— 
come to me— how shall I bear this tortyre without 
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you ? — Come to me ” Then God sent a merciful 

blank, 

I was roused by a sudden stream of light. I 
thought it was flames, and covered my face. 

“ 'Ere, take this.” The warder kicked me, and 
thrust a bowl of nauseous-lookinggruel into my hands. 

I tried to speak to him, but my parched lips re- 
fused to utter, and it w'as not till he had all but shut 
the door that I managed to gasp ; 

" How long have I been in this place ?” 

“ Maybe three hours,” he said, and banged the 
door. 

I fell back with a moan. Three hours ! I had 
thought it twelve, hoped it might be eighteen. I 
sobbed aloud in anguish. I could not eat my 
supper. The smell of it alohie made me feel sick. I 
was terribly thirsty. Oh, that they would give me 
a drink of water ! I beat on the door and cried to 
the jailer, but no one heard. 

I resolved to try to sleep, but my shoulders were 
so lacerated that I could not lie on my back or 
side, so I stretched myself on my face and prayed 
God to let me sleep or — better still — die. 

I did neither. 

At last morning came, and when the jailer 
brought me a fresh relay of gruel, I caught the skirt 
of his coat— for I could not lift myself from the 
ground— and prayed him to bring me some water 
for Christ’s sake. He muttered something about 
“ being aginst orders,” but the light falling on my 
face showed him my black, cracked lips, and he 
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had compassion on me. He fetched me a jug of 
fairly clean water, and left it with me in my cell. 

The rest of the day I spent chiefly in dozing, 
dreaming, or raving. I slept all that night, but an 
attempt to eat my gruel I'esulted in a dreadful 
attack of sickness, -which left me so weak that I 
could hardly move or breathe. 

Nevertheless, my mind was more calm and un- 
clouded, and I began to rack my brains for some 
way of maintaining my hold on Enchmarsh, even 
though his confession was lost. It did not take 
me long to realise that this would be impossible. 
The confession' was the only weapon which I could 
rely on, and without it I was powerless. There 
seemed no way out of my misery. Ruth’s heart 
and mine must be broken on the same wheel. I 
ground my teeth and moaned. True, Enchmarsh 
had no idea that I had lost the paper ; he would 
make no attempt to molest the poor child during 

my lifetime, but after my death Oh, it was 

too horrible to contemplate. I had suffered in 
vain, sacrificed my good name, offered up my life — 
in vain. Oh, that I could only live! Let Guy 
Shotover perish a thoiisand times rather than that 
my poor dear should be persecuted, tortured, and 
shamed by the man from whom I had thought to 
have saved her for ever. Should I tell my story to 
the governor, and denounce Enchmarsh, trusting 
that I should be able without the paper to prove my 
assertions ? Vain thought ! I could never do 
that. Such an action would merely blacken me as 
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a coward, who tried to save himself at the last 
moment by shifting the burden of his guilt on to 
another man. If I was to die, at least I should die 
courageously. Men should say-: “ He was a black- 
guard, but he died well.” 

At last the third day came, and the blessed light 
streamed in upon me, no more to be shut away till 
my eyes filmed and closed for ever. I could scarcely 
stagger up from the floor, and I could not see the 
jailer’s face, so dazzling was the unaccustomed 
brightness. He dragged me back to the ward, un- 
locked the door, and pushed me in. I still wore my 
chains, for I was considered a dangerous prisoner, 
and no longer allowed to go unfettered. 

I expected my former comrades to insult, perhaps 
to illtreat, me, but they took no notice beyond 
to nudge one another and leer, as with a jingle of 
chains I sank down against the wall, too weak to 
do more than breathe. 

I was still unaccustomed to the light — in fact, it was 
a few days ere I could see as before — and lay with 
my eyes shut. I did not hear a soft footfall approach 
me, and started when a hand touched my shoulder. 

I looked up, and saw my friend, the young clergy- 
man, his arm in a sling. He sat down beside me, and 
without a word slipped something into my hand. 
My fingers closed round it mechanically, and I 
wondered half-stupidly what it could be. 

“ It’s your paper,” said my friend gently, seeing 
how dazed I was. 
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“ Enclimarsh’s confession I” I cried incredulously. 

“ Yes. I found it in the yard when we were turned 
out there the other day. It had drifted on to a pile 
of rubbish.” 

My joy was so great and my body so weak that I 
nearly swooned. For a few moments I could not 
speak, but could only lie clasping the precious paper 
to my heart. 

” You’d better stow it away,” said my friend ; and 
as I was too weak and dazed to do anything for 
myself, he unclasped my hot hand, took the paper, 
and thrust it into my pocket. 

“ I am loth to trouble you when you are so ill,” 
he continued, “ but I think it only right that you 
should know that the paper is practically illegible.” 

" What has happened ?” I asked faintly, only half 
understanding him. 

“ It has been rained upon, and has been sadly torn. 
It is decipherable now, but a month hence it will be 
of no use to us whatever.” 

" What can I do ?” 

“ Ask Enchmarsh to send you another, written 
fairly in ink. He will not dare refuse you.” 

" But how can I communicate with him ? I 
thought ” 

" It is generally impossible to send secret letters 
from jail, I confess. But we are unusually fortunate. 
One of the fellows Here is to be released to-morrow, 
and will smuggle to Kitchenhour whatever you 
choose to write.” 

“ Can he be trusted ?” 
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“ Implicitly. I’ve employed him before this, and 
he has never failed me.” 

“ But I have no paper.” 

“Josh Parkins has some, and will sell you a sheet 
for half a crown.” 

“ I’ve no money.” 

” Yes, you have. I saw the magistrate fellow in 
the yard yesterday. I told him what trouble you 
were in, and he gave me a quid for you when you 
should come out. It was very good of him to trust 
me.” 

“Did — did you see Ruth ?” 

“ The girl you love, for whose sake you have 
suffered so terribly ?” 

" Yes — I love her — did you see her ?” 

He nodded, and pressed my hand. 

" Did you tell her ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ That I tried to kill Timberlake ?” 

“ I never knew you tried to kill Timberlake.” 

“ I did. I wanted to breali his back. Where is 
he ? Is he here ?” 

“ No. He’s been removed to the infirmary.” 

“ Thank God ! Then — then didn’t Ruth know I 
tried to kill Timberlake ?” 

“ No ; I told her only what I knew myself, and, of 
course, not all of that.” 

“ She ought to know — she ought to know the 
worst of me.” 

“ Don’t bother your poor head about that. You’ll 
see her yourself soon.” 
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" Did she cry ? Was she unhappy when yon told 
her I’d been flogged ?” 

" I did not mention the flogging.” 

“ Thank you.” 

" I told her you had been put in solitary confine- 
ment for three days. I thought it best to say nothing 
about the dark cell. But, come now, poor lad, try and 
rest a bit. Lean against me.” 

" Did Ruth send me a message ?” 

" She sent you her love.” 

" Did she wear a blue gown ?” I continued, hardly 
knowing what I said. 

“ Yes — and she was so lovely ! But you mustn’t 
speak any more ; your poor brain’s all confused,” 

He lifted me, and let my flayed shoulders rest 
against him instead of the wall. I closed my eyes. 

" What about Enchmarsh’s letter ?” I asked 
suddenly. 

“ We needn’t trouble about that till the evening. 
Go to sleep now.” 

God bless the good fellow ! For the rest of that 
day he held me up against him, soothed me when I 
was delirious, covered me with his own coat when I 
was cold, and gave me to drink when I was con- 
sumed with fever and thirst. During the afternoon I 
slept a little, and woke refreshed, both in mind and 
body. I was still very weak, but felt myself able to 
grapple with my letter to Enclnharsh, the writing 
of which must not be delayed any longer. 

My friend bought a sheet of Josh Parkins’s paper. 
Parkins had been doing a roaring trade that day, for 
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his feliow-prisoners, discovering that paper was to 
be had, were consumed with a desire to write love- 
letters. Seeing his goods in such demand, he became 
autocratic, and raised his prices. My sheet — a very 
dirty crumpled specimen — cost me exactly three 
shillings, and I believe that the last piece ■went for a 
crown. 

My friend had picked up a piece of stick, which 
would serve as a pen, but we had no ink. So we used 
the only available substitute, of which, thanks to the 
tortures I had lately undergone, there was no lack, 
and when the ghastly crimson scrawl was finished 
my friend went in search of our confederate. 

He was a tall, wiry, sly-looking man, and did not 
prepossess me in the least. But my friend insisted 
on his trustworthiness, and I asked him how much 
he would charge for taking a letter with all possible 
speed to Kitchenhour in Sussex. 

He scratched his head, leered, and named an 
exorbitant price, quite impossible for me to pay. I 
told him that he must ask less, and after a great deal 
of wrangling he consented to serve me for half the 
money I possessed, the other half to be made over to 
him on his return with an answer to my letter. This 
would mean living on prison diet for a week or more, 
but my appetite was gone, so I did not fear the 
ordeal, under which many men had died. 

“ And ’ow shall oi get to Kitchenhour, mister ? 
Oi’ve been in Ew’ust village, and can find my way 
to’t well enough from ’ere. But where’s Kitchen’am 
— Kitchenhour — or wotever yer calls it ?” 
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" You leave the high-road just after you come to 
Mockbeggar,” I cried excitedly ; “ there’s a clump 
of larches on the left-hand side of the way, and a 
mavis sings there. You go on tiU you come to a 
stretch of down all golden with furze, and you can see 
the Rother in the valley, and the marshes, and the 
dykes, and — and ” 

My voice trailed off in a sob of anguished longing, 
and I fell back, hiding my face. 

My friend tried to comfort me. " There, there ! 
Perhaps you’ll see it all for yourself soon. But, 
come, tell Pearson where he’s to go when he leaves 
the down.” 

“ You can see Kitchenhour from the down,” I 
said brokenly ; “ it’s the stone house on the edge of 
Wet Level. You can’t mistake it — and listen,” I 
added, Fas he was about to take himself off, “ you’re 
to give that letter into the Squire’s own hand. No 
doubt he’U be in bed ; he’s broken his leg. But never 
mind, insist on seeing him. And make all the haste 
you can, and bring the answer to the yard grating, 
and — and remember, it’s a matter of deatloly 
secrecy.” 

The fellow nodded and slouched away. 

The next morning the prison gates opened to him, 
and he went out into the sim and wind. My heart 
went with him, and all day long, while my body lay 
agonised in the stifling heat, my heart was in the 
fields, among the flowers, and the sobbing notes of 
stock-doves. 



OF THE METHODIST AND THE STKETCHED-OUT 
ARM OF THE LORD 

The day of my trial was wet and windy. I drove 
tlirougli the streets in a closed hackney, with the 
blinds down. Fortunately I had a sound constitution, 
and was almost recovered from my weakness and 
fever, though I was still far from weU. I had never 
been in a Court of Justice before, and the strangeness 
of the situation, together with the stare of a thousand 
eyes, threw me completely out of countenance. I 
entered the dock pale arid trembling, catching my 
breath, and clutching my throat as if I already felt 
a rope there. 

My trial had emdently created much interest, for 
the court was thronged. Here and there among the 
press I saw the severe black garb and stern ascetic 
face of some minister of Bethel or Salem come to 
watch the fate of a fellow-Methodist. Women were 
there, attracted, no doubt, by my romantic story, of 
which, it appears, several new and enlarged editions 
were being circulated in Maidstone. I saw many 
parsons of the Established Church, among them 
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Curate Kitson and the Rector of All Saints’, Hastings. 
Some faces were hostile, some were friendly, some 
mocking, some curious, all interested. 

Not far off were my father, my mother, and 
Clonmel. It seemed impossible that barely five 
months had elapsed since I left Brede Parsonage, 
but I could see how that short time of stress and 
trouble had altered me by the looks of my family as 
they stared at my white scarred face. 

I saw Peter Winde among the crowd, with Sir 
Miles and Lady Wychellow. But my eyes did not 
rest on them ; they wandered anxiously, till at last 
they fell on Ruth. She was pale, but her lips were 
very red, and her eyes bright as December stars. 
She did not smile or wave her hand, but her eyes, 
with her love sitting in them, looked into mine, and 
our hearts met. 

She was so sweet and childlike in her wide hat and 
muslin gown. I noticed that many girls and women 
cast envious glances at her as she sat, a dainty bunch 
of green, beside Lady Wychellow. Surely they would 
have laughed loud in mockery and disbelief had they 
been told that she loved and was loved by the felon 
in the dock, whose coarse blue shirt was so ragged 
that one saw his skin through the rents, whose hair 
was all matted over his eyes, and whose fierce black 
brows were bent in a perpetual frown. 

The judge was a massively-built, unctuous-looking 
fellow, with large white hands, and a multitude of 
rings. Though slow of speech and movement, he was 
evidently solind of thought, for his remarks showed 
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penetration and a firm grasp of the case. The prose- 
cuting counsel was a man of refined presence and 
graceful manner. He had a wonderfully mellow voice, 
and I liked the straightforward glance of his eyes. 

From the first I saw that everything was hopeless. 
As I listened to counsel’s opening speech I realised 
that had I been an unprejudiced spectator I should 
have at once set donm the prisoner at the bar' as 
guilty ; the case was so clearly made out against me. 
Not one damning circumstance was forgotten — the 
corpse, the pistol, my flight, my lies, my confession 
that John Palehouse and I had been alone the whole 
morning ; all these facts were laid calmly, concisely 
before the court. Counsel dwelt on my guilty looks, 
on my alternate refuges in lies and silence ; he pointed 
out how I had started, coloured, and nearly swooned 
at the sight of the pistol, and though continuing to 
deny my guilt, had been unable to account for my 
weapon or prove my innocence. In all this he was 
strictly fair ; there was no exaggeration, no mis- 
representation. But the calm words were deadly, and 
when at length he sat down, I saw by the faces round 
me that my life was not considered worth a farthing’s 
purchase. 

The evidence of Curate Kitson and of Pitcher and 
Green was then heard, and though I had a right to 
cross-examine the witnesses I did’ not avail myself of 
it. Where would be the use ? I could prove nothing. 
After Mr. Green had finished stammering and stirring 
up the devil in comisel, Peter Winde was called to 
identify my pistol as his gift. Poor fellow, how his 
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voice trembled ! Then the Cranbrook doctor entered 
the witness-box, and a long discussion followed as to 
the cause of the bruise on the deceased’s forehead. 
Counsel asked if the prisoner’s story of the fall into 
Plurenden Quarry was possible, considering the 
nature of the injuries, and the surgeon replied that 
there were on the body no traces whatever of a fall — 
the neck was not broken, there were no fractures 
elsewhere, and no bruises except that on the temple. 
Again I was asked if I wished to cross-examine the 
witness, and again I shook my head. Then, as it was 
nearly five o’clock, the court adjourned, and I was 
led from the dock. The next day Sir Miles Wychellow 
was to give evidence ; I should make a pitiful effort 
at my own defence, should see the judge put on the 
black cap, hear the sentence read. Then — I put up 
my hands to my throat and shuddered. 

The wind was still high, but the rain-clouds had 
rolled away, and the sky was blue, and bright with 
the golden glow of afternoon. The people thronged 
me as I stood waiting for the hackney which was to 
take me back to jail, and suddenly Clonmel came 
elbowing his way through the crowd, followed by my 
father, with my mother on his arm. 

" Parson Lyte’s coach for the George !” yelled my 
brother. Then his eyes met mine, and he grinned. 

My father stood close by me, but with averted 
face. My mother’s sleeve brushed my arm. She also 
was looking the other way, but every now and then 
I saw her neck twitch with the longing she had to 
turn it. Something snapped in my breast. 
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" Mother !” I said jerkily and hoarsely. 

She turned. 

“ H — Humphrey — how your face is scarred !” 

That was all. Her coach rolled up, and my father 
helped her into it. Then he and Clonmel jumped in 
beside her and shut the door. They rattled off over 
the cobbles, and I was soon on my way back to jail. 

During the coal-dark August night, while men 
slept and shivered round me, I laj? awake preparing 
myself for death. I knew that the time of grace 
allowed me after the sentence was passed would be 
all too short, and I should not even have the consola- 
tion of being put in a separate ceil. The condemned 
cells were full of the overflowings of the infirmary, of 
men w’hom disease, not Mr. Justice, had sentenced. 
I should have to make what preparation I could 
among the drunkenness, the lewdness and the 
violence of the felon’s ward. 

So I prayed God to help me to forgive the men 
who had shamed my body and trodden down my 
soul, and to forgive me, who needed forgiveness 
more than they all. Then m}' mind wandered — eve” 
since my punishment in the dark cell I had haa 
delirium at nights — and I thought that I was lying 
in a great field, bathed in misty starlight, that my 
suffering and degradation had been a dream. But I 
w'oke from this blessed state of semiconsciousness, 
and realised that I lay with other wretches in a foul 
hole where most men would not suffer their cattle 
to sleep. 

I thought of the prisoner who had a few days ago 



THE TRAMPING METHODIST 


gone out into the fresh air and sun and rain. I 
wondered where he was. He had no doubt delivered 
my letter, and was hastening back with the reply. 
Perhaps he was at this very moment walking through 
the dark mysterious lanes, his nostrils sweet with the 
smell of the country at night, of sleeping earth and 
dew-wet grass, his ears thrilling with mysterious 
night sounds — the flutter of birds suddenly aw'ak- 
ened, the howl of a little breeze imprisoned in a cave 
of bramble and crack-willow, the splash of hidden 
water falling, the rustle of bracken under a rabbit’s 
feet. Or perhaps he lay asleep in a sheltered field, 
where the mushrooms spread their tents, and where 
the thrushes would wake him at thefading of the stars. 

Towards morning I slept, and dreamed a dream 
which I am sure was not bom of memory. For I 
dreamed that I was a little child again, and that I 
sat on my mother’s knee, while she combed my hair 
in the firelight. I woke as a neighbouring clock 
struck four, and knew, as I saw the ghastly yellow 
splash the pale sky outside the grating, that the day 
of fate, had broken. 

I could eat no breakfast. I felt sick and faint, and 
my hands shook. It was strange that I should recoil 
at the touch of death, I who had so often prayed for 
it. How I should have rejoiced as a boy at Brede 
Parsonage if God had said, “ This night thy soul shall 
be required of thee !” All was changed now ; life was 
no longer a drink of deadly wine. Besides, there is a 
difference between dying quietly in one’s bed, when 
the body is so ack and tired that it would fain be 
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dissolved, and having one’s life choked out of one 
by hemp and a fellow-creature’s hands, when the 
body is sound and warm and full of vigour. 

But I forced myself to appear calm. I would not 
meet death like a coward, when the wretched dregs of 
human kind faced him with a song and a snap of their 
fingers, joked with the hangman, and laughed in 
their throes. I walked quietly out of the jail between 
two warders, and took my seat in the hackney 
without blanching. The fellows well kiiew what was 
passing in ray mind ; they were familiar with pitiful 
efforts at self-control, which too often broke down 
ignominiously. 

There’s an infernal jamb in the streets,” said one 
to the other. 

"What’s up?” 

“ Can’t say. Looks as if it had something to do 
with ” and he leered at me. 

The streets were certainly very crowded ; all round 
me rose and fell the hum of people’s voices. Had 
they come to hear me sentenced ? To see whether I 
blanched or trembled, threw up my arms, or called 
on God ? The nearer we drew to the assize courts 
the louder swelled the noise, and as we entered the 
High Street there was a sudden burst of cheering. I 
stared in amazement from one to the other of my 
guards. The cheering redoubled, and I made a dash 
at the blind to puU it aside, but was promptly seized 
an,d flung back into my seat. 

When we came to the court we found a dense 
crowd assembled, who thronged us as we alighted. 
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“ Three cheers for the Methodee ! Good luck to 
yer, me lad. May the judge rot if you’re scragged !” 

I was about to question the warders, who hustled 
me into the building, but before I could speak the 
door of an ante-room opened, and Sir Miles dashed out. 

" Humphrey, was it you who arranged all this ?” 

“ I ? Arranged what ?” 

“ Egad ! This coup de theatre. Haven’t you 
heard anjdhing about it ?” 

“ No. One doesn’t hear news in prison.” 

“ It’s all over the town. Wait a moment, warders ; 

I must have a word with the prisoner. Miss Mary 
Winde has come up from Sussex with the Ewehurst ' 
constable, an'd Parson Taylor of Northiam, and — 
gad ! Humphrey, you don’t mean to say you know 
nothing of this ?” 

" Nothing — absolutely nothing, I swear it ! For 
God’s sake, tell me more !” 

“ Well, Miss Mary has brought Shotover with her.” 

” Shotover !” 

“Yes. Little Ruthie’s brother — with gyves too ! 
The very devil’s in it. And hark ye here, young man, 
a letter has been found, arid Enchmarsh of Kitchen- 
hour has been arrested, and — he has killed himself. 
Here, jailer, quick ! Some water !” 

I had staggered back against him, and would have 
fallen had he not caught me in his arms. They made 
me swallow some water, and I recovered sufficiently 
to be able to stand and speak. 

“ Tell me about Enchmarsh — ^and Shotover — 
where is he ?” •• ■ .. 
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“ In the doctor’s hands, spitting blood and dying 
fast.” 

“ Dying ! Good God !” 

“It’s the best thing he can do for himself, poor 
wretch. He has been arrested for murder— on his 
own confession. Young man ” — ^laying his hand on 
my arm — “ is it true that you have been shielding 
him ?” 

I stared at him blankly, hardly realising what he 
said. 

“ Is it true ?” he repeated almost fiercely. 

" Take me into court,” I cried, turning to the 
warders ; and much to my relief they led me a\vay. 

“ Sir Miles wants me to give him facts ; it’s always 
' facts,’ ” I informed them, not knowing what I said. 

On my appearance in the dock there was a slight 
burst of cheering, which was subdued by angry cries 
of “ Silence !” I scarcely noticed it. In fact, I noticed 
nothing but two faces — Mary Winde's and Ruth’s. 
Mary’s cheeks were flushed with tears ; Ruth sat 
with her head against Lady Wychellow’s shoulder ; 
her face was tear-stained, but her eyes were dry. 

It was all like a dream. I listened with closed eyes 
and throbbing temples while counsel rose and 
addressed the court. 

“ My lord,” he said, “ I have to address your 
lordship to-day under most unusual circumstances. 
Since I opened the case on behalf of the Crown 
yesterday, I have become acquainted with certain 
facts which I consider myself bound to examine 
closely. The reason for my bringing them to your 
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lordship’s notice at this stage of the trial is that if 
your lordship is satisfied, as I must say I am, that 
they point to the prisoner’s innocence, it will be 
desirable to sift them thoroughly, and possibly to 
ask the jury to say that Lyte is not guilty.” 

There was a murmur in the court, but the ushers 
silenced it, and when quiet was once more estab- 
lished counsel continued rapidly : 

“ I will hand your lordship a letter which was 
found in the possession of a man who appears to 
have been entrusted with it by the prisoner, and I 
can prove by the evidence of the person who found 
it that it is in the prisoner’s handwriting.” 

The judge, who had listened attentively, inter- 
rupted for the first time. 

” What, then ?” he said abruptly. " How can the 
prisoner’s letter be evidence in his favour ?” 

“ It is the prosecution which produces it, my lord,” 
said counsel blandly, ” and if your lordship will 
allow me to read it, it will be found to contain 
references to another document which your lordship 
will perhaps assist us to obtain in the interest of 
justice.” 

Then a filthy scrap of paper, grimy, damp, and 
scrawled over with blood, was passed up to the 
judge, who held it between his finger-tips, glanced at 
it, and laid it on the desk before him. There was no 
need for me to look at it more closely, I knew it only 
too well. I trembled from head to foot ; a mad 
desperate, animal joy contended in my heart with a 
sorrow and a compassion which I thank God were 
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real enough. I was cleared ; my name was clean ; my 
body would soon be free. Yet, on the other hand, 
Shotover w'as arrested, and Ruth was swallowing the 
dregs of humiliation and grief. But not through me. 
There lay the whole point of the matter. It was not 
I who had spoken ; it was God. That I should save 
my life by sending Ruth’s brother to the gallows 
was horrible, loathsome, too dreadful to think of, 
but that God should deliver me without anj^ act or 
word of mine, with His mighty hand and His 
stretched-out arm, was a matter for awe, bowed head, 
and thankful heart. 

The judge had evidently read some of my note, 
for he was eyeing mo inquisitively and, as I thought, 
interrogatively. At any rate, I ventured to speak, 
and said in a low voice : 

" I wrote that letter.” 

“ Perhaps, ray lord,” said counsel quicldy, ” that 
admission will suffice for the present, if I maj' read a 
copy of the letter which I have here. I can bring 
forward more formal proof at a later stage.” 

The judge acquiesced, and counsel read : 
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lordship's notice at this stage of the trial is that if 
your lordship is satisfied, as I must say I am, that 
they point to the prisoner’s innocence, it will be 
desirable to sift them thoroughly, and possibly to 
ask the jury to say that Lyte is not guilty.” 

There was a murmur in the court, but the ushers 
silenced it, and when quiet was once more estab- 
lished counsel continued rapidly : 

“ I will hand your lordship a letter which was 
found in the possession of a man who appears to 
have been entrusted with it by the prisoner, and I 
can prove by the evidence of the person who found 
it that it is in the prisoner’s handwriting.” 

The judge, who had listened attentively, inter- 
rupted for the first time. 

” What, then ?” he said abruptly. " How can the 
prisoner’s letter be evidence in his favour ?” 

“ It is the prosecution which produces it, my lord,” 
said counsel blandly, " and if your lordship will 
allow me to read it, it will be found to contain 
references to another document which your lordship 
will perhaps assist us to obtain in the interest of 
justice.” 

Then a filthy scrap of paper, grimy, damp, and 
scrawled over with blood, was passed up to the 
judge, who held it between his finger-tips, glanced at 
it, and laid it on the desk before him. There was no 
need for me to look at it more closely, I knew it only 
too well. I trembled from head to foot ; a mad 
desperate, animal joy contended in my heart with a 
sorrow and a compassion which I thank God were 
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real enough. I was cleared ; my name was clean ; my 
body would soon be free. Yet, on the other hand, 
Shotover was arrested, and Ruth was swallowing the 
dregs of humiliation and grief. But not through me. 
There lay the whole point of the matter. It was not 
I who had spoken ; it was God. That I should save 
my life by sending Ruth’s brother to the gallows 
was horrible, loathsome, too dreadful to think of, 
but that God should deliver me without any act or 
word of mine, with His mighty hand and His 
stretched-out arm, was a matter for awe, bowed head, 
and thankful heart. 

The judge had evidently read some of my note, 
for he was eyeing me inquisitively and, as I thought, 
interrogatively. At any rate, I ventured to speak, 
and said in a low vmice : 

“ I wrote that letter.” 

" Perhaps, my lord,” said counsel quickly, “ that 
admission wall suffice for the present, if I may read a 
copy of the letter wffiich I have here. I can bring 
forward more formal proof at a later stage.” 

The judge acquiesced, and counsel read : 

To Harold Enchmarsh, Esq., Kitchenhour, Sussex. 

“The confession you wrote for me in Plurenden 
Quarry is by this time very torn and faded. It is still 
legible, and I can still hang you with it, but I wash 
you to write me out another, fairly, in ink, for I have 
revealed our secret to a third party, with a view to 
■ protecting the Shotovers from yomr blackguardism 
after I 
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know him. His name is Gerald Frome, and he was 
once Vicar of Rowfant. If you refuse to do as I wish 
I shall immediately throw up the whole concern, so 
send me the confession at once by the bearer of this. 
I snail gi've it to Frome, and if you ever renew your 
engagement with Miss Shotover, or bring about her 
brother’s arrest or death, he will see you hanged for 
the murder of John Palehouse. 

“ Humphrey Lyte.’^’ 

There was nothing for me to say. Counsel, judge, 
and jury seemed to be pursuing their own course 
without reference to me. The first-named had evi- 
dently made careful plans as to the procedure he 
should follow. He continued his speech, and I soon 
became aware that if not speaking to -me, he was 
speaking at me, and expected my intervention. 

" I am not going to say just yet how the letter 
came into our hands ; I shaU leave that to my 
witness, Mary Winde. There is, howeimr, one link in 
the chain apparently missing, and I think, my lord, 
that the prisoner alone can supply it. The letter 
refers to a document alleged to incriminate Ench- 
marsh directly. If that exists the prisoner can 
produce it or can give us some clue as to where it is. 

If necessary we can have him searched again an 
operation which has perhaps not been performed as 
carefully as it might.” 

I v^ent from red to pale. I had grown so accus- 
omed to the zealous guarding of my secret that I 
could not even ngw pluck forth my deliverance. 
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“ Unless the prisoner can show the court this con- 
fession,” pursued counsel, in the tone of one giving 
disinterested advice on a comparath’ely unimportant 
matter, " the authenticity of the letter may be 
doubted.” 

I saw Ruth lift her head, and a quick glance of 
anxiety flash into her eyes. I realised tliat now 
Sliotover was arrested and Enchmarsh dead, an at- 
tempt at concealment on my part would do more 
hann than any revelation I might choose to make. 
So I thrust my hand into my pocket, and drew out 
that paper of many vicissitudes. 

It was barely legible. It was tom almost in half, 
smudged, and soiled. Counsel gave a shrug as he 
took it into his hands. 

” I don’t wonder the prisoner asked for a new 
one,” he remarked. Then he read it : 

” I, Harold Enchmarsh, hereby declare that I 
murdered my cousin, John Palehouse, by striking 
him on the temple with a pistol, in Plurenden 
Quarry, on the fourteenth of July, 1799.” 

There was sensation in court, and some promptly 
suppressed cheering. I saw the colour mount and 
glow on Ruth’s cheeks. Then suddenly ever}'thiiig 
was swallowed up in mist, and I reeled. 

. ” You may sit dorni, Lyte,” said the judge, his 
voice seeming to come from a long way off ; and I 
Sjank on to the bench behind me, dazed and weak. 

Counsel made an observation to the effect that he 
had persons present who knew Ehchmarsh’s hand- 
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Iiis crime. What that bargain was the curate also 
knew. He knew that it was his own worthless 
life — made a burden even to himself by remorse 
and fear — that stood between .an innocent man 
and his liberty. How that man had come to know 
his secret, the ghost which he thought walked 
only in his own dreams and Ruth’s, he could but 
guess. 

Mary had no mercy on him ; she wrung his confes- 
sion from him. Then she did what only a ■woman 
would have the tact, the enterprise, the fearlessness 
to do ; she appealed to his courage. She bade that 
miserable coward be brave, be a hero, counteract by 
speedy sacrifice the e'vil he had done, make atone- 
ment for his unworthy, craven life by a glorious act 
of oblation. She pleaded, and his countenance 
changed ; the dead spirit quickened in him ; the 
dumb devil fled ; he spoke ; he said, “ Let me go to 
the constable and give myself up.” 

I can only guess the workings of his soul. No 
doubt it was already weary of the struggle. His re- 
morse had barely been appeased by the breaking off 
of his sister’s engagement. The sin was clamouring 
to be confessed for its own vileness’ sake. And that 
night, when he realised how a fello'w-man was facing 
that from which he had fled, and was going to death 
for his sake and Ruth’s — when a woman knelt at his 
feet, and pleaded ydth shaking voice and tear-blind 
eyes, the last redoubt of cowardice and selfishness 
gave way, and 1;he true, noble, selfless man of him . 
ruled in his heart. 
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Be causes what they may, the effects were these : 
He and Mary ■went hand-in-hand to the Ewehurst 
constable, and he gave himself up. 

The constable was then called into the witness- 
box. He said that he had been routed out of his 
bed at one o’clock in the morning by Miss Winde 
and the curate-in-charge of the parish. Tfae latter 
stepped towards him and cried : 

“ I have come to give myself up ; I have com- 
mitted a murder.” Mr. Shotover looked e.xtremely 
disturbed and ill, but gave a clear account of his 
crime and of the motives wiiich had induced him to 
confess. 

Mary then showed the constable her letter, and 
asked him to arrest Eiichmarsh. Apps told her that 
the evidence was very slight, as the letter might be a 
forgery, for all they knew. At all events, there must 
be considerable delay before a warrant could be 
procured, as the nearest magistrate lived more than 
six miles off. Ho-wever, after some thought, he de- 
cided to arrest the Squire on the evidence in his pos- 
session, and, moreover, admitted that in a case of 
felony where he had good reason to believe the person 
accused was guilty, he could proceed without a 
warrant. So he and Mary set off for Kichenhour, 
leaving Guy in custody. 

Counsel took the opportunity to say that Apps was 
to be commended for assuming this responsibility, 
but I gathered that this was chiefly because the event 
had justified a piece of independent action somewhat 
rash in one in his position. 


19 



wux LUU teaious sick to see anybody 

whatsumever, but I said as how I’d come in the naum 

0 the law, and the sarvent-lad let me pass. Mus’ 

Enchmarsh wur abed and asleep, but he wakes up 

when I comes into his room, and when he sees me 

and hears what IVe got to say, he starts cussing and 

amning at such a raate as I wonders the Old Un 

didn t fly away wud un then and there. When 

foalkses asservates their innercence wud too many 

swears I’se alius a bit slow at believing urn, and I 

.oald the Squire as how he must consider himself 

under arrest, and tried to put on the darbies. He 

struggled like a loonatic, but a sick man aun’t much 

o a bruiser, me lord, and I got un fast. Then I 

showed un Miss Winde’s letter, and, sakes ! I thought 

he w going to have a fit, surelye ! ' Where did yer 

git this, yer son of a harlot ?’ And when I tells un, 

e lolls m the bed, and screams and cusses like all 

Bethiem Hospital. Then, right on a sudden, he lies 

stm, gaping like a fish, and I runs to the door and 

to go and fetch another con- 

? ^ wheresumever 

En^if^ ^ I sees Mus’ 

back on tbeT kF k” a-putting of a bottle 

back on the table by his bedside. ‘ I had to take 

'“'tag thi £ 

g. nd I sees on the bottle, ‘ Pison ! Only 
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to be taken externally !* and he*d swallered the 
whole damn concern ! 

Then I got in a tedious taking, and ran down 
and called the lad and Miss Winde, and we got some 
niustid and water, and tried to get the Squire's 
month open to maake mi swaller it ; but though we 
near broake his jaw, we cudn't get nn t’unlock his 
teeth — and soon he goes all stiff dike and retches, and 
Miss Winde, she cries, ‘ Apps, go and fetch Parson 
Taylor from Norjum !' So I sends off the lad, and 
good old Parson comes running up in less tlian no 
time, and finds Mus' Enchmarsh in the sweat o' 
death." 

Parson Taylor knew the main facts. of niy arrest 
and trial, and, being convinced as to the authenticity 
of the letter, at once realised the importance of in- 
ducing Enchmarsh to confess his guilt in terms. The 
Sqiure was dying fast, writhing on the tumbled bed, 
tearing the bed-clothes with his teeth ; in his anguish 
he forgot that his admissions would save the hated 
Lyte, and allowed Taylor to drag from him a half- 
terrified, half-defiant avowal that he had killed 
Palehouse— ' and Fm sorry I gave him such an easy 
death." A few minutes later he was seized with 
violent convulsions, and went to his account. 

Doctor Hewland comes up from Tice'ust," con- 
tinued the constable,’ '' but he wur a sight too late, 
and cud only tell us as how the Squire wur dead, 
which we knewed well enough. Then I and Miss 
Winde we goes back to Ewe'ust, and, Lord bless us ! 
'we finds Mus' Shotover a-lying.on the lock-up floor, 

. tg—2 
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wild the blood a-streaming from liis mouth. So off 
niy lad has to*"go for Doctor Hewiand, and catches 
the pore gent just getting into his bed at five o'clock 
in the morning. Doctor Hewland brings the curate 
roiindj but sez hell never live to be tried. Still, 
Mils' Sliotover wur mad and frantic to be up at 
Maidstone to give evidence, and sez I, ‘ No doubt as 
he'll be useful.' So we ships iin off in yester morn- 
ing’s coach, and kept un all cockered up at the inn 
last night. But this morning as soon as he gets to 
court he begins to spit blood and falls flat. So there 
he is, lying in one o' the side rooms, and the doctor 
here doan't think as how he'll ever be in the witness- 
box — or in the dock or at the gallers, neither !" 

The constable's evidence was finished. He had 
had to be checked once or twice in his garrulity, but 
had persevered nevertheless in telling what was 
probably the most sensational story it would ever 
fail to his lot to repeat. When he had done, there 
were murmurings, and cries of '' Silence!" 

The Rector of Northiam — a good old man and a 
lover of the Word — then entered the witness-box 
and confirmed all Apps had said. He told the court 
that he had been roused at about three o'clock in 
the morning, and summoned to Enchmarsh's death- 
bed. The constable gave him the facts of the case, 
and showed him Mary Winde's letter. The effect 
this scrap of torn paper had produced on Encli- 
marsli, and the crime to which it had driven him, left 
in the witness little doubt as to its authenticity. 
But he at once saw' the need for more trustworthy . 
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evidence, and conjured the Squire not to enter his 
Maker’s presence with a lie on his lips, but if he were 
guilty of llie murder to confess it and save his soul. 
Enchmarsh was not the man to care much about his 
soul, but he was prostrated by horror and agony, 
and Mr. Taylor managed to ming from him two 
separate statements, which he WTOte down then and 
there in his pocket-book, and which he now read to 
the court : " I killed John Palehouse, and I’m sorry 
I gave him such an easy death,” and “ I brained that 
fool of a Ranter, but I shan’t live to be hanged for 
it.” He also once cried out in his throes : “ This is 
hellish, but it’s not so hellish as hanging !” 

The good parson came down from the witness-box, 
and I have only a dim recollection of what followed. 
A mist swam before my eyes. Every now and then 
it parted and showed me a face — the judge’s, 
counsel’s, Mary Winde’s, or Ruth’s. My trial was 
by no means ended. The judge spoke in low tones 


294 the tramping METHODIST 

Ruth’s secret, who had brought about the arrest of 
her brother. I moaned, twisted, struggled, and 
would have cried out had not one of the warders put 
his hand over my mouth. 

After Frome had left the court, I recovered my 
faculties to some extent, and saw that counsel had 
once more risen. 

“ My lord,” he said, ” the evidence we have just 
heard is of such a nature that I feel compelled to take 
the responsibility of asking the jury — with your 
lordship’s sanction — to acquit the prisoner. It is 
true that one important matter has not been cleared 
up — I refer to the finding of Lyte’s pistol in Pluren- 
den Quarry. But apparently there would be oppor- 
tunities, of which Enchmarsh no doubt availed him- 
self, for abstracting it with a view to casting suspicion 
on the wrong person. Be that as it may, Lyte’s 
innocence seems beyond question — or, at all events, 
no jury would convict him now — and I cannot but 
express my belief that by a timely discovery of the 
true facts of the case, the prisoner has been saved 
from death on the gallows, and myself from being a 
participant in a miscarriage of justice.” 

He sat down amidst murmurs of applause, and 
though I was too faint and dazed to fully realise 
my good fortune, I felt grateful to the man who 
throughout the trial had acted so generously by me. 

There was a brief silence ; then the judge said with 
unction : 

“ Mr. Lyte, it is with the greatest satisfaction that 
I have watched the progress of the trial during the 
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last few hours. The law is merciful as well as just, 
and rejoices to see innocence effectually vindicated. 
Still, Mr. Ljde, you have j’ourself to thank for all 
you have suffered, and I expect you are aware — and if 
not,” he added sharply, “ you must be made aware — 
that in shielding both Shotover and Enchmarsh, you 
did not act the part of a good citizen, whose duty it is 
to denounce the criminal and to aid in furthering 
the ends of justice. You incurred a heavy responsi- 
bility, and if not actually accessory after the fact to 
two murders in such a sense as to render yourself 
amenable to the law, you were most certainly privy 
to them, and did nothing to bring the offenders to 
justice, which they have now apparently escaped. 
However, I shall say no more on that head. You, 
gentlemen ” — ^lae turned to the jury — ” have heard 
all that has passed, and I feel sure you have done so 
with satisfaction. It is for you to say that Mr. Lyte 
is ‘ Not Guilty.’ ” 

There was subdued applause, then another silence, 
during which I sat too weary even to thank God. 
The jury had not, of course, retired, and suddenly I 
heard the clerk of the court put the question : 

“ Gentlemen, have you considered your verdict ?” 

“ We nnd the prisoner not guilty.” 

“ You say that he is not guilty, and that is the 
verdict of you all.” 

Then it was as if a black mist rushed on me, 
wrapped me round and stifled me. I thought I was 
in the dark cell, and cried, “ Water, for the love of 
God !” then I knew no more. , • 


O 
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There, Lady Wychellow, lift his head a little 
higher, how some more brandy-that’s it !’ 

I opened my eyes and gazed round me. My head 
was on Lady Wychellow’s lap. ^ 

" Ruth," I murmured faintly. 

vom^hrow- brother. There, do not knit 
youi bi on s so. Close your eyes, and don’t fret ” 

1 shat my eyes obediently, but I fretted hard 
Where was I What had happened .p Ah I re ' 
membered~I had betrayed Ruth. I had ’saved 
myself by revealing her secret after having been 
faithM almost unto death. I writhed my head on 
Lady Wychellow’s knee and moaned. 

Wliat s troubling you, dear lad ?” asked a voice 
I knew to be Peter Winde’s. 

^ “ I have betrayed Ruth- 

she told me a secret-I revealed it to save my life i" 

the You kept it to 

end. Your poor mind’s been brooSng so 
fiercely over this confidence that you’ve come to 
ttmk youve betrayed it. Nothing of the sort ! 

how q/r remember how Mary found your letter' 
Shotover confessed, how Enchmarsh 

starSp'* “y Then I 

hhl' J Winde, am I free J 

bhan 1 1 have to go back to jail ?” 

me. a shudder passed over 

thll “Ter.' , 
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“ Wliere am I now ?” 

A voice from behind me answered : 

“ In one of the anterooms of the court, egad ! 
You w'ere carried here after you fainted in the 
dock.” 

I turned round, and saw Sir Miles Wychellow. I 
held out my hand to him ; he had been a good friend 
to me. 

“ Well, Don Quixote,” he said huskily, " your 
campaign is over.” 

“ Why do you call me Don Quixote ?” 

” Begad ! Because Cervantes said, ■ Don Quixote 
is a madman !’ ” 

" You think I was mad to shield Shotover ?” 

“ I don’t think it was a particularly sensible 
thing to do.” 

“ But I did it for Ruth’s sake.” 

Peter Winde pressed my hand. 

“ I understand you, dear lad,” he said kindly ; 
“ and God will accept your sacrifice. 

“ Where’s Mary ?” 

“ She — she felt faint and ill, and went to rest at 
our inn. You shall go there soon, but first you must 
spealc a word of comfort to a poor soul that’s passing 
into God’s presence sorely sin-stained.” 

” Shotover ?” 

“ Yes. He’s in the next room.” 

; "Dying?” 

“ I’m afraid so. The doctor gives him no hope. 
He has been in a decline since winter, and all the 
horror and excitement of the last two days have 
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brought on a terrible bleeding from the lungs. He’s 
so weak that the doctor won’t allow him even to 
be moved to an inn. He’ll die before the stars come 
out.” 

” I will go to him — if you really think I can give 
him any comfort.” 

” I am sure you can. He has been asking for you. 
Poor fellow ! He wants your forgiveness.” 

I rose with difficulty to my feet. 

” Gad ! hadn’t you better rest a while before 
seeing him ?” said Sir Miles. 

" I would rather go to him now.” 

Peter Winde made me lean on his arm, and led 
me into the next room. 

Shotover lay on the floor, for the place was bare of 
furniture, but his head was softly pillowed on his 
sister’s lap, and her red hair fell and touched his 
face, while in his own hair I saw her fingers twisted. 
She lifted her eyes as I came in, and said : 

“ He’s here.” 

" Come to my side and take my hand. . . . I’m 
dying, and I can’t see. . . . Are we alone ?” 

“ Yes,” for Peter Winde had stolen away. 

“ That’s well. . . . I’m not going to thank you — 
I could never do it. . . . It would take a lifetime, and 
I shall be dead in an hour. All I want to do is — 
this!” < 

He took Ruth’s hand, and laid it in mine. 

My fingers closed round hers hungrily. Neither of 
us spoke. We were united after long parting, and 
after much tossing had reached the haven .where 
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we would be. Silently she laid her face against mine, 
and I kissed her cheek and the tears upon it. 

Guy turned his head on Ruth’s knee, and sobbed. 
" God forgive me for keeping you two apart ! 

„ What a wreck I have made of my life ! What a 
wreck I have all but made of your love ! . . . What 
shall I answer God when He reckoneth with me ? . . . 

‘ Love without sacrifice is dead.’ . . . Then I have 
never loved . . . and how shall I, having never loved, 
enter the presence of God Who is Love ?” 

He ^oaned aloud, and I sought for words to com- 
fort him. But I could think of nothing save a sen- 
tence from the Communion service he used to read 
so reverently. I laid my hand on his forehead, and 
whispered : 

‘“Not weighing our merits, but pardoning our 
offences, through Jesus Christ our Lord.’ ” 

After that he lay quieter, while a little breeze, 
sweet enough to have been born in Sussex, blew in 
upon us. 

“ Ruth,” said the dying man at last, and his voice 
was only a whisper, “ I want to hear you say that 
you forgive me.” ' 

” Why will you speak this way ? What have I to 
forgive ? Have I not thanked God for you, and 
loved you most when you sinned most ?” 

“ ‘ Loved most w'hen sinning most.’ Such is the 
love of women. ‘Not weighing our merits, but 
pardoning our offences.’ Such is the love of God.” 
And with that he died. 

We could not mourn for him who had escaped the 
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gallovvs by dying in the arms of those he loved. We 
closed his eyes and smoothed the hair upon his 
foiehead, and Ruth kissed his lips. The sunshine 
ciept up to the wall, and the little wind began to 
blow chilly. Still we sat hand in hand, our tears 
falling like a benediction on the face of the dead man 
upon our knees. 



CHAPTER XX 

OF THE M,ETHODIST AND THE RETURN WITH JOY 

Before the evening was very far advanced I again 
became light-headed, and as there was no room for 
me at the Black Ship, where the Wychellows were 
staying, I was put to bed in a little chamber in the 
New Inn, where Peter and Mary lodged. Peter sat 
with me through the whole night, during which I 
tossed in almost ceaseless delirium. I was possessed 
once more with the idea that I had betrayed Ruth's 
secret, and Peter afterwards told me that he had 
often to hold me down in bed, so frantically did I 
struggle to rise and fling myself at Ruth’s feet, 
beseeching her forgiveness. It is strange, but to this 
day this phantom haunts me, and I constantly wake 
trembling, with the belief that I have been faithless 
to the most solemn trust ever confided to me. 

During my few clear intervals I lay quiet and con- 
tented, fingering the sheets which were so clean and 
soft, or turning myself lazily on the feather mattress, 
i felt that all this cleanliness,, comfort, and peace 
must be a dream, and that I should soon wake to 
find myself in jail, amidst stench, dirt,' airlessness, 
and crowded unwashed humanity. 
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About eleven o’clock I was conscious. Peter had 
just made me swallow some milk, and had laid me 
back on the pillow as tenderly as my mother might 
have done if she had cared for me. There was a 
knock at the door, and I heard Mary’s voice. 

“ Father, go dowmstairs and have some supper. 
I’ll watch by Humphrey while you are away.” 

Peter glanced at me as I lay with my cheek on my 
hand, breathing softly. 

“ He’s quiet enough now, poor lad. Thank you, 
dearie, I’ll go down if you will stay here, and remem- 
ber to call me if he gets excited.” 

She promised, and soon the door closed after him. 

Mary pulled a chair up to the lamp, and drew a 
little book out of her pocket. I lay watching her with 
drowsy half-closed eyes. 

“ Mary,” I said suddenly. 

“ What is it, Humphrey ? I thought you were 
asleep.” 

“ I’ve never said ‘ Thank you ’ for all you’ve done 
for me.” 

“ I did nothing — except what anyone else would 
have done in such a case. It was God Who showed 
strength with His arm.” 

" I have thanked Him, but I have not thanked you. 
Come to the bedside, and let ine thank you as I ought.” 

Mary rose, and came meca&ically to the foot of 
the bed. • ' ' 

“ I tell you that you’ve nothing to thank me for,” 
she exdaimed with some abruptness. " Please do 
not say any more about it.” • . , 
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She drew aside the window curtain and looked out. 
The moon and stars were shining. I sighed rap- 
turously. 

“ Oh, Mary, how sweet it is to see the moon 
without any bars between. I saw her last night in 
jail, and there was a great black bar across her face.” 

“ I’ll leave the curtain drawn back if you like it.” 

“ Thank you. What a glorious sky ! Mary, don’t 
you remember — the moon was lying on her back 
just like that when you and I met for the first time, 
when we ate our supper in the hayloft ?” 

" I am not likely to forget,” she answered sharply. 
I had never seen Mary in this strange abrupt mood 
before. 

She evidently realised that she had spoken hastily, 
for she turned round from the window with a smile. 

“ Let me arrange your pillows for you,” she said 
in a voice that trembled ; “ they are almost on the 
floor.” 

She shook and smoothed them. Her hand hap- 
pened to touch my hair, and she drew it hurriedly 
away. 

” Now try to go to sleep. Are you comfort- 
able?” 

" Yes, thank you, Mary.” 

She went and sat once more in the lamplight, and 
opened her book. Suddenly I saw a tear fall on the 
page. I shut my eyes, and drew the bedclothes high 
over my head. 

A few minutes later I fell asleep, and dreamed that 
I was at ShoysweU, and that Mary and I sat in the 
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gable barn among the hay, as on the night of our first 
meeting. We watched the moonlight in the fold and 
on the fleeces of the sheep, while the little moon lay 
on her back between the oasts, and Mary sang, 
“ Glory to Thee, my God, this night.” 

The song died away in a sudden scream of wand 
outside the casement, and I awoke. Mary had left 
the room ; Peter sat in her place. The window was 
still uncurtained, but the moon was gone, and there 
were raindrops on the pane. 

The next morning Peter urged me to stay in bed. 
But I was far too restless, and I thirsted to see Ruth. 
So, after a little persuasion, he gave in, and lent me 
some clothes to wear instead of my own rags and 
tatters. 

My heart was full of fears as I walked, leaning on a 
stick, up the High Street to the sign of the Black 
Ship. It was true that Shotover had put Ruth’s 
hand in mine ; he was free from all pride, and de- 
manded of Ruth’s husband but one qualification — 
that he should love her even as she loved him. Yet 
Sir Miles was different, and now Shotover was dead, 
he had the direction of Ruth’s affairs. I remembered 
how coldly he had looked on our love when I was in 
prison, and my heart failed me. ' . - ' 

I soon reached the inn, and asking for Miss Shot- 
over, was shown into a private sitting-room. A few 
minutes later the door opened, and I sprang forward 
eagerly to meet— not Ruth— but Sir Miles ! To my 
surprise, he grasped my hand, and clapped' me 
heartily on the shoulder. 
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" Begad, young man, you look better after a 
decent night's rest. Ruth slept ill, and is only just 
risen, but she will be mth us in a moment.” 

I gazed at him bewildered. 

” Sir Miles, do you know what Guy Shotover said ? 
what he did ?” 

The baronet looked graver. 

“ I know it, my lad. I was with the poor fellow a 
few minutes yesterday morning, and, though every 
time he spoke he nigh suffocated, he begged me not 
to keep you and Ruthie apart.” 

He was silent a moment, then continued : 

“ I don't deny, young man, that I had looked 
higher for the child. You’re gently bom, I know, but 
I wanted her to lead an easy life, and have a house 
of her own, and servants, and silk gowns, and such 
things as a maid loves. But after what happened 
yesterday I have come to think differently. A man 
who could suffer so much for her sake, even though he 
be poor and friendless, is worthy of her— yes, lad, 
you’ve proved yourself vrorthy and he clasped my 
hand once more. 

I was too much moved to reply. ' - 

“ And now,” he continued, “ I’ve some questions 
to ask you. Wlien is the marriage to be ?” ‘ 

I gnawed my lip angrily. 

“ It’s all very well to speak of marriage when I 
haven’t a penny in the whrld.” 

“ But, “my dear fellow, now poor Shotover’s dead, 

Ruthie has enough ” 

" Sir Miles, if you think ” ' 
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" There, there — don’t devour me quite. I didn’t 
mean that 3 ''ou should live on her money. \\Tiat I 
wanted to say was this — that what • she has and 
W'hat J70U can earn ought to be enough for you both." 

" But I don’t earn anything — at least, except as a 
fann-hand. Do you refer to that ?’’ 

" I do. Gad ! if you take Ruth on the roads with 
you, you will have to sleep under a roof. You must 
lie at inns instead of in the fields, and have rafters, 
not clouds, over your heads in time of rain.” 

" But I never thought of taking her on the roads. 
I can’t imagine her tramping the highways, and 
being hungry and tired. She has not been bred for 
such a life.” 

" You mean to wait tiU you have a chapel some- 
where — which may never be at all. Egad ! as you 
young people insist on being married, and as I’m 
weak enough to allow it, there had better be no 
waiting ; that would be dreary enough for the girl 
as well as for you. Besides, she is less unfit for the 
roads than you for Little Bethel. My lad, you’re a 
vagrant born, and I’d rather see Ruthie wearing out 
her soles on the highway than you eating out your 
heart among streets, chimneys, and conventionality. 
And she need not be hungry or tired, you can take 
care of that." 

“ Then you mean,” I cried, trembling, " that we 
can be married at once ?” ' • ■ 

'■ As soon as the banns are up — certainly.” 

I bowed my head. The room swayed and seemed 
full of fire,: ' ; • • ; - 


•ii |^ : [f - ■ 
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died. Perhaps that was the only possible answer 
to my prayer, 

Peter and Mary Winde were unable to. stay in 
Kent for my marriage. Peter was obliged to be 
back at Shoyswell for the hop-picking, and he and 
■ bis daughter left Maidstone about a week after my 
i-elease. It struck me that Mary was eager to go. 

On the evening of their departure I was sitting alone 
in the inn parlour, when they came to me. 

“ We start for Sussex in an hour,” said Peter, “ and 
before we go, we both want to give a wedding present 
to the lad who has been a son and a brother to us.” 

“ You have indeed been a father and a sister to 
me.” 

“ We had some difficulty in choosing our gifts, for 
how can we give you house-linen, china, damask or 
such things as are usually given at a marriage, when 
the sky -is to be your roof, the soil your floor, the 
tree-stump your table, and when the landlady of 
the White Hart or the Blue Boar will provide the 
sheets for your bed ? So you must forgive me if I 
make this ray present.’ ’ 

He handed me a small tin box, which I found to 
contain a cheque for five pounds, and while I was 
seeking in vain for words to thank him, Mary gave 
me a Bible bound in black leather, and told me she 
had given one like it to Riith. ' 

“ So you can think of me when you read God’s 
word.” 

“ I shall always think of you, Mary,” I cried, my 
tongue loosed at last ; " I shall always think of you, 
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Mr, Winde. You are my truest, dearest friends, of 
whom I am not worthy.” 

Tears choked my voice, and Peter shook my hand 
and laid the other hand on my breast, and if I had 
not known him for a staunch Methodist, I should 
have thought he had made the sign of the cross there. 

Then I turned to Mary, and was seized with the old 
impulse. I did not resist it this time, but caught 
her in my arms and gave her my first and only kiss. 
I felt how hot her cheek was under my lips, and her 
hand in mine was trembling and burning. When I 
drew back and looked into her eyes, I could have 
sacrificed all I possessed not to have given that 
kiss. 

“ The coach leaves the Star Inn at half-past 
eight,” said Peter, breaking the awkward silence. 
” Mary, you and I must be starting. You will come 
with us, lad ?” 

" Certainly. Have you said good-bye to Ruth ?” 

“ We’ve just been to the Black Ship. Come, Mary, 
run upstairs and put on your hat and cloak, my 
dearie.” 

A few minutes later Peter, Mary, and I were on 
our way to the Star. The sun had set, and the sky 
was iron grey, flushed in the west. We had not long 
to wait till the coach was*^eady to start. Then a 
hasty pressure of hands^, arid good wishes called on 
the riight air, while . the Maidstone Rocket rattled 
over the courtyard stones. 

I walked back to my inn with a slow,, grave step, 
and sat for some time brooding alone ; but at ten 
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o’clock I went to see Ruth, and forgot all my 
depression. 

After that the days flew quickly, till our wedding 
morning, the twentieth of September, broke at last. 
We were to be married very early, for we wished to 
leave Maidstone by the nine o’clock coach. This 
would reach the cross-roads of Three Chimneys 
at noon. Then my wife and I would walk to Ewe- 
hurst to superintend the selling of the Parsonage 
furniture and livestock, and that tramp through the 
Kentish and Sussex lanes should be our honey- 
moon. 

I rose at five and dressed all trembling. My heart 
was full of a joy as pure and an awe as sweet as that 
with which it had throbbed on the morning of my 
confirmation or of my first sacrament. The streets 
were dim with morning fog, which did not reach as 
far as the housetops, so that from my window in the 
gable I looked down on a creamy, opaque sea. 
Once out of doors, the thick yellowness was all round 
me, and I groped my way with difficulty to All 
Saints’ Church. 

Inside the church everything was very dark, and 
I had to call up a sleepy old verger to draw up the 
blinds and light a few lamps that parson might see 
to read the service. . . ■ 

I was early, and knelt for some time alone in one 
of the worm-eaten pewsiv-A TO.bin was twittering 
outside, and I thanked God for that little song of 
hope. Ruth arrived at last with Sir Miles and Lady 
Wychello'v^. My bride wo.re no jewels or brocades, 
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lace or veiling, only a simple muslin gown, with roses 
at her breast, and a chip hat tied with broad ribbons 
under her chin. She was, and looked, a child, but 
soiTOW had crowned her with an early tender 
womanhood. I kissed her silently, and we knelt in 
the old pew side by side. 

On the stroke of seven, parson bustled in, his 
surplice crackling with starch. He was a brisk, 
excitable little man, and evidently enjoyed the 
romance of a wedding at such an early hour. The 
service was soon over, and Ruth and I came hand-in- 
hand from the communion rails, wedded husband 
and wife, “ for better for worse, for richer for poorer, 
in sickness and in health, till death us do part.” 

The fog still lay thick upon the streets, but the 
rays of the risen sun made crimson smears on its 
yellovmess. We went to the Black Ship Inn, where 
a simple wedding-breakfast was prepared, and I do 
not think that Ruth and I spoke a word the whole 
of our way. After breakfast we said good-bye to 
tlie Wychellows, for we were to walk to the coach 
alone. The good baronet and his wife knew that 
we needed no company in our happiness. 

On reaching the Star we found we had nearly half 
an hour to wait before the coach started, but it is^ 
strange how quickly the time passed, though we did" 
little more' than stand hand-in-hand and watch the 
clouds in their lazy drift.' Then " Take your seats, 
ladies and gentlemen !” cried, the guard, and all was 
bustle and confusion. The next moment the horses 
had plunged forward as the ostlers let go their heads. 
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weariness seemed to have talren fright at our love, 
and to flee before our face. We walked gaily hand- 
in-hand, singing like children. At Dockenden we 
halted, and went into a field through which ran a 
little stream. By the side of this stream we ate our 
mid-day meal of bread and cheese, and drank of the 
delicious water, Ruth drinking from my hands. 
Then suddenly my heart reproached me. 

" Little girl, you have been gently bred, and 
here am I taking you to tramp the roads with 
me !” 

“ Faith ! That’s just what I love, Humphrey.” 

” But you are too sweet and delicate to be a 
common mumper’s wife.” 

“ What nonsense you talk ! As if you were a 
common mumper !” 

” You will often be tired.” 

" I shall not mind vdth you beside me.” 

" You will have a frugal board and a hard 
bed.” 

“ I shall not mind with you to share them.” 

" Ruth, how can you sacrifice so much for a fellow 
like me ?” 

” Lud ! I’d sacrifice the world for a fellow like 
you. But come, Humphrey,, why should you and I , 
reason together in this way ? "V^en I promised to 1 
share your life, 1 didn'-t mean only the sweetness and 
the sunshine of ifc ' buf .also the. bitterness and the 
rain. Now, lefs^-hiifry onj: or we 'Shall never reach " 
Ewehurst to-night.” ■ 
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known as Delmonden. Their little windows shed 
oblongs of light upon our path, and by that light I 
saw the tears hanging in Ruth’s eyes like stars. 

" Wife,” I said, “ directly we are in Sussex I shall 
kiss you.” 

" But how will you know when we are in Sussex ? 
W^e are nowhere near the Rother.” 

“ But the Kent Ditch, dear. We shall cross the 
Kent Ditch — and then I shall kiss you.” 

Only a few yards further on we came to a reedy 
channel, where the wind swept the osiers with a 
moaning sound. 

“ There is no bridge,” said Ruth. 

“ I’m glad there is no bridge,” said I. And I 
caught her up in my arms, and waded with her 
across the Kent Ditch, and clambered on to the shore 
of my goodly heritage. ^ 

We were in a hop-garden, and the wind gently 
bowed the overweighted vines, while their steamy 


3^6 THE TRAMPING METHODIST 

upon us from the huddling fields of Kent, and blew a 
strand of Ruth’s hair across my mouth. I held it 
there while the blast sobbed again— blustered— and 
was stjll. Far, far away, a shooting star crossed the 
sky above ShoysweU, and I saw it sink among the 
woods like a burning eye. ^ 


the end 
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MR. CROFTANGRY’S PREFACE 


Indite, my muse, indite, 

Subpoena’d is thy lyre, 

The praises to requite 
Which rules of court require. 

Frobcdionary Odes, 

T he concluding a literary undertaking, in whole or in 
part, is, to the inexperienced at least, attended with 
an irritating titillation, like that which attends on the 
healing of a wound — a prurient impatience, in short, to know 
what the world in general, and friends in particular, will say to 
our labours. Some authors, I am told, profess an oyster-like 
indifference upon this subject ; for my own part, I hardly be- 
lieve in their sincerity. Others may acquire it from habit ; but 
in my poor opinion a neophyte like myself must be for a long 
time incapable of such sang froid. 

Frankly, I was ashamed to feel how childishly I felt on the 
occasion. No person could have said prettier things than my- 
self upon the importance of stoicism concerning the opinion of 
others, when their applause or censure refers to literary char- 
acter only ; and I had determined to lay my work before the 
public with the same unconcern with which the ostrich lays 
her eggs in the sand, giving herself no farther trouble concern- 
ing the incubation, but leaving to the atmosphere to bring 
forth the young, or otherwise, as the climate shall serve. But, 
though an ostrich in theory, I became in practice a poor hen, 
who has no sooner made her deposit but she runs cackling 
about, to call the attention of every one to the wonderful work 
which she has performed. 

As soon as I became possessed of my first volume, neatly 
stitched up and boarded, my sense of the necessity of com- 
municating with some one became ungovernable. Janet was 
inexorable, and seemed already to have tired of my literary 
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confidence; for whenever I drew near the subject, after evading 
it as long as she could, she made, under some pretext or other, 
a bodily retreat to the kitchen or the cock-loft', her own peculiar 
and inviolate domains. My publisher would ^ have oeen a 
natural resource; but he understands his business too well, 
and follows it too closely, to desire to enter into literary dis- 
cussions, wisely considering that he who has to sell books has 
seldom leisure to read them. Then my acquaintance, now 
that I have lost Mrs. Bethune Baliol, are of that distant and 
accidental kind to whom I had not face enough to communi- 
cate the nature of my uneasiness, and who probably^ would 
only have laughed at me had I made any attempt to interest 
them in my labours. 

Reduced thus to a sort of despair, I thought of my friend 
and man of business, Mr. Fairscribe. His habits, it was true, 
were not likely to render him indulgent to light literature, 
and, indeed, I had more than one© noticed his daughters, and 
especially my little songstress, whip into her reticule what 
looked very like a circulating library volume, as soon as her 
father entered the room. Still, he was not only my assured, 
but almost my only, friend, and I had little doubt that he 
would take an interest in the volume for the sake of the author 
which the work itself might fail to inspire. I sent him, there- 
fore, the book, carefully sealed up, with an intimation that I 
requested the favour of his opinion upon the contents, of which 
I affected to talk in the^ depreciatory style which calls for 
point-blank contradiction, if your correspondent possess a grain 
of civility. 

This communication took place on a Monday, and I daily 
expected (what I was ashamed to anticipate by volunteering 
my presence, however sure of a welcome) an in-^utation to eat 
an egg, as was my friend's favourite phrase, or a card to drink 
tea with Misses Fairscribe, or a provocation to breakfast, at 
least, with my hospitable^ friend and benefactor, and to talk 
over the contents of my inolosure. But the hours and clays 
passed on from Monday till Saturday, and I had no acknowl- 
edgment whatever that my packet had reached its destination. 
‘This is very unlike my good friend’s punctuality,’ thoiiglit I; 
and having again and again vexed James, my male attendant, 
by a close examination concerning the time, place, and deliver}?, 

I had only to strain my imagination to conceive reasons for 
my friend’s silence. Sometimes I thought that his opinion of 
the work had proved' so unfavourable, that he was averse to 
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hurt my feelings by eommunicating it; sometimes thatj escap- 
ing his hands to whom it was destined, it had found its way 
into his writing-chamber, and was become the subject of criti- 
cism to his smart clerks and conceited apprentices. ‘ ^Sdeath ! ' 
thought I, ‘ if I were sure of this, I would -- — ' 

‘ And what would you do 1 ' said Reason, after a few moments' 
reflection. ‘You are ambitious of introducing your book into 
every writing and reading chamber in EdinWrgh, and yet you 
take fire at the thoughts of its being criticised by Mr. Fair- 
scribe's young people ? Be a little consistent, for shame.' 

M will be consistent,' said I, doggedly; ‘but for all that, I 
will call on Mr. Fairscribe this evening.' 

I hastened my dinner, donned my greatcoat, for the evening 
threatened rain, and went to Mr. Fairscribe's house. The old 
domestic opened the door cautiously, and before I asked the 
question, said, ‘ Mr. Fairscribe is at home, sir ; but it is Sunday 
night.' Recognising, however, my face and voice, he opened 
the door wider, admitted me, and conducted me to the parlour, 
where I found Mr. Fairscribe and the rest of his family engaged 
in listening to a sermon by the late Mr. Walker of Edinburgh,^ 
which was read by Miss Catherine with unusual distinctness, 
simplicity, and judgment. Welcomed as a friend of the house, 
I had nothing for it but to take my seat quietly, and, making 
a virtue of necessity, endeavour to derive my share of the 
benefit arising from an exceUent sermon. But I am afraid Mr. 
Walker's force of logic and precision of expression were some- 
what lost upon me. I was sensible I had chosen an improper 
time to disturb Mr. Fairscribe, and when the discourse was 
ended I rose to take my leave, somewhat hastily, I believe. 
‘A cup of tea, Mr. Croftangryl' said the young lady. ‘You 
will wait and take part of a Presbyterian supper?' said Mr. 
Fairscribe. ‘Nine o'clock — I make it a point of keeping my 
father's hours on Sunday at e'en.^ Perhaps Dr. —— (naming 
an excellent clergyman) may look in.' ^ ^ 

I made my apology for declining his invitation ; and I fancy 
niy unexpected appearance and hasty retreat had rather sur- 
prised my friend, since, instead of accompanying me to the 
door, he conducted me into his own apartment. 

' ‘What is' the matter,' he said, ‘Mr. Croftangry? This: is 
not a night foiv secular business, but if ' anything' sudden or . 
extraordinary has happened ' 

1 Robert Walker, tbe colleague auU riyal of Dr. Hugb Blair,' in St. Giles’s 
Cburcii, Edinburgh., 
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‘Nothing in the world/ said I, forcing myself upon con- 
fession, as the best way of clearing myself out of the scrape ; 
‘ only — only I sent yon a little parcel, and as yon are so regular 
in acknowledging letters and communications, I — I thought it 
might have miscarried — that 'sail/ 

My friend laughed heartily, as if he saw into and enjoyed 
my motives and my confusion. ‘ Safe I It came safe enough/ 
he said. ‘The wind of the world always blows its vanities 
into haven. But this is the end of the session, when I have 
little time to read anything printed except Inner House papers ; 
yet if you will take your kail with us next Saturday, I will 
glance over your work, though I am sure I am no competent 
judge of such matters.' 

With this promise I was fain to take my leave, not without 
half persuading myself that, if once the phlegmatic lawyer 
began my lucubrations, he would not be able to rise irom them 
till he had finished the perusal, nor to endure an^ interval 
betwixt his reading the last page and requesting an interview 
with the author. 

No such marks of impatience displayed themselves. ^ Time, 
blunt or keen, as my friend Joanna says, swift or leisurely, 
held his course ; and on the appointed Saturday I was at the 
door precisely as it struck four. The dinner hour, indeed, was 
five punctually, but what did I know but my friend might 
want half an hour's conversation with me before that time ? 
I was ushered into an empty drawing-room, and, fr'om a 
needle-book and work-basket, hastily abandoned, I had some 
reason to think I interrupted my little friend, Miss Katie, in 
some domestic labour more praiseworthy than elegant. In 
this critical age filial piety must hide herself in a closet if 
she has a mind to darn her father's linen. 

Shortly after I was the more fully convinced that I had 
been too early an intruder, when a wench came to fetch away 
the basket, and recommend to my courtesies a red and green 
gentleman in a cage, who answered all my advances by croak- 
ing out, ‘ You 're a fool you 're a fool, I tell you ! ' until, upon 
my word, J began to think the creature was in the right. At 
last my friend arrived a little overheated. He had been taking 
a turn at golf to prepare him for^ ‘ colloquy sublime.' And 
wherefore not, since the game, /'with its, variety of odds, lengths, 
bunkers, tee'd balls, and so on, may be no inadequate repre- 
sentation of the hazards attending literary pursuits *? In par- 
ticular, those formidable buffets which make one ball spin 
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through the air like a rifle-shot, and strike another down into 
the very earth it is placed upon, by the maladroitness or the 
malicious purpose of the player — what are they but parallels 
to the favourable or depreciating notices of the reviewers, who 
play at golf with the publications of the season, even as 
Altisidora, in her approach to the gates of the infernal regions, 
saw the devils playing at racket with the new books of Cer- 
vantes’s days. 

Well, every hour has its end. Five o’clock came, and my 
friend, with his daughters and his handsome young son, who, 
though fairly buckled to the desk, is every now and then look^ 
ing over his shoulder at a smart uniform, set seriously about 
satisfying the corporeal wants of nature; while I, stimulated 
by a nobler appetite after fame, wished that the touch of a 
magic wand could, without all the ceremony of picking and 
choosing, carving and slicing, masticating and swallowing, 
have transported a quantum sufficit of the good things on my 
friend’s hospitable hoard into the stomachs of those who sur- 
rounded it, to be there at leisure converted into chyle, while 
their thoughts were turned on higher matters. At length all 
was over. But the young ladies sat still and talked of the 
music of The Freischutz, for nothing else was then thought of: 
so we discussed the wild hunters’ song, and the tame hunters’ 
song, etc. etc., in all which my young friends were quite at 
home. Luckily for me, all this horning and hooping drew on 
some allusion to the Seventh Hussars, which gallant regiment, 
I observe, is a more favourite theme with both Miss Catherine 
and her brother than with my old friend, who presently looked 
at his watch, and said something significantly to Mr. James 
about office hours. The youth got up with the ease of a young- 
ster that would be thought a man of fashion rather than of 
business, and endeavoured, with some success, to walk out of 
the room as if the locomotion was entirely voluntary ; Miss 
Catherine and her sisters left us at the same time, and now, 
thought I, my trial comes on. 

Reader, did you ever, in the course of your life, cheat the 
courts of justice and lawyers by agreeing to refer a dubious and 
important question to the decision of a mutual friend ? If so, 
you may have remarked the relative change which the arbiter 
undergoes in your estimation, when raised, though by your own 
free choice, from an ordinary acquaintance, whose opinions were 
of as little consequence to you as yours to him, into a superior 
personage, on whose decision your fate must depend pro tmitOi 
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as my friend Mr. Fairscribe would say. His looks assume a 
mysterious, if not a minatory, expression ; bis hat has a loftier 
air, and bis wig, if be wears one, a more formidable buckle. 

I felt, accordingly, that my good friend Fairscribe, on the 
present occasion, bad acquired something of a similar increase 
of consequence. But a week since, be bad, in my opinion, been 
indeed an excellent-meaning man, perfectly competent to every- 
thing within bis own profession, but immured at the same time 
among its forms and technicalities, and as incapable of j udging 
of matters of taste as any mighty Goth whatsoever of or be- 
longing to the ancient Senate House of Scotland. But w^hat 
of that ? I had made him my judge by my^ own election ; and 
I have often observed that an idea of declining such a reference 
on account of his own consciousness of ineompetency is, as it 
perhaps ought to be, the last which occurs to the referee him- 
self. He that has a literary work subjected to his judgment 
by the author immediately throws his mind into a critical atti- 
tude, though the subject be one w’hich he never before thought 
of. No doubt the author is well qualified to select his own 
judge, and why should the arbiter whom he has chosen doubt 
his own talents for condemnation or acquittal, ^ since he has 
been doubtless picked out by his friend from his indubitable 
reliance on their competence 1 Surely the man who wrote the 
production is likely to know the person best qualified to judge 
of it. 

Whilst these thoughts crossed my brain, I kept my eyes 
fixed on my good friend, whose motions appeared unusually 
tardy to me, while he ordered a bottle of particular claret, 
decanted it with scrupulous accuracy with his own hand, caused 
his old domestic to bring a saucer of olives, and chips of toasted 
bread, and thus,^ on hospitable thoughts intent, seemed to roe 
to adjourn the discussion which I longed to bring on, yet ieared 
to precipitate. 

‘He^is dissatisfied,’ thought I, rtmd is ashamed to show it 
— afraid, doubtless, of hurting my feelings. What had I to do 
to talk to him about anything save charters and sasines ! Stay, 
he is going to begin.’ 

‘We are old fellows now, Mr. Croftangry/ said my landlord ; 
‘scarcely so fit to take a poor quart of claret between us as we 
would have been in better days to take a pint, in the old Seot- 
tish liberal acceptation of the phrase. Maybe you would liave 
liked me to have keptMames to help us. But if it is not on a 
holyday or so, I think it is -.best he siiould observe office hours/ 
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Here the discourse was about to fall. I relieved it by say- 
ing, Mr. James was at the happy time of life when he had 
better things to do than to sit over the bottle. ‘ I suppose/ 
said I, ‘your son is a reader.' 

‘ TJm — yes — James may be called a reader in a sense ; but I 
doubt there is little solid in his studies — poetry and plays, Mr. 
Croftangry, all nonsense ; they set his head a-gadding after the 
army, when he should be minding his business.' 

‘I suppose, then, that romances do not find much more 
grace in your eyes than dramatic and poetical compositions 1 ' 

‘Deil a bit — deil a bit, Mr. Croftangry, nor historical pro- 
ductions either. There is too much fighting in history, as if 
men only were brought into this world to send one another out 
of it. It nourishes false notions of our being, and chief and 
proper end, Mr. Croftangry.' 

Still all this was general, and I became determined to bring 
our discourse to a focus. ‘ I am afraid, then, I have done very 
ill to trouble you with my idle manuscripts, Mr. Pairscribe ; 
but you must do me the justice to remember that I had 
nothing better to do than to amuse myself by writing the 
sheets I put into your hands the other day. I may truly plead — 

I left no calling for this idle trade.’ 

‘ I cry your mercy, Mr. Croftangry,' said my old friend, 
suddenly recollecting; ‘yes — yes, I have been very rude ; but 
I had forgotten entirely that you had taken a spell yourself at 
that idle man's trade.' 

‘I suppose,' replied I,/you, on your side, have been too 
busy a man to look at my poor S'' 

‘No — no,' said my friend, ‘I am not so had as that neither. 
I have read them bit by bit, just as I could get a moment's 
time, and I believe I shall very soon get through them.' 

‘ Well, my good friend ? ' said I, interrogatively. 

And ‘ Well, Mr. Croftangry,' cried he, ‘I really think you 
have got over the ground very tolerably well. I have noted 
down here two or three bits of things, which I presume to be 
errors of the press, otherwise it might be alleged, perhaps, that 
you did not fully pay that attention to the grammatical rules 
which one would desire to see rigidly observed.' 

I looked at my friend's notes, which, in fact, showed that, in 
one or two grossly obvious passages, I had left uncorrected such 
solecisms in grammar. 

« Well — well, I own my .frkult ; hut, setting apart these casual 


PREFATORY 


xvi 

errors, how do yon like the matter and the manner of what I 
haTe been writing, Mr. Fairscribe ? \ 

‘Why,' said my friend, pausing, with more grave and impor- 
tant hesitation than I thanked him for, ‘there is not much to 
be said against the manner. The style is terse and intelligible, 
Mr. Croftangry — very intelligible; and that I consider as the 
first point in everything that is intended to be understood. 
There are, indeed, here and there some flights and fancies, 
which I comprehended with difficulty; but I got to ^i^our 
meaning at last. There are people that are like ponies : their 
judgments cannot go fast, hut they go sure.' 

‘That is a pretty clear proposition, my friend; but then 
how did you like the meaning when you did get at itf or was 
that, like some ponies, too difficult to catch, and, when catched, 
not worth the trouble ? ' 

‘ I am far from saying that, my dear sir, in respect it would 
be downright uncivil ; but since you ask my opinion, I wish 
you could have thought about something more appertaining 
to civil policy than all this bloody work about shooting and 
dirking, and downright hanging. I am told it was the Germans 
who &st brought in such a practice of choosing their heroes 
out of the Porteous Roll ; ^ but, by my faith, we are like to be 
upsides with them. The first was, as I am credibly informed, 
Mr. Scolar, as they call him — a scholar-like piece of work he 
has made of it, with his robbers and thieves.' 

‘Schiller,' said I, ‘my dear sir — let it be Schiller.' 

‘Shiller, or what you like,' said Mr. Fairscribe. ‘I found 
the book where I wish I had found a better one, and that is, in 
Kate's work-basket. I sat down, and, like an old fool, began to 
read; but there, I grant, you have the better of Shiller, Mr. 
Croftangry.' 

‘ I should be glad, my dear sir, that you really think I have 
approached that admirable author ; even your friendly partiality 
ought not to talk of my having excelled him.' 

‘But I do say you have excelled him, Mr. Croftangry, in a 
most material particular. For surely a book of amuseinent 
should be something that one can take up and lay down at 
pleasure ; and I can say justly, I was never at the least loss to 
put aside these sheets of .yours' when business came in the wajn 
But, faith, this Shiller^. ..sir, ' does, not let you off so easily. I 
forgot one appointment , on - particular business, and I wilfully 
broke through another, that 1 might stay at home and finish Ms 

^ List o£ crimiaal iadictments, so termed in Scotland. 
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coBfonnded book, which, after all, is about two brothers, the 
greatest rascals I ever heard o£ The one, sir, goes near to 
murder his own father, and the other — which you would think 
still stranger — sets about to debauch his own wife/ 

‘ I find, then, Mr. Pairscribe, that you have no taste for the 
romance of real life, no pleasure in contemplating those spirit- 
rousing impulses which force men of fiery passions upon great 
crimes and ^eat virtues V 

‘ Why, as to that, I am not just so sure. But then, to mend 
the matter,^ continued the critic, ‘ you have brought in High- 
landers into every story, as if you were going back again, velts 
et remis^^ into the old days of Jacobitism. I must speak my 
plain mind, Mr. Oroftangry, I cannot tell what innovations in 
kirk and state may be now proposed, but our fathers were 
friends to both, as they were settled at the glorious Revolu- 
tion, and liked a tartan plaid as little as they did a white 
surplice. I wish to Heaven all this tartan fever bode well to 
the Protestant succession and the Kirk of Scotland.’ 

‘Both too well settled, I hope, in the minds of the subject,’ 
said I, ‘to be affected by old remembrances, on which we look 
back as on the portraits of our ancestors, without recollecting, 
while we gaze on them, any of the feuds by which the originals 
were animated while alive. But most happy should I be to 
light upon any topic to supply the place of the Highlands, Mr. 
Pairscribe. I have been just reflecting that the theme is 
becoming a little exhausted, and your experience may perhaps 
supply ’ 

‘Ha — ha — ha, my experience supply!’ interrupted Mr. 
Pairscribe, with a laugh of derision, ‘Why, you might as 
well ask my son James’s experience to supply a case about 
thirlage. No — no, my good friend, I have lived by the law 
and in the law all my life; and when you seek the impulses 
that make soldiers desert and shoot their sergeants and cor- 
porals, and Highland drovers dirk English graziers, to prove 
themselves men of fiery passions, it is not to a man like me 
you should come. I could tell you some tricks of my own 
trade, perhaps, and a queer story or two of estates that have 
been lost and recovered. But, to tell you the truth, I think 
you might do with your' Muse of Fiction, as you ' call her, as 
many an honest man does with his own sons in flesh and 
blood.’ ^ 

‘And how is that, my dear sir? ’ 

‘Send her to India, to be sure.'. That is' the true place';^ 
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a Scot to thrive in; and if you carry your story fifty years 
back,_as there is nothing to hinder you, you will find as much 
shooting and stabbing there as ever was in the wild Highlands. 
If you want rogues, as they are so nauoh in fashion with you,' 
you have that gallant caste of adventurers who laid down 
their consciences at the Cape of Good Hope as they went out 
to India, and forgot to take them up again when they returned. 
Then, for great exploits, you have in the old histoiy of India,' 
before Europeans were numerous there, the most wonderful 
deeds, done by the least possible means, that perhaps the 
annals of the world can afibrd.' 

_‘I know it,’ said I, kindling at the ideas his speech in- 
spired. ‘ I remember, in the delightful pages of Orme, the 
interest which mingles in his narratives, from the very small 
number of English which are engaged. Each officer of a 
regiment becomes known to you by name — nay, the non- 
commissioned officers and privates acquire an individual shai-e 
of interest. They are distinguished among the natives like 
tbe Spaniards among the Mexicans. What do I say ? They 
nr demigods among the warring mortals. Men 

like Clive_ and Cailliaud influenced great events like Jove 
himself. Inferior officers are like Mars or Neptune, and the 
sergeants and corporals might well pass for demigods. Then 
the various religious costumes, habits, and manners of the 
people of Hmdostan— the patient Hindoo, the warlike Raiah- 
poot, the haughty Mo.slemah, the .savage and vindictive Malav 
Glorious and unbounded subjects ! The only objection il' 

thm ’ nothing at all about 


“y You wiU tell US about them 

all the better that yon know nothing of what you are saving. 

bottle, and when Katie — her sisters 
nrfliL teU you the 

will see in fho of poor Menie Gray, whose picture you 
wUn drawmg-room, a distant relation of my father’s, 

Sn ^ handsome part of cousin Menie’s sueces- 

S 1 •+ “Oiie hying that can be hurt by the story now, 

thou^ it was thought best to smother it up at the tiine as 
indeed even the whispers about it led poor cousin Menie to 
hve very retired. I mind her well whefa chfld iS w2 

tiresome, about poor cousin 


When we came into the drawing-room, my friend pointed 
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to a picture wMcii I had before noticed, without, however, its 
having attracted more than a passing look ; now I regarded it 
with more attention. It was one of those portraits of the 
middle of the 18 th century, in which artists endeavoured to 
conquer the stiffness of hoops and brocades, by throwing a 
fancy drapery around the figure, with loose folds like a mantle 
or dressing-gown, the stays, however, being retained, and the 
bosom displayed in a manner which shows that our mothers, 
like their daughters, were as liberal of their charms as the 
nature of the dress might permit. To this the well-known 
style of the period the features and form of the individual 
added, at first sight, little interest. It represented a hand- 
some woman of about thirty, her hair wound simply about her 
head, her features regular, and her complexion fair. But on 
looking more closely, especially after having had a hint that 
the original had been the heroine of a tale, I could observe 
a melancholy sweetness in the countenance, that seemed to 
speak of woes endured and injuries sustained with that resig- 
nation which women can and do sometimes display under the 
insults and ingratitude of those on whom they have bestowed 
their affections. 

‘ Yes, she was an excellent and an ill-used woman,' said Mr. 
Fairscribe, his eye fixed like mine on the picture. ^ She left 
our family not less, I daresay, than five thousand pounds, 
and I believe she died worth four times that sum ; but it was 
divided among the nearest of kin, which was all fair.' 

*But her history, Mr. Fairscribe,' said I; ‘to judge from 
her look, it must have been a melancholy one.' 

‘You may say that, Mr. Croftangry. Melancholy enough, 
and extraordinary enough too. But,' added he, swallowing in 
haste a cup of the tea w^hich was presented to him, ‘I must 
away to my business ; we cannot be gowffing all the morning, 
and telling old stories all the afternoon. Katie knows all the 
outs and the ins of cousin Menie's adventures as well as I 
do, and when she has given you the particulars, then I am at 
your service, to condescend more articulately upon dates or 
particulars.' 

Well, here was I, a gay old bachelor, left to hear a love 
tale from my young friend Katie Fairscribe, who, when she 
is not surrounded by a bevy of gallants, at which time, to my 
thinking, she shows less to advantage, is as pretty, w^ell- 
behaved, and unaffected a girl as you see tripping the new 
wajks of Princes Street or Heriot Row. Old bachelorship so 
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decided as mine has its privileges in sneh a tete-h-tete, providing 
you are, or can seem for the time, perfectly good-humoured and 
attentive, and do not ape the manners of your younger years, 
in attempting which you will only make yourself ridiculous. 
I don’t pretend to] be so indifferent to the company of a pretty 
young woman as was desired by the poet, who wished to sit 
beside his mistress — 

As imconceni’d, as wlien 
Her infant beauty' could beget 
Hor liappiness nor pain. 

On the contrary, I can look on beauty and innoeence as some- 
thing of which I know and esteem the value, without the 
desire or hope to make them my own. A young lady can 
afford to talk with an old stager like me without either artifice 
or affectation; and we may maintain a species of fiiendship, 
the more tender, perhaps, because we are of difierent sexes, yet 
with which that distinction has very little to do. 

Now, I hear my wisest and most critical neighbour remark,: 
*Mr. Croftangry is in the way of doing a foolish thing.' He 
is well to pass — Old Fairseribe knows to a penny what he is 
worth, and Miss Katie, with all her airs, may like the old brass 
that buys the new pan. I thought Mr. Croftangry was looking 
very cadgy when he came in to play a rubber with us last 
night. Poor gentleman, I am sure I should be sorry to see 
him make a fool of himself.* 

Spare your compassion, dear madam, there is not the least 
danger. , The beauw yeux de mm casette are not brilliant enough 
to make amends for the spectacles w-hich must supplj- the 
dimness of my own. I am a little deaf too, as you know to 
your sorrow when we are partners ; and if I could get a nymph 
to marry me with aU these imperfections, wiio the deuce would 
marry Janet ^MacEvoyl and from Janet MacEvoy Ohrystal 
Croftangry will not part. 

Miss Katie Fairseribe gave me the tale of Meiiie Gray with 
much taste and simplicity, not attempting to suppress the 
feelings, whether of grief or resentment, wiiich justly and 
naturally arose from the circumstances of the tale. Her father 
afterwards confirmed the principal outlines of the story, and 
furnished me with some . additional circumstances, which Miss 
Katie had^ suppressed or forgotten. Indeed, I have learned on 
this occasion what, old Lintot meant when he told Pope that 
he used to propitiate, the critics of importance, when he had a 
work in the press, by now and then letting them see a sheet 
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of the blotted proof, or a few leaves of the original manuscript 
Onr mystery of authorship hath something about it so fascin- 
ating, that if you admit any one, however little he may pre- 
viously have been disposed to such studies, into your confidence, 
you will find that he considers himself as a party interested, 
and, if success follows, will think himself entitled to no incon- 
siderable share of the praise. 

The reader has seen that no one could have been naturally 
less interested than was my excellent fiiend Pairscribe in my 
lucubrations, when I first consulted him on the subject; but 
since he has contributed a subject to the work, he has become 
a most zealous coadjutor ; and, half-ashamed, I believe, yet half- 
proud, of the literary stock-company in which he has got a 
share, he never meets me without jogging my elbow, and 
dropping some mysterious hints, as, ‘I am saying, when will 
you give us any more of yon V ot, * Yon ’s not a bad narrative 
— I like yon.’ 

Pray Heaven the reader may be of his opinion. 









INTRODUCTION 


The tale of The Surgeon’s Daughter formed part of the First 
Series of Ohronicles of the Ganongate, published in 1827; but has 
been separated from the stories of The Highland Widoio, etc,, 
which it originally accompanied, and deferred to the close of 
this collection, for reasons which printers and publishers will 
understand, and which would hardly interest the general 
reader. 

The Author has nothing to say now in reference to this little 
novel, but that the principal incident on which it turns was 
narrated to him one morning at breakfast by his worthy friend, 
Mr. Train, of Castle Douglas, in Galloway, whose kind assist- 
ance he has so often had occasion to acknowledge in the course 
of these prefaces ; and that the military friend who is alluded 
to as having furnished him with some information as to Eastern 
matters was Colonel James Ferguson of Huntly Burn, one of 
the sons of the venerable historian and philosopher of that 
name, which name he took the liberty of concealing under its 
Gaelic form of MacErries. W. S. 

Abbotsford, Sept. 1831. 
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CHAPTER I 


When fainting I^^ature call’d for aid, 

And hovering Death prepared the blow, 

His vigorous remedy display’d 
The power of Art without the show. 

In Misery’s darkest caverns known, 

His useful care was ever nigh, 

Where hopeless Anguish pour’d his groan, 

And lonely Want retired to die ; 

Ho summons mock’d by cold delay, 

Ho petty gains disclaim’d by pride, 

The modest wants of every day 
The toil of every day supplied. 

Samuel Johnsoit. 

T he exquisitely beautiful portrait wbicli tbe Kambler 
has painted of his friend Levett weU describes Gideon 
Gray and many other village doctors, from whom Scot- 
land reaps more benefit, and to whom she is perhaps more 
ungrateful, than to any other class of men, excepting her 
schoolmasters. 

Such a rural man of medicine is usually the inhabitant of 
some petty borough or village, which forms the central point 
of his practice. But, besides attending to such cases as the 
village may afford, he is day and night at the service of every 
one who may command his assistance within a circle of forty 
miles ill diameter, untraversed by roads in many directions, 
and including moors, mountains, rivers, and lakes. For late 
and dangerous journeys through an inaccessiMe country, for 
services of the most essential kind, rendered at the expense, or 
risk at least, of his own health and life, the Scottish village 
doctor receives at best a very moderate recompense, often one 
which is totally madequate, and very frequently none what- 
ever. He has none of the ample resources proper to the 
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brothers of the profession in an English town. ^ The bnrgesses 
of a Scottish borough are rendered, by tlieir limited means of 
Inxmy, inaccessible- to gont, surfeits, and all the comfortaMe 
chronic diseases which are attendant on wealth and indolence. 
Four years or so of ahstemionsiiess enable them to stand an 
election dinner ; and there is no hope of broheu heads among 
. a score or two of quiet electors, who settle the business over a 
. table. There the mothers of the state never make a point 
of pouring, in the course of every revolving year, certain 
quantity of doctor's stuff through the boweis of their beloved 
children. Every old -woman from the ^ townhead to the town- 
fit ' can prescribe a dose of salts or spread a plaster ; and it is 
only when a fever or a palsy renders matters serious that the 
assistance of the doctor is invoked by his neighbours in the 
borough. 

But stEl the man of science cannot complain of inactivity o-r: 
want of practice. If he does not find patients at Iiis door, he ; 
seeks them through -a wide circle. Lilm the ghostly lover of';; 
'Burger^s Leofiam^ he mounts at midnight, and traverses in-'- 
darkness paths which, to those less accustomed to them, seem 
: formidable in daylight, through straits where the slightest 
* aberration would iffunge him into a morass, or throw him over 
a precipice, on to cabins which his horse might ride over with- 
out, knowing they lay in his way, unless he happened to foil 
; through the poofs. When he arrives at such a stately termina- 
tion of his, journey, where his services are required" either to 
-bring a wretch into^the world or prevent one Ironi leaving it, 

; ■ the scene of misery is 'often such that, for from tcmcliiiig '"the 
hard-saved shillings which are gratefully offered to him, he be- 
: stows his medicines. as.- well as ms attendanee — for charity. I 
have heard the celebrated traveMer, Pa;rk, who had 

experienced both courses of life, rather give the pridcrenee to 
travelling as a discoverer -in Africa than to wandering by night 
and , day the wilds of -his native land in the capacity of a country 
medical practitioner. He mentioned having once upon a time 
rode forty miles, sat up all night, ^ and successfully assisted a 
woman under influence of the primitive curse, fur which liis 
sole remuneration was a roasted potato and a draught of butter^ 
milk. But his was not the heart which grudged the labour tliat 
relieved human misery. In short, there is no creature in Scot* 
land that works harder and is niore poorly requited than the 
country doctor, unless perhaps it may be Ms horse. Yet the 
horse is, and indeed must be, hardy, active, and indefatigable^ 
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m spite of a rongh coat and indifferent condition ; and so 
yon will often find in his master, under an unpromising and 
blunt exterior, professional^ skill and enthusiasm, intelligence, 
humanity, courage, and science. 

Mr. Gideon Gray, surgeon in the Tillage of Middlemas, 
situated in one of the midland counties of Scotland, led the 
rough, active, and ill-rewarded course of life which we have 
endeavoured to describe. He was a man between forty and 
fifty, devoted to his profession, and of such reputation in the 
medical world that he had been more than once, as opportuni- 
ties occurred, advised to exchange Middlemas and its meagre 
circle of practice for some of the larger towns in Scotland, or 
for Edinburgh itself. This advice he had always declined. 
He was a plain, blunt man, who did not love restraint, and was 
unwilling to subject himself to that which was exacted in polite 
society. He had not himself found out, nor had any friend 
hinted to him, that a slight touch of the oynio, in manner and 
habits, gives the physician, to the common eye, an air of 
authority w^hich greatly tends to enlarge his reputation. Mr. 
Gray, or, as the country people called him, Doctor Gray (he 
might hold the title by diploma for what I know, though he 
only claimed the rank of Master of Arts), had few wants, and 
these were amply supplied by a professional income which 
generally approached two hundred pounds a-year, for which, 
upon an average, he travelled about five thousand miles on 
horseback in the course of the twelve months. ^ Nay, so 
liberally did this revenue support himself and his ponies, 
called Pestle and Mortar, which he exercised alternately, that 
he took a damsel to share it, Jean Watson, namely, the cherry- 
cheeked daughter of an honest farmer, who, being herself one 
of twelve children, who had been brought up on an income of 
fourscore pounds a-year, never thought there could be poverty 
in more than, double the sum;, and looked, on ■ Gray,. ..though 
now termed by irreverent youth the Old Doctor, as a very 
advantageous match. For several years they had no children, 
and it seemed as if Doctor, Gray, who had sonften assisted the 
efforts of the goddess Lucina, was never to invoke her in his 
own behalf. Yet his domestic roof was, on a remarkable 
occasion, decreed to be the ^ scene' where the goddess’s art was 
required. 

Late of an autumn evening three old women might be 
observed plying their aged limbs- 'through the single street of 
the village at Middlemas towards the hono.ured door, which, 
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fenced off from the vulgar causeway, was defended by a broken 
paling, inclosing two slips of ground, half arable, half overrun 
with an abortive attempt at shrubbery. The door itself was 
blazoned with the name of Gideon Gray, M. A., Surgeon, etc. etc. 
Some of the idle young fellows who had been a minute or two 
before loitering at the other end of the street before the door 
of the ale-house (for the pretended, inn deserved no better name) 
now accompaniea the old dames with shouts of laughter, excited 
by their unwonted agility; and with bets on the winner, as 
loudly expressed as if they had been laid at the starting-post 
of Middlemas races. ‘ Half-a-mutchkin on Luckie Simson U 
‘Auld Peg Tamson against the field T ‘Mair speed, Alison 
Jaup, yell tak the wind out of them yet 1 ' ‘Canny against 
the hill, lasses, or we may have a brusten auld carline amang 
ye I ’ These, and a thousand such gibes, rent the air, without 
being noticed, or even heard, by the anxious racers, whose 
object of contention seemed to be which should first reach the 
doctor’s door. 

‘ Guide us, doctor, what can he the matter now ? ’ said Mrs. 
Gray, whose character was that of a good-natured simpleton ; 
‘here’s Peg Tamson, Jean Simson, and Alison Jaup running a 
race on the Hie Street of the burgh ! ’ 

The doctor, who had but the moment before hung his wet 
greatcoat before the fire (for he was just dismounted from a 
long journey), hastened downstairs, auguring some new occa- 
sion for his services, and happy that, from the character of 
the messengers, it was likely to be within burgh, and not 
landward. 

He had just reached the door as Luckie Simson, one of the 
racers, arrived in the little area before it. She had got the 
start and kept it, but at the expense for the time of her 
power of utterance; for, when she came in presence of the 
doctor, she stood blowing like a grampus, her loose toy flying 
back from her face, making the most violent efforts to speak, 
but without the power of uttering a single intelligible word. 

Peg Thomson whipped in before her, ‘ The leddy, sir — the 
leddy 

‘Instant help — instant help--—’ screeched, rather than 
uttered, Alison Jaup ; while Luckie Simson, who had certainly 
won the race, found words to claim the prize which had set them 
all in motion. ‘And I hope, sir, you will recommend me to be 
the sick-nurse ; I was here to bring you the tidings lang before 
ony o’ thae lazy queans ’ 
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Loud were the counter protestations of the two competitors, 
and loud the laugh of the idle Toons ’ who listened at a little 

disi}3#no0 

‘HoM your tongue, ye flyting fools/ said tKe doctor; ‘and 

you, ye idle rascals, if I come out among you ’ So saying, 

he smacked his long-lashed whip with great emphasis, producing 
much the effect of the celebrated Quos ego of Neptune, in the 
First jEneid. ‘And now/ said the doctor, ‘where or who is 
this lady? ^ 

The question was scarce necessary;^ for a plain carriage, 
with four horses, came at a fooFs-pace towards the door of the 
doctor's house, and the old women, now more at their ease, 
gave the doctor to understand that the gentleman thought 
the accommodation of the Swan Inn totally unfit for his lady’s 
rank and condition, and had, by their advice (each claiming the 
merit of the suggestion), brought her here, to experience the 
hospitality of the ‘west room’ — a spare apartment in which 
Doctor Gray occasionally accommodated such patients as he 
desired to keep for a space of time under his own eye. 

There were two persons only in the vehicle. The one, a 
gentleman in a riding-dress, sprung out, and having received 
from the doctor an assurance that the lady would receive 
tolerable accommodation in his house, he lent assistance to his 
companion to leave the carriage, and with great apparent 
satisfaction saw her safely deposited in a decent sleeping- 
apartment, and under the respectable charge of the doctor 
and his lady, who assured him once more of every species of 
attention. To bind their promise more firmly, the stranger 
slipped a purse of twenty guineas (for this story chanced in 
the golden age) into the hand of the doctor, as an earnest of 
the most liberal recompense, and requested he would spare no 
expense in providing all that was necessary or desirable for a 
person in the lady’s condition, and for the helpless being to 
whom she might immediately be expected to give birth. He 
then said he would retire to the inn, where he begged a 
message might instantly acquaint him with the expected 
change in the lady’s situation. 

‘She is of rank,’ he said, ‘and a foreigner; let no expense 
be spared. We designed to have reached Edinburgh, but were 
fomed to turn off the road hy an accident.’ Once more he 
said, ‘Let no expense be spared, and manage that she may 
travel as soon as possible.’' 

‘That/ said the doctor, ‘is past my control. Nature must 
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Fxot be h.nrried, and she avenges herself of every attempt to 
do BoJ 

‘But art/ said the stranger, ‘can do much/ and he proffered 
a second purse, which seemed as heavy as the first 

‘Art/ said the doctor, ‘may be recompensed, but cannot 
be purchased. You have already paid me more than enough 
to take the utmost care I can of your lady; should I accept 
more money, it could only be for promising, by implication at 
least, what is beyond my power to perform. Every possible 
care shall be taken of your lady, and that affords the best 
chance of her being speedily able to travel. Now, go you to 
the inn, sir, for I may be instantly wanted, and we have not 
yet provided either an attendant for the lady or a nurse for 
the child; but both shall be presently done/ 

‘ Yet a moment, doctor — • what languages do you understand 1 * 
‘Latin and French I can speak indifferently, and so as to 
he understood; and I read a little Italian.^ 

‘ But no Portuguese or Spanish ? ' continued the stranger. 
‘No, sir.' 

‘ That is unlucky. But you may make her understand you 
by means of French. Take notice, you are to comply with her 
request in everything; if you want means to do so, you may 
apply to me.' 

‘ May I ask, sir, by what name the lady is to be - — ' 

‘ It is totally indifferent,' said the stranger, interrupting the 
question ; ‘you shall know it at more leisure.' 

So saying, he threw his ample cloak about him, turning 
himself half round to assist the operation, with an air which 
the doctor w'ould have found it difficult to imitate, and walked 
down the street to the little inn. Here he paid and dismissed 
the postilions, and shut himself up in an apartment, ordering 
no one to be admitted till tbe doctor should call. 

The doctor, when he returned to his patient's apartment, 
found his wife in great surprise, which, as is usual with persons 
of her character, was not unmixed with fear and anxiety. 

‘ She cannot speak word like a Christian being/ said Mrs, 
Gray. 

‘I loiow it/ said the doctor, 

‘ But she threeps to keep , on a black fause-face, and skirls 
if we offer to take it away/ 

‘ Well, then, let her wear it. What harm wiE it do U 
/Harm, doctor! Was. ever honest woman brought to bed 
with a faiise-face on?' 
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^Seldom, perhaps. But, Jean, my dear, those who. are, .not^ 
quite honest must be brought to bed all the same as those who 
are, and we are not to endanger the poor. ‘thing's life by con- 
tradicting her whims at present.' 

Approaching the sick woman's bed, he obserTed that she 
indeed wore a thin silk mask, of the land which do such un- 
common service in the Elder Comedy; such as women of rank 
still wore in travelling, but certainly never in the situation of 
this poor lady. It would seem she had sustained importunity 
on the subject, for when she saw the doctor she put her hand 
to her face, as if she was afraid he would insist on pulling off 
the vizard. He hastened to say, in tolerable French, that her 
will should be a law to them in every respect, and that she 
was at j)erfect liberty to wear the mask till it was her^ pleasure 
to lay it aside. She understood him ; for she replied, by a 
very imperfect attempt, in the same language, to express her 
gratitude for the permission, as she seemed to regard it, of 
retaining her disguise. 

The doctor proceeded to other arrangements; and, for the 
satisfaction of those readers who may love minute information, 
we record that Liickie Simson, the first in the race, carried as 
a prize the situation of sick-nurse beside the delicate patient; 
that Peg Thomson was permitted the privilege of recommending 
her good-daughter, Bet Jamieson, to be wet-nurse ; and an oe^ 
or grandchild, of Luckie Jaup was hired to assist in the 
increased drudgery of the family; the doctor thus, like a 
practised minister, dividing among his trusty adherents such 
good things as fortune placed at his disposal. 

About one in the morning the doctor made his appearance at 
the Swan Inn, and acquainted the stranger gentleman that he 
wished him joy of being the father of a healthy boy, and that 
the mother was, in the usual phrase, as well as could be expected. 

The stranger heard the news with seeming satisfaction, and 
then exclaimed, ^He must be christened, doctor — he must be 
christened instantly.' 

^ There can be no hurry for that,' said the doctor. 

‘ ffe think otherwise,' said the stranger, cutting his argu- 
ment short. ^ I am a Catholic, doctor, and as I may be obliged 
to leave this place before the lady is able to travel, I desire to 
see my child received into the pale of the church. There is,. I"' 
understand, a Catholic priest in this wretched place ? ' . 

^ There is a Catholic gentleman, sir, Mr. Goodriche,.who is-::'' 
reported to be in orders.' 
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^ I commend your caution, doctor,' said the stranger : ‘ it is 
dangerous to be too positive on any subject I will bring that 
same Mr. Goodriche to your house to-morrow.' 

Gray hesitated for a moment ‘ I am a Presbyterian Prot- 
estant, sir,' he said, ‘a friend to the constitution as established 
in church and state, as I have a good right, having drawn his 
Majesty’s pay, God bless him, for four years, as surgeon’s mate 
in the Cameronian regiment, as my regimental Bible and eom- 
• mission can testify. But although I be bound especially to 
abhor all trafficking or trinketing with Papists, yet I will not 
stand in the way of a tender conscience. Sir, you may call 
with Mi\ Goodriche when you please at my house ; and un- 
doubtedly, you being, as I suppose, the father of the child, 
you will arrange matters as you please ; only, I do not desire 
to be thought an abettor or countenancer of any part of the 
Popish ritual/ 

‘ Enough, sir,' said the stranger, haughtily, ‘ we understand 
each other.' 

The nest day he appeared at the doctor's house with Mr. 
Goodriche, and two persons understood to belong to that 
reverend gentleman's communion. The party were shut up in 
an apartment with the infant, and it may be presumed that 
the solemnity of baptism was administered to the unconscious 
being thus strangely launched upon the world. When the 
priest and witnesses had retired, the strange gentleman in- 
formed Mr. Gray that, as the lady had been pronounced unfit 
for travelling for several days, he was himself about to leave the 
neighbourhood, but would return thither in the space of ten 
days, wffien he hoped to find his companion able to leave it. 

‘And by what name are we to call the child and mother ? ' 

‘ The infant’s name is Richard.' 

‘But it must have some surname ; so must the lady— she 
cannot reside in my house, yet be without a name.' 

‘ Call them by the name of your town here — Middlemas, I 
think it is U 

‘Yes, sir.' 

‘Well, Mrs. Middlemas is the name of the mother, and 
PJchard Middlemas of the child — and I am Matthew^ Middle- 
mas, at your service. ^This,' he continued, ‘will provide Mrs. 
Middlemas in everything she : may wish to possess — or assist 
her in case of accidents.' With that he placed £100 in Mr. 
Gray’s hand, who rather scrupled receiving it, saying, ‘He 
supposed the lady was qualified to be her own purse-bearer.' 
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^ The worst in the world, I assure you, doctor/ replied the 
stranger. ‘If she wished to change that piece of paper, she 
would scarce know how many guineas she should receive for it. 
Wo, Mr. Gray, I assure you you will find Mrs. Middleton — 
MiMlemas — what did I call her ? — as ignorant of the affairs 
of this world as any one Vou have met with in your practice. 
So you will please to be her treasurer and administrator for 
the time, as for a patient that is incapable to look after her 
own affairs/ 

This was spoke, as it struck Dr. Gray,^ in rather a haughty 
and supercilious manner. The words intimated nothing in 
themselves more than the same desire of preserving incognito 
which might be gathered from all the rest of the stranger's 
conduct ; but the manner seemed to say, ‘ I am not a person 
to be questioned by any one. What I say must be received 
without comment, how little soever you may believe or under- 
stand it.' It strengthened Gray in his opinion, that he had 
before him a case either of seduction or of private marriage, 
betwixt persons of the very highest rank; and the whole 
bearing, both of the lady and the gentleman, confirmed his 
suspicions. It was not in his nature to be troublesome or 
inquisitive, but he could not fail to see that the lady wore no 
marriage-ring ; and her deep sorrow and perpetual tremor 
seemed to indicate an unhappy creature who had lost the pro- 
tection of parents without acquiring a legitimate right to that 
of a husband. He was therefore somewhat anxious when Mr. 
Middiemas, after a private conference of some length with the 
lady, bade him farewell. It is true, he assured him of his 
return within ten days, being the very shortest space which 
Gray could be prevailed upon to assign for any prospect of the 
lady being moved with safety. 

‘I trust in Heaven that he will return,' said Gray to him- 
self, ‘but ^there is too much mystery about all this for the 
matter being a plain and well-meaning transaction. If he in- 

■ tends to treat this poor thing as many a poor girl has been :' 
used before, I hope that my house will not be the scene in 
which he chooses tO' desert her. The leaving, the money- has 
somewhat a suspicious aspect, and looks as if my fiiend were 
in the act of making some compromise with Ms conscience. 
"Well, I must hope the^ best. Meantime my path, plainly .is to, 
do what I can for the poor lady’s benefit’ 

■ Mr. 'Gray ..visited his patient shortly after Mr.. Middlemas's -, 
depailur,ev—,,as soon, indeed^ he could be .admitted... ..Ha ■ 
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found her in violent agitation. Gray’s experience; dictated the 
best mode of relief and tranquillity. He caused ber infant to 
be brought to her. She wept over it for a lon^ timej and 
the violence of her agitation subsided under the influence of 
parental feelings, which,, from her appearance of extreme youth, 
she must have experienced for the first time. 

The observant physician could, after this paroxysm, remark 
that his patient’s mind was chiefly occupied in computing the 
passage of the time, and anticipating the period when the 
return of her husband — if husband he was — might be expected. 
She consulted almanacks, inquired concerning distances, though 
so cautiously as to make it evident she desired^ to give no 
indication of the direction of her companion’s journey, and 
repeatedly compared her watch with those of others, exm’cising, 
it was evident, all that delusive species of mental arithmetic 
by which mortals attempt to accelerate the passage of time 
while they calculate his progress. At other times she wept 
anew over her child, which was by all judges pronounced as 
goodly an infant as needed to be seen; and Gray sometimes 
observed that she murmured sentences to the unconseiGus 
infant, not only the words, but the very sound and accents, of 
which were strange to him, and which, in particular, he knew 
not to be Portuguese. 

Mr. Goodriche, the Catholic priest, demanded access to her 
upon one occasion. She at first declined his visit, but after- 
wards received it, under the idea, perhaps, that he might have 
news from Mr. Middlemas, as he called himself. The interview 
was a very short one, and the priest left the lady’s apartment 
in displeasure, which his prudence could scarce disguise from 
Mr. Gray, He never returned, although the lady’s condition 
would have made his attentions and consolations necessary, 
had she been a member of the Catholic Church. 

Our doctor began at length to suspect his fair guest was a 
Jewess, who had^yielded up her person and affections to one of 
a different religion ; and the peculiar style of her beautiful 
countenance went to enforce this opinion. The circumstance 
made no difference to Gray, who saw only her distress and 
desolation, and endeavoured to remedy both to the utmost of 
his power. He was, however, desirous to conceal it from Ms 
wife and the 'others around the sick person, whose prudence 
and liberality of thinking might be more justly doubted. He 
therefore so regulated her diet that she could not be either 
off'ended or brought under 'suspicion by any of the articles for- 
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■ bidden %, the .Mosaic law being presented to hen,, .In other 
respects than what eoncerned her health or convenience, he had 
but little intercourse with her. ■ 

The space passed within which the stranger’s return to the 
borough had been so anxiously expected by Ms female com- 
panion. The disappointment occasioned by his non-arrival was 
manifested in the convalescent by inquietude, which was at 
first mingled with peevishness, and afterwards with doubt and 
fear. When t-wo or three days had passed without message or 
letter of any kind. Gray himself became anxious, both on his 
own account and the poor lady's, lest the stranger should have 
actually entertained the idea of deserting this defenceless and 
probably injured woman. He longed to have some communi- 
cation witn her, which might enable him to judge what 
inquiries could be made, or what else was most fitting to be 
done. But so imperfect was the poor young woman’s knowl- 
edge of the French language, and perhaps so unwilling she 
herself to thro w any light on her situation, that every attempt 
of this kind proved abortive. When Gray asked questions con- 
cerning any subject which appeared to approach to explanation, 
he observed she usually answered him by shaking her head, in 
token of not understanding what he said ; at other times by 
silence and with tears, and sometimes referring him to Monsieur, 

V 01^ Monsieur's arrival, then, Gray began to become very 
impatient, as that which alone could put an end to a disagree- 
able species of mystery, which the good company of the borough 
began now to make the principal subject of their gossip ; some 
blaming Gray for taking foreign ‘ landloupers ’ ^ into his house, 
on the pbject of whose morals the most serious doubts might be 
entertained ; others envying the ‘ bonny hand ’ the doctor was 
like to make of it, by having disposal of the wealthy stranger’s 
travelling funds — a circumstance which could not be well con- 
cealed from the public, when the honest man’s expenditure for 
trifling articles of luxury came far to exceed its ordinary bounds. , 
The conpious probity of the honest doctor' enabled, him to 
despise this sort of tittle-tattle, though the , secret knowledge 
of its existence could not be agreeable to him. ' ■ :He,',,went.., .his: 
usual rounds with Ms usual perseveranc©,. and' waited with,,:; 
patience until time should' throw ■■ light on the subject and 
history of his lodger. It was- now the fourth week after her , - 
confinement, and the recovery of the, stranger might be eon-; 
sidered as perfect, when Gray,, -returning from, one- of- Ms ten*, ■ 
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mile visits, saw a post-chaise and four horses at the door. 
®This man has returned,^ he said, ‘and my suspicions have 
done him less than justice/ With that he spurred his horse, 
a signal which the trusty steed obeyed the more readily as its 
progress was in the direction of the stable door. But when, 
dismounting, the doctor hurried into his own house, it seemed 
to him that the departure as well as the arrival of this dis- 
tressed lady was destined to bring confusion to his peaceful 
dwelling. Several idlers had assembled about his door, and 
two or three had impudently thrust themselves forward almost 
into the passage to listen to a confused altercation which was 
heard from within. 

The doctor hastened forward, the foremost of the intruders 
retreating in Confusion on his approach, whiie^ he caught the 
tones of his wife's voice, raised to a pitch which he knew by 
experience boded no good ; for Mrs. Gray, good-humoured and 
tractable in general, could sometimes perform the high part in 
a matrimonial duet. Having much more confidence in his 
wife's good intentions than her prudence, he lost no time in 
pushing into the parlour, to take the matter into his own 
hands. Here he found his helpmate at the head of the whole 
militia of the sick lady's apartment — that is, wet-nurse, and 
sick-nurse, and girl of all work — engaged in violent dispute 
with two strangers. The one was a dark-featured elderly man, 
with an eye of much sharpness and severity of expression, 
which now seemed partly quenched by a mixture of grief and 
mortification. The other, who appeared actively sustaining 
the dispute with Mrs. Gray, was a stout, bold-looking, hard- 
faced person, armed with^ pistols, of which he made rather an 
unnecessary and ostentatious display, 

^‘Here is my husband, sir/ said Mrs. Gray, in a tone of 
triumph, for she had the grace to believe the doctor one of the 
greatest men living — ‘ here is the doctor ; let us see what you 
will say now.' 

‘ Why, just what I said before, ma'am,' answered the man, 
‘which is, that my warrant must be obeyed. It is regular, 
ma'am — regular.' 

So saying, he struck the forefinger of his right hand against 
a paper which he held towards Mrs. Gray with his left. 

‘ Address yourself to me, if you please, sir,' said the doctor, 
seeing that he ought to lose no time in removing the cause into 
the proper court. ‘I am the master of this house, sir, and I 
wish to know the cause of this visit.' 
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man. ^ ‘I , am a king’s: 
' messenger, and tMs lady has treated me as' if I was a ^baron- 
bailie^s officer.’ 

* That is not the question, sir/ replied the doctor. * If you 
are a king’s messenger, where is your warrant, and what do 
you propose to do here ? ’ At the same time he whispered the 
little wench to call Mr. Lawford, the town-clerk, to come thither 
as fast as he possibly could. 'The good-daughter of Peg Thom- 
son started off with an activity worthy of her mother-in-law. 

‘ There is my warrant,’ said the official, ‘and you may satisfy 
yourself.' 

‘The shameless loon dare not tell the doctor his errand,’ 
said Mrs. Gray, exultingly. 

‘A bonny errand it is,’ said old Luckie Simson, ‘to carry 
away a lying-in woman, as a gled^ would do a olockiiig-hen/ 

‘A woman no a month delivered,’ echoed the nurse Jamieson. 

* ‘Twenty- four days eight hours and seven minutes to a 
second,’ said Mrs. Gray. 

The doctor, having looked over the warrant, which was 
regular, began to be afraid that the females of his family, in 
their zeal for defending the character^ of their sex, might be 
stirred up into some sudden fit of mutiny, and therefore com- 
manded them to be silent. 

‘This,’ he said, ‘is a warrant for arresting the bodies of 
Richard Tresham and of Zilia de Moncada, on account of 
high treason. Sir, I have served his Majesty, and this is 
not a house in which traitors are harboured. I Icnow nothing 
of any of these two persons, nor have I ever heard even their 
names.’ 

‘But the lady whom you have received into your family,’ 
said the messenger, ‘ is Zilia de Mongada, and here stands her 
father, Matthias de Mon§ada, who will make oath to it.’ 

‘If this be true,’ said Mr. Gray, looking towards the alleged 
officer, ‘you have taken a singular duty on you. It is neither 
my habit to deny my own actions nor to oppose the laws of 
the land. There is a lady in this house slowly recovering from 
confinement, having become under this roof the mother of a 
healthy child. If she be the person described in this warrant, 
and this gentleman’s daughter, I must surrender her to the 
laws of the country.’ 

Here the Esculapian militia were once more in motion. 

‘Surrender, Doctor Gray I ■ It’s a shame to hear you speak, 
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, and yon "that lives by women and weans, abnne your other 
means r so exclaimed his fair better part. 

H wonder to hear the doctor!' said the younger nurse; 
Hhere's no a wife in the town would believe it o' Mm.' 

H aye thought the doctor was a man till this moment/ said 
Luckie Simson ; ‘ but I believe him now to be an anld wife, 
little baulder than mysell ; and I dinna wonder now that poor 
Mrs. Gray ' 

‘Hold your peace, you foolish woman/ said the doctor. 
®Do you think this business is not bad enough already, that 
you are making it worse with your senseless claver ^ ^ Gentle- 
men, this is a very sad case. Here is a warrant for a high 
crime against a poor creature who is little fit to be moved 
from one house to another, much more dragged to a prison. 

I tell you plainly, that I think the execution of this arrest may 
cause her death. It is your business, sir, if you be really her 
father, to consider what you can do to soften this matter rather 
than drive it on.' 

‘ Better death than dishonour,' replied the stern-looking old 
man, with a voice as harsh as his aspect ; ‘and you, messenger/ 
he continued, ‘ look what you do, and execute the warrant at 
your peril.' 

‘You hear/ said the man, appealing to the doctor himself, 
‘I must have immediate access to the lady.' 

‘In a lucky time,' said Mr. Gray, ‘here conies the town- 
clerk.^ You are very welcome, Mr. Lawford. Your opinion 
here is much wanted as a man of law, as well as of sense and 
humanity. I was never more glad to see you in all my life.' 

He^then rapidly stated the case ; and the messenger, under- 
standing the new-comer, to- be a man, of some authority, again 
exhibited his w^arrant. 

‘ This is a very sufficient, and valid warrant, Dr. Gray,' replied 
the man of law. ‘ Nevertheless, 'if you are disposed to make 
:Oath that instaiit rem-oval would be unfavourable to the lady's 
health, ^ unquestionably she must- remain here, suitably guarded.' 

„ It; is not so, much -the .mere act of locomotion which I am 
afraid of/ said the surgeon ; ‘ but I am .free to depone, on soul 
'and Gonsoienoe, that the :shame .and fear of her father's anger, 
and the sense of the affront of such an arrest, with terror for 
its consequences, may occasion violent .and dangerous illness — 
even .-death, itself.'. . .. 

‘The father must ..see ..the' daughter, ..though they may have 
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:: quarrelled/, said .Lawfqrd,;:; - the officer::of' justice ■ 'must 
' execute liis warrant, ;tIiougli .it should frighten', the criminal .'to' 
death these evils ar'e^.only contingent, not direct.; and immediate 
consequences. You must give up the lady, Mr. Gray, though 
your hesitation is very natural/ 

* At least, Mr. Lawford, , I ought to be certain that the person 
in my house is the party they search for.^ 

* Admit me to her apartment/' repMed, the man whom the 
messenger termed Mongada. 

The messenger, whom the presence of Lawford had made 
V something' more placid, began .to' become impudent once more^ 
He hoped, he said, by means of .his female prisoner, to acquire 
the information necessary to apprehend, the . more.. guilty persG.ii. , 
If more delays were thrown ,in his way,: that information, might ' 
come too late, and he would make all who were accessary to 
such delay responsible' for the consequences. 

‘And 1/ said Mr. Gray, ‘though I were to be brought to the 
.gallows for it, protest that this, course may be the murder, of 
, my patient. ,' Can bail not be taken, Mr, Lawford T 
, ‘Mot in cases of high treason,' said the official person ;. and,;, ; 
then continued in a confidential tone, ‘ Come,. Mr., Gray,' we, all' 
know you to be a person well affected to our royal sovereign 
.King George-and the' Government but you miist,not,push.this' ' 
too far, lest you bring yourself into. -trouble,; 'which.'everybody , 
in Middlemas would be sorry fo.r. The. fortyffive has not been 
so far gone by but we can remember enough of warrants of ' , 
high treason — ay, and ladies nf.\quality ;Committed;-'upon .su^ 
charges. But they were all ; favo.urably „ dealt with — Lady . , 
Ogilvy, Lady Macintosh, Flora Macdonald, and all No doubt 
this gentleman knows what he' is .doing, and has assurances of 
the young lady's safety. So- you' must, just joiik and let the 
. jaw gae by, -as we say.' 

‘Follow me, then, gentlemen,'. said Gideon,, ‘and you shall 
see the young lady'; and then, .his strong features working 
with emotion at anticipation , of the distress which he was about 
to inflict, he led the way up the small staircase, and, opening the 
door, said to Mongada, who had' .followed Mm,' This is your 
daughter's only place of refuge, in- which I am, alas 1 too weak to 
be her protector. Enter, sir, .if 'your CGnscience will permit you/ 
The stranger turned on him' a .scowl, into which it seemed 
as if he would willingly have. thrown the power of the fabled ' 
basilisk. Then stepping proudly .■ forward, he stalked into the 
room. He was followed by Lawford and Gray at a little 
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and yon that lives by women and weans, abune your other 
means!' so exclaimed his fair better part. 

' *1 wonder to hear the. doctor !'' said the younger nurse y 

Hhere's no a wife in the town would believe it o' "him.' ' ' ■ ■ 

‘I aye thought the doctor was a man till this moment, ' said 
Luclde Simson; ‘but I believe him now to be an auld wife, 
little baulder than mysell ; and I dinna wonder now that poor 
Mrs. Gray ' 

‘Hold your peace, you foolish woman,' said the doctor. 
‘Do you think this business is not bad enough already, that 
you are making it worse with your senseless claver ? ^ Gentle- 
men, this is a very sad case. Here is a warrant for a high 
crime against a poor creature who is little fit to be moved 
fii'om one house to another, much more dragged to a prison. 

I tell you plainly, that I think the execution of this arrest may 
cause her death. It is your business, sir, if you be really her 
father, to consider what you can do to soften this matter rather 
than drive it on.' 

‘ Better death than dishonour,’ replied the stern-looking old 
man, with a voice as harsh as his aspect ; ‘and you, messenger,' 
he continued, ‘ look what you do, and execute the warrant at 
your peril.' 

‘You hear,' said the man, appealing to the doctor himself, 
‘I must have immediate access to the lady.' 

‘In a lucky time,' said Mr. Gray, ‘here comes the town- 
clerk. You are very welcome, Mr. Lawford. Your opinion 
here is much wanted as a man of law, as well as of sense and 
humanity. I was never more glad to see you in all my life.' 

He then rapidly stated the case; and the messenger, under- 
standing the new-comer to, be a man of some authority, again 
exhibited,. .'his warrant. ^ 

‘This is a very sufficient and valid warrant, Dr. Gray/ replied 
the' .man of law. ,, ‘'Nevertheless,' if you are disposed to make 
oath that instant removal would be unfavourable to the lady's 
health, unquestionably she must remain here, suitably guarded.' 

‘It is not so much the mere act of locomotion which I am 
afraid of/ said the surgeon; ‘but ,I am free to depone, on soul 
and conscience, that the., shame and ' fear of her father's anger, 
and the sense of the affront of such an arrest, mth terror for 
its consequences, may occasion violent, and dangerous illness — 
even death itself.' 

‘The father must see the' daughter, though they may have 
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.quarrelled/, said Mr. Jjawford;, Hhe officer ' of' jiistice miist 
execute bis warrant, tbougb it' should frighten the criminal to 
death ; these evils are only contingent, not direct and immediate 
consequences. You must give up the lady, Mr. Gray, though 
your hesitation is very natural.’ 

''At least, Mr. Lawford, I ought to be certain that the person 
in my house is the party they search for.’ 

* Admit me to her apartment,’ replied the man whom the 
messenger termed Mongada. 

The messenger, whom the presence of Lawford had made 
something more placid, began to become impudent once more^ 
He hoped, he said, by means of his female prisoner, to acquire 
the information necessary to apprehend the more guilty person. 
If more delays were thrown in his way, that information might 
come too late, and he would make all who were accessary to 
such delay responsible for the consequences. 

‘And I,’ said Mr. Gray, ‘though I were to be brought to the 
gallows for it, protest that this course may be the murder of 
my patient. Can bail not be taken, Mr. Lawford 1 ’ 

‘Not in cases of high treason,’ said the official person; and 
then continued in a confidential tone, ‘ Come, Mr. Gray, we all 
know you to be a person well affected to our royal sovereign 
King George and the Government ; but you must not push this 
too far, lest you bring yourself into trouble, which everybody 
in Middlemas would be sorry for. The forty-five has not been 
so far gone by but we can remember enough of warrants of 
high treason — ay, and ladies of quality committed upon such 
charges. But they were Ml favourably dealt with — Lady 
Ogiivy, Lady Macintosh, Flora Macdonald, and all. No doubt 
this gentleman knows what he is doing, and has assurances of 
the young lady’s safety. So you must just joiik and let the 
jaw gae by, as we say.’ 

‘ Follow me, then, gentlemen,’ said Gideon, ‘ and you shall 
see the young lady’; and then, his strong features working 
with emotion at anticipation of the distress which he was about 
to inflict, he led the way up the; small staircase,' and, opening the' ' 
door, said to Moii^ada, who had 'followed .him., ‘This is your 
daughter’s only place of refuse, in which I am, alas ! too weak to . ' 
be her protector. Enter, sir, if your conscience will permit jmu.’ 

The stranger turned on him a scowl, ' into which it. seemed - 
as if he would willingly have thrown the power. ■ of the^ fabled:':, 
basilisk. Then stepping proudly .'.'forward,, he stalked into, the'' 
room. He was followed by. Lawford .a,Ed Gray, at '■a.l.'ittle 
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distance. Tlie messenger remained in ■ the doorway,' The un- 
happy young woman had heard the disturbance, and guessed 
the cause too truly. ^ It is possible she might eren have seen 
the strangers on their descent from the carriage. When they 
entered the room she was on her knees, beside an easy-ehair, 
her face in a silk wrapper that was hung over it. The man 
called Mon§ada uttered a single word ; by the accent it might 
have been something equivalent to ‘ wretch,' but none knew its 
import. The female gave a convulsive shudder, such as that 
by which a half-dying soldier is affected on receiving a second 
wound. But, without minding her emotion, Mon9ada seized 
her by the arm, and with little gentleness raised her to her 
feet, on which she seemed to stand only because she was sup- 
ported by_ his strong grasp. He then pulled from her face the 
mask which she had hitherto worn. The poor creature still 
endeavoured to shroud her face, by covering it with her left 
hand, as the manner in which she was held prevented her from 
using the aid of the right. With little effort her father secured 
that hand also, which, indeed, was of itself far too little to 
serve the purpose of concealment, and showed her beautiful 
face, burning with blushes and covered with tears. 

‘ You, alcalde, and you, surgeon,’ he said to Lawford and 
Gray, with a foreign action and accent, Hhis woman is my 
daughter, the same Zilia Mon§ada who is signalled in that 
protocol. Make way, and let me carry her where her crimes 
may be atoned for.' 

‘ Are you that person's daughter f ' said Lawford to the lady. 

'She understands no English,' said Gray; and addressing 
his patient in French, conjured her to let him know w’hether 
she was that man’s daughter or not, assuring her of protection 
if the fact were otherwise. The answer was murmured faintly, 
but was too distinctly intelligible — 'He was her father.' 

All farther title of intoference seemed now ended. The 
messenger arrested his prisoner, and, with some delicacy, re- 
quired the assistance of the females to get her conveyed to the 
carriage in waiting. 

Gray again interfered. 'You will not,' he said, 'separate 
the mother and the infant?' 

Zilia de Mon^ada heard the question (which, being addressed 
to the father, Gray had inconsiderately uttered in French), and 
it seemed as if it recalled to her recollection the existence of 
the helpless creature to which she had given birth, forgotten 
for a moment amongst the accumulated horrors of her father's 
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presence. She uttered a shriek, expressing poignant grief, and 
. turned her eyes on her father with the most intense supplication. 

^ To the parish with the bastard ! ' said Moncada ; while the 
helpless mother sunk lifeless into the arms of the females, who 
had now gathered round her. 

‘That will not pass, sir,' said Gideon. ‘If you are father to 
that lady, you must be grandfather to the helpless child ; and 
you must settle in some manner for its future provision, or 
refer us to some responsible person.' 

Moncada looked towards Lawford, who^ expressed himself 
satisfied of the propriety of what Gray said. 

‘I object not to pay for whatever the wretched child may 
require,' he said; ‘and if you, sir,' addressing Gray, ‘choose to 
take charge of him, and breed him up, you shall have what 
will better your living,' 

The doctor was about to refuse a charge so uncivilly offered ; 
but after a moment's reflection he replied, ‘ I think so indiffer- 
ently of the proceedings I have witnessed, and of those con- 
cerned in them, that, if the mother desires that I should retain 
the charge of this child, I will not refuse to do so.' 

Mongada spoke to his daughter, who was just beginning to 
recover finm her swoon, in the same language in which he had 
first addressed her. The proposition which he made seemed 
highly acceptable, as she started from the arms of the females, 
and, advancing to Gray, seized his hand, kissed it, bathed it in 
her tears, and seemed reconciled, even in parting with her child, 
by the consideration that the infant was to remain under his 
guardianship. 

‘Good, kind man,' she said in her indifferent French, ‘you 
have saved both mother and child.' 

The father, meanwhile, with mercantile deliberation, placed 
in Mr. Lawford's hands notes and bills to the amount of a 
thousand pounds, which he stated was to be vested for the 
child's use, and advanced in such portions as his board and 
education might require. In the event of any correspondence on 
his account being necessary, as in case of death or the like, he 
directed that communication should be made to Signor Matthias 
Mongada, under cover to a certain banking-house in London. 

‘But beware,' he said to Gray, ‘how you trouble me about 
these concerns, unless in case of absolute necessity.' 

‘You need not fear, sir,' replied Gray : ‘I have seen nothing 
to-day which can induce me to desire a more intimate corre- 
spondence with you than may bedndispensable/. 
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Wliile' Lawford drew up;a proper minute of tliis transactioiij 
,l)y wMeb lie Hmself and' Gray were named trustees for the 
cMldj Mr. Gray attempted to restore to the lady the balance 
of the considerable sum of money which Tresham (if pch was 
his real name) had formerly deposited' ^vith him. With eyery' 
species of gesture by which^ hands, eyes, and even feet, could 
express rejection, as well as in her own broken French, she re- 
pelled the proposal of reimbursement, while she entreated that 
Gray would consider the moneyas his own propei%; and at 
the same time forced upon him a ring set %vith brilliants, which 
seemed of considerable value. The father then spoke to her a 
few stern words, which she heard with an air of mingled agony 
and submission. 

have given her a few minutes to see and weep over the 
miserable being which has been the seal of her dishonour/ said 
the stern father. ‘Let us retire and leave her alone. You/ 
to the messenger, ‘ watch the door of the room on the outside.^ 
Gray, Lawford, and Mon§ada retired to the parlour accord- 
ingly, where they waited in silence, each busied with his own 
reflections, till, within the space of half an hour, they received 
information that the lady was ready to depart. 

‘ It is well,' replied Mongada ; ‘ I am glad she has yet sense 
enough left to submit to that w^hich needs must be,’ 

So saying, he ascended the stair, and returned, leading 
down his daughter, now again masked and veiled. As she 
passed Gray she uttered the words, ‘ My child — my child 1 ’ in 
a tone of unutterable anguish-; then entered the carriage, w^hich 
was drawn up as close to the door of the doctor’s house as the 
little inclosure would permit. The messenger, mounted on a 
led horse, and accompanied by a servant and assistant, followed 
the carriage, which drove rapidly off, taking the road which 
leads to Edinburgh. . AU' who hacl^ witnessed this strange scene 
now departed to make their conjectures, and some to count 
their gains ; for money had been distributed among the fe- 
males who had attended on the lady with so much liberality 
as considerably to' reconcile them to the breach of the rights 
of womanhood inflicted by the precipitate removal of the 
patient 


CHAPTER II 

T he last cloud of dust which the wheels of the carnage 
had raised was dissipated, when dinner, which claims a 
share of human thoughts even in the midst of the most 
marvellous and affecting incidents, recurred to those of Mrs. 
Gray. 

^ Indeed, doctor, you will stand glowering out of the window 
till some other patient calls for you, and then have to set off 
without your dinner. And I hope Mr. Lawford will take pot- 
luck with us, for it is just his own hour ; and indeed we had 
something rather better than ordinary for this poor lady — lamb 
and spillage and a veal florentine/ 

The surgeon started as from a dream, and joined in his wife^s 
hospitable request, to which Lawford willingly assented. 

we will suppose the meal finished, a bottle of old and gener- 
ous Antigua upon the table, and a modest little punch-bowl 
judiciously replenished for the accommodation of the doctor 
and his guest. Their conversation naturally turned on the 
strange scene which they had witnessed, and the town-clerk 
took considerable merit for his presence of mind. 

*I am thinking, doctor/ said he, ‘you might have brewed a 
bitter browst to yourself if I had not come in as I did.’ 

‘ Troth, and it might very well so ’ be,’ answered Gray ; ‘ for, 
to tell you the truth, when I saw yonder , fellow vapouring with 
his pistols among the women folk in my .own house, the old 
Oameronian spirit began to rise in.' me, and little thing would 
, have made me cleek to the poker.:’ 

‘ Hoot — hoot ! that would never have., done. Na — na,’ said 
‘ , , the man of law, ‘this was a case where a little' prudence was' 
worth all the pistols and pokers in the world.’ 

‘ilnd that was just what I thought when I sent to you, 
Clerk Lawford,’ said the doctor, .' 

‘A wiser man he could not' have . -ealled on to a. difficult 
case,’ added Mrs. Gray, as she sat with her work at a ' little ' 
distance from the table, 
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' Thanks t’ ye, and here 's t' ye, my good neighbour,' answered 
the scribe ; ® will you not let me help you to another glass of 
punch, Mrs. Gray ? ' This being declined, he proceeded, * I 
am jalousing that the messenger and his waiTant were just 
brought in to prevent any opposition. Ye saw how quietly he 
behaved after I had laid down the law ; 1 11 never believe the 
lady is in any risk from him. But the father is a dour chield ; 
depend upon it, he has bred up the young filly on the curb- 
rein, and that has made the poor thing start off the course. I 
should not be surprised that he took her abroad and shut her 
up in a convent.' 

‘Hardly,' replied Doctor Gray, ‘if it he true, as I suspect, 
that both the father and daughter are of the Jewish persuasion.’ 

‘A Jew!' said Mrs. Gray; ‘and have I been taking a' this 
fyke about a Jew? I thought she seemed to gie a scunner at 
the eggs and bacon that Nurse Simson spoke about to her. 
But I thought Jews had aye had lang beards, and yon man's face 
is just like one of our ain folks'. I have seen the doctor with 
a langer beard himsell, when he has not had leisure to shave/ 

‘ That might have been Mr. Mon§ada’s case,' said Lawford, 
‘ for he seemed to have had a hard journey. But the Jews are 
often very respectable people, Mrs. Gray; they have no terri- 
torial property, because the law is against them there, but they 
have a good hank in the money market — plenty of stock in 
the funds, Mrs. Gray; and, indeed, I think this poor young 
woman is better with her ain father, though he be a Jew and a 
dour chield into the bargain, than she would have been with 
the loon that wranged her, who is, by your account, Dr. Gray, 
faaith a Papist and a rebel. The Jews are well attached to 
government ; they hate the Pope, the Devil, and the Pretender 
as much as any honest man among ourselves.' 

‘I cannot admire either of the gentlemen,' said Gideon. 
‘ But it is but fair to say, that I saw Mr. Mongada when he was 
highly incensed, and to aU appearance not -without reason. 
Now, this other man, Tresham, if that be his name, was haughty 
tome, and I think something careless of the poor young woman, 
just at the time when he owed her most kindness, and me some 
thankfulness. I am, therefore, of your opinion, Clerk Lawford, 
that the Christian is the worse bargain of the two.' 

‘And you think of taking care of this wean yourself, doctor! 
That is what I call the good Samaritan.' 

‘At cheap cost, clerk : the child, if it lives, has enough to 
bring it up decently, and set it out in life, and I can teach it 
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aa honourable and useful profession. It will be rather an 
amusement than a trouble to me, and I want to make some 
remarks on the childish diseases, which, with God’s blessing, 
the child must come through under my charge j and since 
Heaven has sent us no children ’ 

'Hoot — hoot I ’ said the town-clerk, ‘you are^ in ower great 
a hunynow — you havena been sae lang married yet. Mrs. 
Gray, dinna let my daffing chase you away; we will be for a 
dish of tea belive, for the doctor and I are nae glass-breakers.’ 

Pour years after this conversation took place the event 
happened at the possibility of which the town-clerk had hinted ; 
and Mrs. Gray presented her husband with an infant daughter. 
But good and evil are strangely mingled in this sublunary 
world. The fulfilment of his anxious longing for posterity was 
attended with the loss of his simple and kind-hepted wife, 
one of the most heavy blows which fate could inflict on poor 
Gideon, and his house was made desolate even by the event 
which had promised for months before to add new comforts to 
its humble roof. Gray felt the shock as men of sense and 
firmness feel a decided blow, from the effects of which they 
never hope again fully to raise themselves. He discharged the 
duties of his profession with the same punctuality as ever, was 
easy, and even to appearance cheerful, in his intercourse with 
society; but the sunshine of existence was gone. Every 
morning he missed the affectionate charges which recommended 
to him to pay attention to his own health while he was labour- 
ing to restore that blessing to his patients. Every evening, 
as he returned from his weary round, it was without the con- 
sciousness of a land and affectionate reception fi'om one eager 
to tell, and interested to hear, all the little events of the day. 
His whistle, which used to arise clear and strong so soon as 
Middlemas steeple was in view, was now for ever silenced, and 
the rider’s head drooped, while the tired horse, lacking the 
stimulus of his master’s hand and voice, seemed to shuffle along 
as if it experienced a share of his despondency. There were 
times when he was so much dejected as to be unable to endure 
even the presence of his little Menie, in whose infant counte- 
nance he could trace the lineaments of the mother, of whose 
loss she had been the innocent and unconscious cause. ' Had it 
not been for this poor child — ■ — - ’ he would think ; but, instantly 
aware thatAe sentiment was sinful, he would snatch the 
infant to his breast and load; it .with caresses,, then hastily 
desire it to be removed from the parlour^- 
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The Mahometans have a iancifol idea that the true believerj 
in his passage to Paradise, is under the necessity of passing 
barefooted over a bridge composed of red-hot iron. But on 
this occasion all the pieces of paper which^ the Moslem^ has 
preserved during his life, lest some holy thing being written 
upon them might be profaned, arrange themselves between his 
feet and the burning metal, and so save him from injury. ^ la 
the same manner, the efiects of Idnd and benevolent actions 
are sometimes found, even in this world, to assuage the pangs 
of subsequent afflictions. 

Thus, the greatest consolation which poor Gideon could find 
after his heavy deprivation was in the fr'olic fondness of Richard 
Middlemas, the child who was in so singular a manner thrown 
upon his charge. Even at this early age he w^as eminently 
handsome. When silent or out of humour, his dark eyes and 
striking countenance presented some recollections of the stem 
character imprinted on the features of his supposed father ; but 
when he was gay and happy, wfflich was much more fr’equently 
the case, these clouds were exchanged for the most frolicsome, 
mirthful expression that ever dwelt on the laughing and 
thoughtless aspect of a child. He seemed to have a tact 
beyond his years in discovering and conforming to the pecul- 
iarities of human character. His nurse, one prime object of 
Richard's observance, was Nurse Jamieson, or, as she was more 
commonly called for brevity, and par excellence^ Nurse. This 
was the person who had brought him up from infancy. She 
had lost her own child, and soon after her husband, and being 
thus a lone woman, had, as used to be common in Scotland, 
remained a member of Dr. Gray's family. After the death of 
his wife, she gradually obtained the principal superintendence 
of the whole household ; and being an honest and capable man- 
ager, was a person of very great importance in the family. 

She was bold in her temper, violent in her feelings, and, 
as often happens with those in her condition, was as much 
attached to Richard Middlemas, wfflom she had once nui*sed at 
her bosom, as if he had been her own son. This affection the 
child repaid by all the tender attentions of which his age was 
capable. 

^Little Dick was also distinguished by the fondest and 
kindest attachment to his guardian and benefactor, Dr. Gray. 
He was^ officious in the right time and place, quiet as a lamb 
when his patron seemed inclined to study or to muse, active 
and assiduous to assist or divert Min whenever it seemed to be 
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wished, and in choosing his opportunities he seemed to display 
an address far beyond his childish years. 

As time passed on, this pleasing character seemed to be 
still more refined. In everything like exercise or amnsement 
he was the pride and the leader of the boys of the place, over 
the most of whom his strength and activity gave him a decided 
superiority. At school his abilities were less^ distinguished, 
yet he was a favourite with the master, a sensible and useful 
teacher. 

‘Eicliard is not swift, ^ he used to say to his patron, Dr. 
Gray, ‘but then he is sure; and it is impossible not to be 
pleased with a child who is so very desirous to give satisfaction.' 

Young Middlemas's grateful affection to his patron seemed 
to increase with the expanding of his faculties, and found a 
natural and pleasing mode of displaying itself in his attentions 
to little Menie ^ Gray. Her slightest hint was Richard's law, 
and it was in vain that he was summoned forth by a hundred 
shrill voices to take the lead in hye-spye or at football if it 
was little Menie's pleasure that he should remain within and 
build card-houses for her amusement. At other times, he 
would take the charge of the little damsel entirely under his 
own care, and be seen wandering with her on the borough 
common, collecting wild flowers or knitting caps made of bul- 
rushes. Menie was attached to Dick Middlemas in proportion 
to his afiectionate assiduities ; and the father saw with pleasure 
every new mark of attention to his child on the part of his 
•protege. 

During the time that Richard was silently advancing jfrom a 
beautiful child into a fine boy, and approaching firom a fine 
boy to the time when he must be termed a handsome youth, 
Mr. Gray wrote twice a-year with much regularity to Mr. 
Mongada, through the channel that gentleman had pointed 
out. The benevolent man thought that, if the wealthy grand- 
father could only see bis relative, of whom any family might be 
proud, he would be unable to persevere in his resolution of 
treating as an outcast one so nearly connected with him in 
blood, and so interesting in person and disposition. He thought 
it his duty, therefore, to keep open the slender and oblique 
coram unication with the boy’s maternal grandfather, as that 
which might, at some future period,, lead to a closer connexion. ■ 
Yet the correspondence^ could not, in other respects, be agree- 
able to a man of spirit like Mr. Gray. ^ His own letters were as ' ; 
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short as possible, merely rendering an account of his ward’s 
expenses, including a moderate board to himplf, attested by 
Mr. Lawford, his co-trustee ; and intimating Richard’s state of 
health, and his progress in education, with a few words of brief 
but warm eulogy upon his goodness of head and heart. But 
the answers he received were stilh shorter. ^Mr. Mongada,’ 
such was their usual tenor, ‘acknowledges Mr. Gray’s letter of 
such a date, notices the contents, and requests Mr. Gray to 
persist in the plan which he has hitherto prosecuted on the 
subject of their correspondence.’ On occasions where extraor- 
dinary expenses seem likely to be incurred, the remittances 
were made with readiness. 

That day fortnight after Mrs. Gray’s death, fifty ^pounds 
were received, with a note, intimating that it was designed to 
put the child R. M. into proper mourning. The writer had 
added two or three words, desiring that the surplus should he 
at Mr. Gray’s disposal, to meet the additional expenses of this 
period of calamity; but Mr. Mongada had left the phrase un- 
finished, apparently in despair of turning it suitably into 
English. Gideon, without farther investigation, quietly added 
the sum to the account of his ward’s little fortune, contrary to 
the opinion of Mr. Lawford, who, aware that he w-as rather a 
loser than a gainer by the boy’s residence in his house, was 
desirous that his friend should not omit an opportunit}^ of 
recovering some part of his expenses on that score. But Gray 
was proof against all remonstrance. 

As the boy advanced towards his fourteenth year, Dr. Gray 
wrote a more elaborate account of his ward’s character, acquire- 
ments, and capacity. He added, that he did this for the 
purpose of enabling Mr. Mongada to judge how the young 
man’s future education should be directed. Richard, lie ob- 
served, was arrived at the point where education, losing its 
original and general character, branches off into difterent paths 
of knowledge, suitable to particular professions, and when it 
was therefore become necessary to determine which of them it 
was his pleasure that young Richard should be trained for; 
and he w^'otild, on his part, do all he could to carry Mr. 
Mongada’s wishes into execution, since the amiable qualities of 
the boy made him as dear to him, though but a guardian, as 
he could have been to his own father. 

The answer, which arrived in the course of a week or ten 
days, was fuller than usual, and written in the first person. 
‘Mr. Gray,’ such was the tenor, ‘our meeting has been under 
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such. circiimstaEces as could not make us favourably known to 
each other at the time. But I have the advantage of you, 
since, knowing your motives for entertaining an indifferent 
opinion of me, I could respect them, and you at the same 
time ; whereas you, unable to comprehend the motives — I say, 
you, being unacquainted with the infamous treatment I had 
received, could not understand the reasons that I have for 
acting as I have done. Deprived, sir, by the act of a villain,^ 
of my child, and she despoiled of honour, I cannot bring myself 
to think of beholding the creature, however innocent, whose 
look must always remind me of hatred and of shame. Keep 
the poor child by you, educate him to your own profession, 
but take heed that he looks no higher than to fill such a 
situation in life as you yourself worthily occupy, or some other 
line of like importance. For the condition of a farmer, a 
country lawyer, a medical practitioner, or some such retired 
course of life, the means of outfit and education shall be amply 
supplied. But I must warn him and you that any attempt to 
intrude himself on me further than I may especially permit will 
be attended with the total forfeiture of my favour and protec- 
tion. So, having made known my mind to you, I expect you 
will act accordingly.’ 

The receipt of this letter determined Gideon to have some 
explanation with the boy himself, in order to learn if he had 
any choice among the professions thus opened to him; con- 
vinced, at the same time, from his docility of temper, that he 
would refer the selection to his (Dr. Gray’s) better Judgment. 

He had previously, however, the unpleasing task of ac- 
quainting Richard Middlemas with the mysterious circumstances 
attending his birth, of which he presumed him to be entirely 
ignorant, simply because he himself had never communicated 
them, but had let the boy consider himself as the orphan child 
of a distant relation. But, though the doctor himself was silent, 
he might have remembered that Nurse Jamieson had the 
handsome enjoyment of her tongue, and was disposed to use 
it liberally. 

From a very early period Nurse Jamieson, amongst the 
variety of legendary lore which she instilled into her foster-son, 
had ^ not forgotten what she called the awful season of his 
coming into the world ; the personable appearance of Ms father, 
a grand gentleman, who looked as if the whole world lay at his 
feet ; the beauty of his mother, and the terrible blackness of 
the mask which she wore, her een that glanced like diamonds, 
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and the diamonds she wore on her fingers, that could he com- 
pared to nothing but her own een, the lairness of her skin, and 
the colour of her silk rokelay, with much proper stiifi' to the 
^ same purpose. Then she expatiated on the arrival of his grand- 
father, and the awful man, armed with pistol, dirk, and clay- 
more (the last weapons existed only in Nurse's imagination), 
the very ogre of a fairy tale ; then all the circumstances of the 
carrying off his mother, while bank-notes were fiying about the 
house like screeds of brown paper, and gold guineas were as 
plenty as ehuekie-stanes. All this, partly to please and interest 
the boy, partly to indulge her own talent for amplification, Nurse 
told with so many additional circumstances and gratuitous 
commentaries, that the real transaction, mysterious and odd as 
it certainly was, sunk into tameness before the nurse's edition, 
like humble prose contrasted with the boldest flights of poetry. 

To hear all this did Richard seriously incline, and still more 
was he interested with the idea of his valiant father coming for 
him unexpectedly at the head of a gallant regiment, with music 
playing and colours flying, and carrying his son away on the 
most beautiful pony eyes ever beheld ; or his mother, bright 
as the day, might suddenly appear in her coaeh-and-six, to re- 
claim her beloved child ; or his repentant grandfather, with his 
pockets stuffed out with bank-notes, would come to atone for 
his past cruelty, by heaping his neglected grandchild with un- 
expected wealth. Sure was Nurse Jamieson ‘that it wanted 
hut a blink of her bairn's bonny ee to turn their hearts, as 
Scripture sayeth; and as strange things had been, as they 
should come a'thegither to the town at the same time, and 
make such a day as had never been seen in Middiemas ; and 
then her bairn would never be called by that Lowland name of 
Middiemas any more, which sounded as if it had been gathered 
out of the town gutter; but would be called Galatian,^ or Sir 
William Wallace, or Robin Hood, or after some other of the 
great princes named in story-books.' 

Nurse Jamieson's history of the past and prospects of the 
future were too flattering not to excite the most ambitious 
visions in the mind of a boy who naturally felt a strong desire 
of rising in the world, and was conscious of possessing the 
powers necessary to his advancement. The incidents of his 
birth resembled those he found commemorated in the tales 
which he read or listened to ; and there seemed no reason why 
Ms own adventures should not have a termination corresponding 
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to those of sucli veracious histories. ^ In a- word,^ while good 
Doctor Gray imagined that his pupil was dwelling in utter 
ignorance of his origiuj Eichard was meditating upon nothing 
else than the time and means by which he anticipated his being 
extricated from the obscurity of his present condition, and 
enabled to assume the rank to which, in his own opinion, he 
was entitled by birth. 

So stood the feelings of tha young man, when, one day after 
dinner, the doctor, snuffing the candle, and taking from his 
pouch the great leathern pocket-book in which he deposited 
particular papers, with a small supply of the most necessary and 
active medicines, he took from it Mr. Mon9ada's letter, and re- 
quested Eichard Middlemas^s serious attention, while he told 
him some circumstances concerning himsell^ which it greatly 
imported him to know. Eichard's dark eyes flashed fire, the 
blood flushed his broad and well-formed forehead — the hour of 
explanation was at length come. He listened to the narrative 
of Gideon Gray, which, the reader may believe, being altogether 
divested of the gilding which Nurse Jamieson^s imagination 
had bestowed upon it, and reduced to what mercantile men 
termed the ‘ needfuV exhibited little more than the tale of a 
child of shame, deserted by its father and mother, and brought 
up on the^ reluctant charity of a more distant relation, who 
regarded him as the living, though unconscious, evidence of the 
: disgrace of his family, and would more willingly have paid for 
' the expenses of his funeral than that of the food which was 
grudgingly provided for^ him. ‘Temple and tower/ a hundred 
flattering edifices of Eichard's childish imagination, went to 
the ground at once, and the pain which attended their demoli- 
tion was rendered the more acute by a sense of shame that he 
should have nursed such reveries. ^ He remained, while Gideon 
continued his explanation, in a dejected- posture, his eyes fixed 
on the ground, and the veins of his forehead swoln with con- 
tending passions. 

‘And^now, my dear Eichard,’ said' the good surgeon, ‘you 
must think what you can do for yourself, since your grandfather 
leaves you the choice of three honourable professions, by any of 
which, well and wisely prosecuted, yoii' may become independ- 
ent if not wealthy, and respectable if not great. You; Mil; 
naturally desire a- little time for consideration.’ ■■ 

‘ Not a mjnute,’ said .'the ' boy, raising his head and .looking . 
boldly at his guardian. ‘I am ''a free-horn ' Englishinan, '.and' 
will return to England if I think, fit.’ 
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‘ A free-born fool you are/ said Gray. ‘ You were born, as I 
tbink, and no one can know better than I do, in the blue room 
of Stevenlaw's Land, in tbe townJbead of Middlemas, if you call 
that being a free-born Englishman/ 

*Biit Tom Hillary' — this was an apprentice of Clerk Law- 
ford, who had of late been a great friend and adviser of young 
Middlemas — ‘ Tom Hillary says that I am a ft’ee-born English- 
man, notwithstanding, in right of my parents.' 

‘ Pooh, child ! what do we know of your parents ? But 
what has your being an Englishman to do with the present 
question V 

' Oh, doctor 1 ' answered the boy, bitterly, ‘ you know we from 
the south side of Tweed cannot scramble so hard as yoii do. 
The Scots are too moral, and too prudent, and too robust for a 
poor pudding-eater to live amongst them, whether as a parson, 
or as a lawyer, or as a doctor > — with your pardon, sir/ 

‘ Upon my life, Dick/ said Gray, ^this Tom Hillary will turn 
your Win. What is the meaning of all this trash ? Y 

‘ Tom Hillary says that the parson lives by the sins of the 
people, the lawyer by their distresses, and the doctor by their 
diseases — always asking your pardon, sir/ 

‘Tom Hillary,' replied the doctor, ‘should he drummed out 
of the borough. A whipper-snapper of an attorney's appren- 
tice, run away from Newcastle I If I hear him talking so, I 'll 
teach him to speak with more reverence of the learned profes- 
sions. Let me hear no more of Tom Hillary, whom you have; 
seen far too much of lately. Think a little, like a lad of sense/ 
and tell me what answer I am to give to Mr. Mongada.' 

‘ Tell him,' said the boy, the tone of affected sarcasm laid 
aside, and that of injured pride substituted in its room — ‘ tell 
him that my soul revolts at the obscure lot he recommends 
to me. I am determined to enter my father's profession, the 
army, unless my grandfather chooses to receive me into his 
house and place me in his own line of business.' 

‘ Yes, and make you his partner, I suppose, and acknowledge 
you for his heir ? ' said Dr. Gray ; ‘ a thing extremelj^ likely to 
happen, no doubt, considering the way in which he has brought 
you up all along, and the terms in which he now writes con- 
cerning you.' , 

‘ Then, sir, there is one thing which I can demand of you,' 
replied the boy. ‘There is a large sum of money in your 
hands belonging to me ; and since it is consigned, to you for 
my use, I demand you should make the necessary advances to 
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procure a commission in the army, account to me for the 
balance ; and so, with thanks for past favours, I will give you 
no trouble in future/ 

'Young man/ said the doctor, gravely, 'I am very sorry to 
see that your usual prudence and good-humour are not proof 
against the disappointment of some idle expectations which 
you had not the slightest reason to entertain. It is very true 
that there is a sum which, in spite of various expenses, may 
still approach to a thousand pounds or better, which remains 
in my hands for your behoof. But I am bound to dispose of it 
according to the will of the donor ; and, at any rate, you are 
not entitled to call for it until you come to years of discretion 
— a period from which you are six years distant according to 
law, and which, in one sense, you will never reach at all, unless 
you alter your present unreasonable crotchets. But come, 
Dick, this is the first time I have seen you in so absurd a 
humour, and you have many things, I own, in your situation 
to apologise for impatience even greater than you have dis- 
played. But you should not turn your resentment on me, 
that am no way in fault. You should remember that I was 
your earliest and only friend, and took charge of you when 
every other person forsook you.' ^ 

'I do not thank you for it,' said Richard, giving way to a 
burst of uncontrolled passion, ‘ You might have done better 
for me had you pleased.' 

‘And in what manner, you ungrateful boy U said Gray, 
whose composure was a little ruffled. 

‘You might have flung me under the wheels of their car- 
riages as they drove off, and have let them trample on the body 
of their child, as they have done on his feelings.' 

So saying, he rushed out of the room, and shut the door 
behind him with great violence, leaving his guardian astonished 
at his sudden and violent change of temper and manner. 

‘What the deuce ^ can have possessed him? Ah, well. 
High-spirited, and disappointed in some follies which that 
Tom Hillary has put into his head. But Ms is a case for 
anodynes, and shall be treated accordingly.' 

While the doctor formed this good-natured resolution, youug 
Middlemas rushed to Nurse Jamieson's apartment, where poor 
Menie, to whom his presence always gave hol3rday feelings, 
hastened to exhibit for his admiration a new doll, of which 
she had made the acquisition. No one, generally, was more 
interested in Menie's amusements than Richard ; but at present 
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..Richar A like Ms, celebrated namesake, was not.i^.tlie vein. He 
threw off the little damsel so carelessly, almost, so rudely, that 
.the doll, flew out of Menie’s- hand, fell on the, hearthstone, and 
..broke its waxen face. The, rudeness drew from Nurse Jamieson 
a rebuke, ev.en although the culprit was her darling. 

‘ Hout awa', Richard, that wasna like , yoursell, to guide 
Miss Menie that gate. Haud your tongue, Miss Menie, and 
111 soon mend the baby’s face.’ 

But if Menie cried, she did not cry for the doll ; and while 
the tears flowed silently down her cheeks, she sat looking at 
Dick Middlemas with a childish free of fear, sorrow, and 
wonder. Nurse eTamieson was soon^di verted from her attention 
to Menie Gray’s distresses, especially as she did not weep 
aloud, and her attention became fixed on the altered counte- 
nance, red eyes, and swoln features of her ^darling foster-child. 
She instantly commenced an investigation into the cause of his 
distress, after the usual inquisitorial maimer of matrons of 
her class. ^ What is the matter wf my bairn f ’ and * Wha has 
been vexing my bairn U with similar questions, at last extorted 
this reply — 

‘ I am not your bairn — I am no one’s hairn — no one’s son. 
I am an outcast from my family, and belong to no one. Dr. 
Gray has told me so himself.’ 

‘ And did he cast up to my bairn that he was a bastard f 
Troth he wasna hlate. My certie, your father was a better man 
than ever stood on the doctor’s shanks — a handsome grand 
gentleman, with an ee like a gled’s and a step like a Highland 
piper.’ ^ ^ : 

Nurse Jamieson had got on a favourite topic, and would 
have expatiated long enough, for she was a professed^ admirer 
of masculine beauty, but there was something which displeased 
the boy in her last simile; so he cut the conversation snort by 
asking whether she knew exactly how much money his grand- 
father had left with Dr, Gray for his maintenance. ^ She could 
not say — didna ken — an awfix’ sum it was to pass out of ae 
man’s hand. She was sure it w^asna less than ae hundred 
pounds, and it might weel he twa.’ In short, she knew nothing 
about the matter; ‘but she was sure Dr. Gray would count to 
him to the last farthing, for everybody kennd that he was a 
just man where siller was concerned. However, if her bairn 
wanted to ken mair about it, to be sure the town-clerk could 
teU him all about it.’ 

Eicliaid Middlemas arose and left the apartment, without 
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saying more. He went immediately to visit the,, old town-clerka 
to whom ho had made himself acceptable, as indeed he had done 
to most of the dignitaries ■about' the burgh. He introduced 
the conversation by the proposal which had been made to him 
for choosing a profession, and after speaking of the mysterious 
circumstances of his birth and the doubtfol^ prospects which 
lay before him, he easily led the town-clerk into conversation 
as to the amount of the funds, and heard the exact state of 
the money in his guardian's hands, which corresponded with 
the information he had already received. He next sounded the 
worthy scribe on the possibility of his going into the army; 
but received a second confirmation of tbe intelligence Mr. Gray 
had given him, being informed that no part of the money 
could be placed at bis disposal tiU he was of age, and then not 
without the especial consent of both his guardians, and par- 
ticularly that of his master. He therefore took leave of the 
town-clerk, who, much approving the cautious manner in 
which he spoke, and his prudent selection of an adviser at this 
important crisis of his life, intimated to him that, should he 
choose the law, he would himself receive him into his office upon a 
very moderate apprentice-fee, and would part with Tom Hillary 
to make room for him, as the lad was ‘ rather pragmatical, and 
plagued him with speaking about his English practice, which 
they had nothing to do with on this side of the Border — the 
Lord be thanked 1 ' 

Middlemas thanked him for his kindness, and promised to 
consider his kind offer, in case he should determine upon 
following the profession of the law. 

^ Prom Tom Hillary's master Richard went to Tom Hillary, 
himself, who chanced then to be in the office. He was a lad 
about twenty, as smart as small, but distinguished for the 
accuracy with which he^ dressed his hair, and the splendour of 
a laced hat and embroidered waistcoat,. with which he graced 
the church of Middlemas on Sundays. Tom Hillary had been 
bred an attorney's clerk in Newcastle-upon-Tyne, but, for some 
reason or other, had found it more convenient ..of late years 'to \ 
reside in Scotland, and was, recommended- to .the' town-cleii.-.of' ; 
Middlemas by the accuracy and .beauty with which he- tran- .'. 
scribed the records ^of the burgh. It is not improbable that 
the reports concerning the 'singular .circumstances .of Richard ; 
Middlemas's birth, and the knowledge -that he was' a'ctually.,-'; 
possessed of a considerable sum of money, induced ' Hillary, - / 
though so much his senior, to admit' .the .lad to. Ms company,''..'.:^ 
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and. eBrich . Ms yoiitMul mmd witli some branolaes of informa- 
tioB whioli, in tbat retired ^corner, bis pupil might otherwise 
have been some time in attaining. ^ Amongst these were certain 
games at cards and dice, in which the pupil paid, as was 
reasonable, the price of initiation by his losses to his instructor. 
After a long vralk with this youngster, whose advice, like the 
unwivse son of the wisest of men, he probably valaed more than 
that of his more aged counsellors, Richard Middlemas returned 
to his lodgings in Stevenlaw's Land, and went to bed sad and 
supperless. 

The next morning Richard arose with the sun, and his 
night's rest appeared to have had its frequent effect, in cooling 
the passions and correcting the understanding. Little Menie 
was the first person to w^hom he made the amende honorable ; 
and a much smaller propitiation than the new doll with which 
he presented her would have been accepted as an atonement 
for a much greater oifence. Menie was one of those pure 
spirits to whom a state of unkiiidness, if the estranged person 
has been a friend, is a state of pain, and the slightest advance 
of her friend and protector was sufficient to regain all her 
childish confidence and affection. 

The father did not prove more inexorable than Menie had 
done. Mr. Gray, indeed, thought he had good reason to look 
cold upon Richard at their next meeting, being not a little 
hurt at the ungrateful treatment which he had received on the 
preceding evening. But Middlemas disarmed him at once by 
frankly pleading that he had suffered his mind to be carried 
away by the supposed rank and importance of his parents into 
an idle conviction that he was one day to share them. The 
letter of his grandfather, which condemned him to banishment 
and obscurity for life, was, he acknowledged, a very severe 
blow ; and it was with deep sorrow that he reflected that the 
irritation of his disappointment had led him to express himself 
in a manner far short of the respect and reverence of one who 
owed Mr. Gray the duty and afiection of a son, and ought to 
refer to Ms decision every action of Ms life. Gideon, pro- 
pitiated by an admission so candid, and made with so much 
humility, readily dismissed his resentment, and kindly inquired 
of Richard whether he had bestowed any reflection upon the 
choice of profession which had been subjected to him ; offering, 
at the same time, to allow him all reasonable time to make up 
Ms mind.^ 

On this subject, Richard Middlemas answered with the 
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same promptitude and candour. ‘He had/ he said, ‘in order 
to forming his opinion more safely, consulted with his friend, 
the town-clerh.^ The doctor nodded approbation. ‘ Mr. Law- 
ford had/ indeed, been most friendly, and had even offered to 
take him into his own office. But if his father and benefactor 
would permit him to study, under his instructions, the noble 
art in which he himself enjoyed such a deserved reputation, 
the mere hope that he might by and by be of some use to Mr. 
Gray in his business would greatly overbalance every other 
consideration. Such a course of education, and such a use of 
professional knowledge when he had acquired it, would be a 
greater spur to his industry than the prospect even of becom- 
ing town-clerk of Middiemas in his proper person.' 

As the young man expressed it to be his firm and unalter- 
able choice to study medicine under his guardian, and to 
remain a member of his fapaily, Dr. Gray informed Mr. Mon- 
gada of the lad's determination ; who, to testify his approbation, 
remitted to the doctor the sum of £100 as apprentice-fee — a 
sum nearly three times as much as Gray's modesty had hinted 
at as necessary. 

Shortly after, when Dr. Gray and the town-clerk met at the 
small^ club of the burgh, their joint theme was the sense and 
steadiness of Richard Middiemas. 

Tndeed,' said the town-clerk, ‘he is such a friendly and 
disinterested boy, that I could not get him to accept a place in 
my office for fear he should be thought to be pushing himself 
forward at the expense of Tam Hillary.' 

‘And, indeed, clerk,' said Gray, ‘I have sometimes been 
afraid that he kept too much company with that Tam Hillary 
of yours; but twenty Tam Hillarys would not corrupt Dick 
Middiemas.' 
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CHAPTER III 


Dick was como to high renopi 
Since lie commenced physic ian ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The better politician. 

Tom mid Tich 


T the Bame period Trhen Dr. Gray took under his charge 
/A his youthful lodger EicLard Middlemas, he received 
jL Sl, proposals from the fi^ieiids of one Adam Hartley to re- 
ceive him also as an apprentice. ^ The lad was the son of a 
respectable farmer on the English side of the Border, who, edu- 
cating his eldest son to his own occupation, desired to make bis 
second a medical man, in order to avail himself of the friend- 
ship of a great man, his landlord, who had offered to assist his 
views in life, and represented a doctor or surgeon as the sort of 
person to whose advantage his interest could be most readily 
applied. Middlemas and Hartley w^ere therefore associated in 
their studies. In winter they were boarded in Edinburgh, for 
attending the medical classes, which were necessary for taldiig 
their degree. Three or four years thus passed on, and, firom 
being mere boys, the two medical aspirants shot up into young 
men, who, being both very good-looking, well dressed, well bred, 
and having money in their pockets, became personages of some 
importance in the little town of Middlemas, where there was 
scarce anything that could be termed an aristocracy, and in 
which beaux w^'ere scarce and belles were plenty. 

Each of the two had his especial partizans ; for, though the 
young men themselves lived in tolerable harmony together, 
yet, as usual in such cases, no one could approve of one of 
them ^ without at the same time comparing him with, and 
asserting his superiority over, his companion. 

Both were gay, fond of dancing, and sedulous attendants on 
the ' praoteezings,’ as he called them, of Mr. MTittoch, a dancing- 
master who, itinerant during the summer, became stationary 
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benefit of his instmctions at the rate of twenty lessons for five 
shillings sterling. On these occasions each of Dr. Gray^s pupfis 
had his appropriate praise. Hartley d'anced with most spirit, 
Middlemas with a better grace. Mr, M^Fittoch would have 
turned out Richard against the country-side in the minuet, and 
wagered the thing dearest to him in the world, and that was 
his kit, upon his assured superiority ; but he admitted Hartley 
was superior to him in hornpipes, jigs, ^strathspeys, and reels. ^ 

In dress Hartley was most expensive, perhaps because his 
father afforded him better means of being so ; but his clothes 
were neither so tasteful when new nor so well preserved when 
they began to grow old as those of Richard Middlemas. Adam 
Hartley was sometimes fine, at other times rather slovenly, and 
on the former occasions looked rather too conscious of his 
splendour. His chum was at all times regularly neat and well 
dressed ; while at the same time he had an air of good-breeding, 
which made him appear always at ease; so that his dress, 
whatever it was, seemed to be just what he ought to have worn 
at the time. 

In their persons there was a still more strongly-marked 
distinction. Adam Hartley was full middle-size, stout, and 
well limbed ; and an open English countenance, of the genuine 
Saxon mould, showed itself among chestnut locks, until the 
hairdresser destroyed them. He loved the rough exercises of 
wrestling, boxing, leaping, and quarter-staff, and frequented, 
when he could obtain leisure, the bull-baitings and football 
matches by which the burgh was sometimes enlivened. 

Richard, on^ the contrary, was dark, like his father and 
mother, with^high features, beautifully formed, but exhibiting 
something of a foreign character ; and his person was tall and 
slim, though muscular and active. His address and manners 
must have been natural to him, for they were, in elegance and 
ease, far beyond any example which he could have found in his 
native burgh, ^He learned the use of the small-sword while in 
Edinburgh, and took lessons from a performer at the theatre, 
with the purpose of refining his mode of speaking. He became 
also an amateur of the drama, regularly atteiiSiiig the play- 
house, and assuming the tone of a critic in that and other 
lighter departments of literature. To fill up the contrast, so 
far as taste was concerned, Richard was a dexterous and suc- 
cessful angler, Adam a bold and unerring shot. Their efforts 
to surpass each other in supplying ,Dr. Gray’s table rendered 
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iiis hoiisekeepiEg much preferable to what it had been oh former 
occasions ; and, besides, small presents of fish and game are 
alwa3?-s agreeable amongst the inhabitants of a country town, 
and contributed to increase the popularity of the young 
sportsmen... 

While the burgh was divided, for lack of better subject of 
disputation, concerning the comparative merits of Dr. Gray's 
tw^o apprentices, he himself was sometimes chosen the referee. 
But in this, as on other matters, the doctor was cautious. He 
said the lads were both good lads, and would be useful men in 
the profession if their heads were not carried with the nocice 
whicli the foolish people of the burgh took of them, and the 
parties of pleasure that were so often taking them away from 
their business. No doubt it was natural for him to feel more 
confidence in Hartley, who came of "kennel folk/ and was very 
near as good as a bom Scotsman. But if he did feel such a 
partiality, he blamed himself for it, since the stranger child, so 
oddly cast upon his hands, had peculiar good right to such 
patronage and affection as he had to bestow; and ^ truly the 
young man himself seemed so grateful that it was impossible 
for him to hint the slightest wish that Dick Middlemas did not 
hasten to execute. 

There were persons in the burgh of Middlemas who were 
indiscreet enough to suppose that Miss Menie must be a better 
judge than any other person of the comparative merits of these 
accomplished personages, respecting which the public opinion 
was generally divided. No one even of her greatest intimates 
ventured to put the question to her in precise terms ; but her 
conduct was narrowly observed, and the critics remarked that 
to Adam Hartley her attentions were given more freely and 
frankly. She laughed with him, chatted with him, and danced 
with him ; while to Dick Middlemas her conduct was more shy 
and distant. The premises seemed certain; but the public 
were divided in the conclusions which were to be drawn fi*om 
them. 

It was not possible for the young men to be the subject of 
such discussions without being sensible that they existed ; and 
thus contrasted together by the little society in which they 
moved, they must have been made of better than ordinary clay 
if they had not themselves entered by degrees into the spirit 
of the controversy, and considered themselves as rivals for 
public applause. 

Nor is it to be forgotten that Menie Gray was by this time 
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shot up into one of the prettiest young women, not ^of Middle- 
mas only, but of the whole county in which the little burgh 
is situated This; indeed, had been settled by evidenee which 
could not be esteemed short of decisive. At the time of the 
races there were usually assembled in the burgh some company 
of the higher classes from the country around, and many of 
the sober burghers mended their incomes by letting their 
apartments, or taking in lodgers of quality, for the busy week. 
All the rural thanes and thanesses attended on these occasions ; 
and such was the number of cocked hats and silken trains, that 
the little town seemed for a time totally to have changed its 
inhabitants. On this occasion persons of a certain quality 
only were permitted to attend upon the nightly balls ^ which 
were given in the old town-house, and the line of distinction 
excluded Mr. Gray's family. 

The aristocracy, however, used their privileges with some 
feelings of deference to the native beaux and belles of the 
burgh, who were thus doomed to hear the fiddles nightly with- 
out being permitted to dance to them. One evening in the 
race- week, termed the Hunters' Ball, was dedicated to general 
amusement, and liberated from the usual restrictions of eti- 
quette. On this occasion all the respectable families in the 
town were invited to share the amusement of the evening, and 
to wonder at the finery, and be grateful for the condescension, 
of their betters. This was especially the case with the females, 
for the number of invitations to the gentlemen of the town was 
much more limited. Now, at this general muster, the beauty 
of Miss Gray's face and person had placed her, in the opinion 
of all competent judges, decidedly at the head of all the belles 
present, saving those with whom, according to the ideas of the 
place, it would hardly have been decent to compare her. 

The laird of the ancient and distinguished house of Loupon- 
height did not hesitate to engage her hand during the greater 
part of the evening; and his mother, renowned for her stern 
assertion of the distinctions of rank, placed the little plebeian 
beside her at supper, and was heard to say that the surgeon's 
daughter behaved very prettily indeed, and seemed to know 

f erfectly well where and what she was. As for the young laird 
imself, he capered so high, and laughed so uproariously, as 
to give rise to a rumour that he was minded to ‘shoot madly 
from his sphere,' and to convert the village doctor's daughter 
into a lady of his own ancient name. 

During this memorable evening, Middlemas and 
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who had^fouBcl room in the miisic gallery^ witnessed the soenej 
and, as it would seem, with ■ very different feelings. Hartley " 
was evidently annoyed by, the excess of attention which the 
gallant .laird of Lonponheight, stimulated by the influence of 
a couple of bottles of claret aiid^ by the presence of a partner 
who danced remarkably well, paid to Miss Menie Gray. He 
saw from his lofty stand all the dinnb show of gallantry with 
the comfortable feelings ' of a famishing creature looldng upon 
a feast which he is not permitted to snare, and regarded every 
extraordinary frisk of the jovial laird as the same might have 
been looked upon by a gouty person, who apprehended that the 
dignitary was about to descend on his toes. At length, unable to 
restrain his emotion, he left the gallery and returned no more. 

Far different w’as the demeanour of Middlemas. He seemed 
gratified and elevated by the attention which was generally 
paid to Miss^ Gray', -and by the admiration she excited. On 
the valiant laird of Louponheight he looked with indescribable 
contempt, and amused himself with pointing out to the burgh 
dancing-master, w'-ho acted pro tempore as one of the band, the 
frolicsome bounds and pirouettes, in which that worthy dis- 
played a great deal more of vigour than of grace. 

‘ But ye shouidna laugh sae loud, Master Dick,' said the 
master of capers; ^he Easna had the advantage of a real 
gracefii' teacher, as ye have had; and troth, if he listed to 
tak sorne lessons, I thinlc I could make some^ hand of his feet, 
for he is a soiiple chield, and has a gallant instep of his ain ; 
and sic a laced hat hasna been seen on the causeway of Middle- 
mas this mony a day. Ye are standing laughing there, Dick 
Middlemas ; I would have you be sure he does not cut you out 
with your bonny partner yonder.' 

«He be ! ' Middlemas was beginning a sentence winch 

could not have concluded with strict attention to propriety, 
when the master of the band summoned MTittoch to his post 
by the following ireful expostulation — ‘ What are ye about, sir 1 
Mind your bow-hand. How the deil d' ye think three fiddles 
is to keep down a bass, if yin o' them stands girning and 
gabbling as ye're doing? Play up, sir!' 

Dick Middlemas, thus reduced to silence, eontiniied, from his 
lofty station, like one of the gods of the Epicureans, to survey 
what passed below, without the gaieties which he witnessed being 
able to excite more than a smile, which seemed, however, rather 
to indicate a good-humoured contempt for what was passing 
than a benevolent sympathy with the pleasures of others* 


CHAPTER IV 


ISTow hold thy tongue, Billy Bewick, he said, 

01' ]»eaf;eful talking let me he ; 

But if tliou art a man, as I think thou art. 

Gome owor the dike and fight wdth me. 

Border Minstrelsy* 

the morning after this gay evening, the two young 
i 1 men were labouring together in a plot of ground behind 
Stevenkw^s Land which the doctor had converted into 
a garden, where he raised, with a view to pharmacy as w’^ell as 
botany, some rare plants, which obtained the place from the vul- 
gar the sounding name of the Physio Garden.^ Mr. Grayk pupils 
readily complied with his wishes, that they would take some care 
of this favourite spot, to w^hich both contributed their labours, 
after which Hartley used to devote himself to the cultivation of 
the kitchen garden, which he had raised into this respectability 
from a spot not excelling a common kaihyard, while Eichard 
Middlemas did his utmost to decorate with flowers and shrubs 
a sort of arbour, usually called Miss Menie's bower. 

At present, they were both in the botanic patch of the 
garden, when Dick Middlemas asked Hartley W'hy he had left 
the ball so soon the evening before. 

should rather ask you,^ said Hartley, Svhat pleasure yon 
felt in staying there 1 I tell you, Dick, it is a shabby, low 
place this Middlemas of ours. In the smallest burgh in Eng- 
land every decent freeholder would have been asked if the 
member gave a ball."' 

‘What, Hartley r said his companion, are yon, of all men, 
a candidate for the honour of mixing with the first-born of 
the earth? Mercy on iis! How will canny Northumberland 
(throwinga true iXorthern accent on the- letter E) acquit him- 
self? Methinks I see thee in thy pea-green suit, dancing, 
a jig with the Honourable Miss ^"Maddie MacFudgeon, •whii© 

^ Tlie Botanic Garden is so termed Uy tUe vulgar of Bdinlburgli. 
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chiefs and thanes around laugh as they would do at a hoo’ in 
armour ! ' ^ 

‘You don’t, or perhaps you won’t, understand me,’ said 
Hartley. ‘I am not such a fool as to desire to be hail-fellow- 
well-met with these fine folks : I care as little for them as they 
do for me. Eut as they do not choose to ask us to dance, I 
don’t see what business they have with our partners.’ ’ 
/Partners, said you!’ answered Middlemas^ ‘I don’t think- 
Menie is very often yours/ 

'As often as I ask her/ answered Hartley, rather haughtily. 

^ Indeed? I did not think that. And hanff me if I 
think so yet/ said Middlemas, with the same sarcastic tone ' I 
tel thee, Adam, I will bet you a bowl of punch that Miss Gray 
will not dance with you the next time you ask her. All I 
stipulate IS to know the day.^ 

‘I will lay no bets about Miss Gray,’ said Hartley: ‘her 
father IS my master, and I am obliged to him — I t.hmV r 
should act very scurvily if I were to make her the subiect of 
any idle debate betwixt you and me.’ 

‘Very right,’ replied_ Middlemas ; ‘you should finish one 
quarrel before you Wn another. Pray, saddle your pony 
nde up to the gate of Louponheight Castle, and defy the Cn 
JfMeS presumed to touch the feir hand 

tinl^ «n?/'r Miss Gray’s name out of the ques- 

tion, and take your defiances to your fine folks in your^own 
name and see what they will say to the surgeon’s apprentice. ’ 

S-stoi S'SSe l( 

if you wiKf.sf^'^ Hartley, ‘or you will come by the worst - 
answers.’ ^ ^ ^ «P wth rough 

‘ Whf this insult, by Heaven i ’ 

be+te I thinr/^^^’ ^iisist on it,’ said Hartley 'but 

... tte t. s.y wte S 
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provoke me. And now I have given yoa as much satisfaction 
, as, a reasonable, man can ask ^ 

/ ^Sir,' repeated Middlemas, ‘the satisfaction which I demand 
is that of a gentleman : the doctor has a pair of pistols/ 

‘ And a pair of mortars also, which are heartily at your ser- 
vice, gentlemen,^ said Mr. Gray, coming forward from behind a 
yew hedge, where he had listened to the whole or greater part 
of this dispute. ‘A fine story it would be of m}’' apprentices 
shooting each other with my own pistols ! Let me see either 
of you fit to treat a gunshot wound before you think of inflict- 
ing one. Go, you are both very foolish boys, and I cannot take 
it kind of either of you to bring the name of my daughter into 
such disputes as these. Harkye, lads, ye both owe me, I think, 
some portion of respect, and even of gratitude; it will be a 
poor return if, instead of living quietly with this poor mother- 
less girl, like brothers with a sister, you should oblige me to 
increase my expense, and abridge my comfort, by sending my 
child from me for the few months that you are to remain here. 
Let me see you shake hands, and let us have no more of this 
nonsense.’ 

While their master spoke in this manner, both the young 
men stood before him in the attitude of self-eonvioted criminals. 
At the conclusion of his rebuke, Hartley turned frankly round 
and offered his hand to his companion, who accepted it, but 
after a moment’s hesitation. There was nothing further passed 
on the subject, but the lads never resumed the same sort of 
intimacy which had existed betwixt them in their earlier ac- 
quaintance. On the contrary, avoiding every connexion not 
absolutely required by their situation, and abridging as much 
as possible even their indispensable intercourse in professional 
matters, they seemed as much estranged from each other as 
two persons residing in the same small house had the means of 
being.. 

' As for Meiiie Gray, her father did not appear to entertain 
the least anxiety upon her account, although, ft*om his frequent' 
and .almost daily absence from home, she was exposed' to, con-, 
■staiit intercourse with two handsome young men, both, it 'might 
be supposed, ambitious of pleasing her more than most parents, 

. would have deemed entirely prudent. Nor was Nurse Jamie- 
son' — her menial situation and her 'excessive partiality for her 
foster-son considered — altogether such a matron as could af- 
ford her protection. Gideon, however, knew that liis daughter 
possessed, in its fullest extent, the upright and pure integrity 
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of Ms owB character, and that never father had less reason to 
apprehend that a daughter should deceive his confidence; and, 

a secure of her principles, he overlooked the danger to 
he exposed her feelings and affections. 

The intercourse betwixt Menie and the young men seemed 
now of a guarded kind on all sides. Their meeting was only 
at meals, and Miss Gray was at pains, perhaps by her father^s 
recommendation, to treat them with the same degree of atten- 
tion. This, however, was no easy matter ; for Hartley became 
so retiring, cold, and formal that it was impossible for her to 
sustain any prolonged intercourse with him ; whereas Middle- 
mas, perfectly at his ease, sustained his part as formerly upon 
all occasions that occurred, and, without appearing^ to press his 
intimacy assiduously, seemed nevertheless to retain the com- 
plete possession of it. 

The time drew nigh at length when the young men, freed 
from the engagements of their indentures, must look to play 
their own independent part in the world. Mr. Gray informed 
Richard Middlemas that he had written pressingly upon the 
subject to Mongada, and that more than once, but had not yet 
received an answer ; nor did he presume to offer his own advice 
until the pleasure of his grandfather should be known. Richard 
seemed to endure this suspense with more patience than the 
doctor thought belonged naturally to his character. He asked 
no questions, stated no conjectures, showed no anxiety, but 
seemed to await with patience the turn which events should 
take. ‘My young gentleman,' thought Mr. Gray, ‘has either 
fixed on some course in his own mind, or he is about to be more 
tractable than some points of his character have led me to 
expect/ 

in fact, Richard had made an experiment on this inflexible 
rektiyo, by sending Mr. Mongada a letter full of duty, and 
affection, mi gratitude, desiring to be permitted to correspond 
with him in person, and promising to be guided in every par- 
ticular by his will. The answer to this appeal \?as his own 
letter returned, with a note from the bankers whose cover had 
been used, saying, that any fiiture attempt to intrude on Mr. 
Moncada would put a final period to their remittances. 

While things were in this situation in Stevenlaw's Land, 
Adam Hartley one evening, contrary to his custom for several 
months, sought a private interview with his fellow-apprentice. . 
He found him in the little arbour, and could not omit obseiwiiig 
fcMit Dick Middlemas, on his appearance, shoved into his bosom 
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a small packet, as if afraid of its being^ seen, and, snatching up 
a hoe, began to work with great devotion, like one who wished 
to have it thonght that his whole soul was in his occupation. 

U wished to speak with you, Mr. Middlemas,’ said Hartley ; 
‘ but I fear I interrupt you.' 

‘Not in the least,' said the other, laying down his hoe; ‘I 
was only scratching up the weeds which the late showers have 
made rush up so numerously. I am at your service.' 

Hartley proceeded to the arbour, and seated himself. Richard 
imitated his example, and seemed to wait for the proposed 
communication. 

‘ I have had an interesting communication with Mr. Gray ' 

said Hartley, and there stopped, like one who finds himself enter- 
ing upon a difficult task. 

‘I hope the explanation has been satisfactory?' said Middle- 
mas. 

‘You shall judge. Doctor Gray was pleased to say some- 
thing to me very civil about my proficiency in the duties of 
our profession; and, to my great astonishment, asked me 
whether, as he was now becoming old, I had any particular 
objection to continue in my present situation, but with some 
pecuniary advantages, for two years longer ; at the end of 
which he promised to me that I should enter into partnership 
with him.' 

‘Mr. Gray is an undoubted judge,' said Middlemas, ‘what 
person will best suit him as a professional assistant. The 
business may be worth £200 a-year, and an active assistant 
might go nigh to double it by riding Strath-De von and the 
Carse. No great subject for division after all, Mr. Hartley.' 

‘Eut,' continued Hartley, ‘ that is not all. The doctor says 
— he proposes — in short, if I can render myself agreeable, in 
the course of these two years, to Miss Menie Gray — he proposes 
that, when they terminate, I should become his son as well as 
his partner.' 

As he spoke, he kept his eye fixed on Richard's face, which 
was for a moment strongly agitated ; but instantly recovering, 
he answered, in a tone where pique and offended pride vainly 
endeavoured to disguise themselves under an affectation of in- 
difference, ‘Well, Master Adam, I cannot but wish you joy of 
the patriarchal arrangement. You have served five years for 
a professional diploma — a sort of Leah, that privilege of kill- 
ing and curing. Now you begin a new course of servitude for 
a lovely Rachel. Undoubtedly —perhaps' it is rude in me to ■■ 
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of hk OTO character, and that never father had less reason to 
apprehend that a daughter should deceive his confidence ; and, 
justly secure of her principles, he overlooked the danger to 
which he exposed her feelings and affections. 

The intercourse betwixt Menie and the young men seemed 
now of a guarded kind on all sides. Their meeting was only 
at meals, and Miss Gray was at pains, perhaps by her father’s 
recommendation, to treat them with the same degree of atten- 
tion. ^ This, however, was no easy matter ; for Hartley became 
so retiring, cold, and formal that it was impossible for her to 
sustain any prolonged intercourse with him ; whereas Middle- 
mas, perfectly at his ease, sustained his part as formerly upon 
all occasions that occurred, and, without appearing to press his 
intimacy assiduously, seemed nevertheless to retain the cqm- 
nlete possession of it. • -- --iuseives 

yoQ time drew nigh at length when the y^?^ suspected that 
Gray’s afieSffiffif"ISa 5 lii!ieG indentures, possessing Miss 
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a snisbll paeketj as i£ afraid of its being^ seen, and, siiatcbiiig_TO 
a lioe, began to work with great devotion, like one who wished 
to have it thought that his whole soul was in his occupation. 

H wished to speak with you, Mr. Middlemas/ said Hartley ; 
‘but I fear I interrupt you.' , , - i cr 

‘ Not in the least,' said the other, laying down his hoe ; i 
was only scratching up the weeds which the late ^ showers have 
made rush up so numerously. I am at your service.' 

Hartley proceeded to the arbour, and seated himseli. Richard 
imitated his example, and seemed to wait for the proposed 

communication. , • i n/r n ? 

‘ I have had an interesting communication with Mr. bray- 
said Hartley, and there stopped, like one who finds himself enter- 
ing upon a difficult task. ^ ^ 

has been satisfactory 1 

secret 

that she had consume. Doctor Gray was pleased 
‘ Mr. Tiif i r1 rH r 1 1 1 "i ' , ' 

feeling^ on your part arises^from the apprehension that your 
secret is less safe because it is in my keeping, I can assure you 
that such is my grateful sense of Miss Gray's goodness, in 
communicating, to save me pain, an affair of such delicacy to 
herself and you, that wild horses should tear me limb from 
limb before they forced a word of it from my lips.' 

‘ Nay — nay, my dear friend,' said Middlemas, with a frank- 
ness of manner indicating a cordiality that had not existed 
between them for some time, ‘you must allow me to be a little 
jealous in my turn. Your true lover cannot have a title to the 
name unless he be sometimes unreasonable; and somehow it 
seems odd she should have chosen for a confidant one whom I 
have often thought a formidable rival; and yet I am so far 
from^ being displeased, that I do not know that the dear, 
sensible girl could after all have made a better choice. It is 
time that the foolish coldness between us should be ended, as 
ou must be sensible that its real cause lay in our rivalry. I 
ave much need of good advice, and who can give it to me 
better than the old companion whose soundness of judgment I 
hpe always envied, even when some injudicious Mends have 
given me credit for quicker parts 1 ' 

Hartley accepted Richard's proffered hand, but without any 
of the buoyancy of spirit with which it was offered. 

‘I do not intend,' he said, ^ to remain many days in this 
place, perhaps not very many hours. But if, in the meanwhile, 


Middle- 




‘Love my mistress, love me ; a happy pendant to the old pro- 
verb, “ Love me, love my dog ” Well, then, for Menie Gray^s 
sake, if not for Dick Middlemas's — plague on that vulgar, 
tell-tale name ! — will you, that are a stander-by, tell us who are 
the unlucky players what you think of this game of ours ^ 

‘How can you ask such a question, when the field lies so 
fair before you ? I am sure that Dr. Gray would retain you as 
his assistant upon the same terms which he proposed to me. 
You are the better match, in all worldly respects, for Ms 
daughter, having some capital to begin the world with/ 

‘All true; but methinks Mr. Gray has showed no great 
predilection for me in this matter.' 

‘If he has done injustice to your indisputable merit,' said 
Hartley, drily, ‘ the preference of his daughter has more than 
atoned for it,' 

‘Unquestionably; and dearly, therefore, do I love her; 
otherwise, Adam, I am not a person to grasp at the leavings of 
other people.' 

‘Eichard,' replied Hartley, ‘that pride of yours, if you do 
not check it, will render you both ungrateful and miserable. 
Mr. Gray's ideas are most fi’iendly. He told me plainly that 
his choice of me as an assistant, and as a member of his family, 
had been a long time balanced by his early affection for you, 
until he thought he had remarked in you a decisive discontent 
with such limited prospects as his offer contained, and a desire 
to go abroad into the world and push, as it is called, your 
fortune. He said^ that, although it was very probable that 
you might love his daughter weU enough to relinquish these 
ambitious ideas for her sake, yet the demons of Ambition and 
Avarice would return after the exerciser Love had exhausted 
the force of his spells, and then he thought he would have just 
reason to he anxious for his daughter's happiness.' 

‘By my faith, the worthy senior speaks scholarly and wisely,' 
answered Richard : ‘ I did not think he had been so clear- 
sighted. To say the truth, but for the beautiful Menie Gray, 

I should feel lil?:e a mill-horse, walking my daily round in this 
diill country, while other gay rovers are trying how the world 
will receive them. For instance, where do you yourself go ? ' 

‘A cousin of my mother's commands a ship in the Company's 
service. I intend to go with him as surgeon's mate. If I like 
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the sea service, I will continue in it ; if not, I will enter some 
other line/ ^ This Hartley said with a sigh. 

^To India answered Richard; ‘happy dog — to Indial 
You may well bear with equanimity all disappointments sus- 
tained on this side of the globe. ^ Oh, Delhi ! oh, Golconda 1 
have your names no power to conjure down idle recollections ? 
India, where gold is won by steel ; where a brave man cannot 
pitch his desire of fame and wealth so high biit that he may 
realise it, if he have fortune to his friend ? Is it possible^ that 
the bold adventurer can fix his thoughts on you, and still be 
dejected at the thoughts that a bonny blue-eyed lass looked 
favourably on a less lucky fellow than himself ? Can this be ? ' 

‘Less lucky r said Hartley. ‘Can you, the accepted lover 
of Menie Gray, speak in that tone, even though it be in jest 1 ' 

* Nay, Adam,^ said Richard, ‘don’t be an^ry with me because, 
being thus far successful, I rate my good fortune not quite so 
rapturously as perhaps you do, who have missed the luck of it. 
Your philosophy should tell you that the object which we attain, 
or are sure of attaining, loses, perhaps, even by that very cer- 
tainty, a little of the extravagant and ideal value which at- 
tached to it while the object of feverish hopes and aguish fears. 
But for all that I cannot live without my sweet Menie. I would 
w^ed her to-morrow, with all my soul, without thinking a min- 
ute on the clog which so early a marriage would fasten on our 
heels. But to spend two additional years in this infernal wil- 
derness, cruising after crowns and half-crowns, when worse men 
are making lacs and crores of rupees — it is a sad falling off, 
Adam. Counsel me, my friend ; can you not suggest some 
mode of getting off from these two years of destined dul- 
ness;l/V 

‘ Not I,’ replied Hartley, scarce repressing his displeasure ; 
‘and if I could induce Dr. Gray to dispense with so reasonable 
a condition, I should be very sorry to do so. You are but 
twenty-one, and if such a period of probation was, in the 
doctor’s prudence, judged necessary for me, who am full two 
years older, I have no idea that he will dispense with it in 
yours.’ 

‘Perhaps not,’ replied Middlemas/ ‘but do you not think 
that these two, ^ or call them three, years of probation had 
better be spent in India, where much may be done in a little 
while, than here, where nothing can be done save just enough 
to get salt to our broth, or broth to our salt 1 Metbinks I 
have a natural turn for India, and so I ought. My father was 
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a soldier by the conjecture of all who saw him, and “e a 
foTO of L sword, and an arm to use one. My mother s father 
wJs a rich trafficker, who loved wealth, I warrant me, and Imew 
Lw to get it This petty two hundred a-year with its miser- 
able tfprearious possibilities to be shared the old 

gentleman; sounds in the ears of one like me, who have the 
world for 4e winning, and a sword to cut my way through it, 
like something little better than a decent kind of bepary. 
Menie is in hemelf a gem- a diamond- 1 admit it. But then 
one would not set such a precious jewel in lead or copper but 
in pure gold - ay, and add a circlet of brilliants to set it off 
witl Be a good feUow, Adam, and undertake the setting my 
project in proper colours before the doctor. I am sure the 
TOest thing for him and Menie both is to permit me to spend 
this short time of probation in the land of cowries, i am sme 
my heart will be there at any rate, and whde 1 am bleeding 
sonie bumpkin for an inflammation, I snail be in lancy re- 
lieying some nabob or rajabpoot of his plethora of wealth. 
Come, will you assist —will you be auxiliary? ien chances 
but you plead your own cause, man, for I may be brought up 
by a sabre or a bow-string before I make my pack up ; then 
your road to Menie will be free and open, you will be 

possessed of the situation of comforter eiz: oj^cio^ you may take 
her “ with the tear in her ee,^’ as old saws advise. 

^Mr. Richard Middlemas,’ said Hartley, wish it were 
possible for me to tell you, in the few words wiiich I intend to 
bestow on you, whether I pity yon or despise you the most. 
Heaven has placed happiness, competence, and content within 
your power, and you are willing to cast them away to gratify 
ambition and avarice. Were I to give an advice on this sub- 
ject, either to Dr. Gray or his daughter, it would be to break 
off all connexion with a man who, however clever by nature, 
may soon show himself a fool, and how;ever honestly brought 
up, may also, upon temptation, prove himself a villain. You 
may lay aside the sneer which is designed to he a sarcastic 
smile. I will not attempt to do this, because I am convinced 
that my advice would be of no use, unless it could come un- 
attended with suspicion of my motives. I will hasten niy 
departure from this house, that we may not meet again ; and 
I will leave it to God Almighty to protect honesty and inno- 
cence against the dangers which must attend vanity and folly.^ 
So saying, he turned contemptuously from the youthfol votary 
of ambition, and left the garden. 
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'"chapter V 

T he friend -wliom Middlemas expected to meet at the 
Swan was a person already' mentioned in this history 
by the name;, of Tom Hillary, bred an attorney’s olerfc"*^^^ 
;;iE. the '.ancient, town .of' Novum . Oastrnm, doetm iitrimqim jnris^ 
as far as a few months in the service of Mr. Lawford, town-clerk / 
of Middlemas, could render him so. . The last mention that we 
'...made: of this gentleman was when his gold-laced hat veiled^ its 
. sp.l0ndoii:r.. before the. fresher-mo.nnte.d beavers of the ’prentices 
':of . I)i\. Gray. . That was now about five years since, and it was 
.. w.ithin six months .that' he .had. made his .appearance in Middle- ■■ 
:':mas,,'.a' very different sort..-of, personage; from' that .which.. he 
\;seemed,;at Ms departure.^ ^ 

He was iiow ealled- Captain .yiis dress was regimental, and 
"Ms "language ..martial. . He ..seemed .to have plenty of cash, for ' 

; he not only, to ' the great surprise of the parties, paid certain 
old:;, debts ; which he had left unsettled behind him, and that 
'.notwithstanding '.Ms .having, as Ms. o.ld practice told Mm, a 
good;,..defen'ce..of ..prescription, but even sent the minister a 
guinea to the assistance of the parish poor. These acts of 
justice and benevolence were bruited abroad greatly to the 
honour of one who, so long absent, had neither forgotten , his 
just debts nor hardened his';heart against the cries of the- needy. 

':His.., merits;; were .thoug^^^ when it was understood 

■he.:'" had. served' .-. the ' Honourable ■ East India Company — that 
wonderfiil company ; of ' merchants, who may indeed, with the 
'..strictest .propriety, be. termed princes. It was about the middle 
of the 18th century, and the directors in Leadenhall Street 
were silently laying the ' foundation of that immense empire 
which afterwards rose . like an exhalation, and now astonishes ■ ■ 
Europe, as well as Asia, with its formidable extent and stupen- 
dous strength. Britain had- now' begun to lend ' a wondering 
ear to the account of battles fought and cities won in the East; 
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and was ^surprised hj tlie return of mclmdoals wlio Imc! left 
their native country as adventurers, but now reappearcMl there 
surrounded I)} Oriental wealth and Oriental liixiiry, wbicii 
diiiiined even the splendour of. the most wealthy of the British 
nobility. In this new-found El Dorado, Hillary had, it seems, 
been a labourer, and, if he. told truth, to some purpose, tlioiigh 
he was for from having completed the harvest wdiieh he iiiecli- 
tated. He spoke, indeed, of making ii'ivestiiieiits, arw.l, as 
a mere matter of fancy, he consulted his old master. Clerk 
Lawford, concerning the purchase of a iiiooiiand farm of three 
thousand acres, for which he would be content to give three or 
four thousand guineas, providing ' the game was plenty and the 
troutiog in the brook such as had. -been represented^ by adver- 
tisement. But he did not - wish- to make any exteiisiva landed 
purchase at present. It was necessary to keep up his interest 
in Leadeiihall ^Street ; and in that view, it would be im|xjlitic 
to part with Ms India stock and India bonds. In short, it was 
folly to think of settling on a poor thousand or twelve hundred 
a-year, when one w’as in the prime of life, and had no liver 
complaint; and so he was determined to double the Cape, once 
.again -ere : he .retired to the chimney-corner for life. AH he 
wished was, to pick' up a few clever fellows for liis regiment, 
or rather for his own company ;. and as in ail his travels he 
had never,: seen finer fellow^s than about MicldJenias, he was 
willing to give them the preference in completing his levy. In 
fact, it was making men of them ,at once, for a few wliite faces 
never failed to strike terror into these Hack rascals ; and 
then, not to mention the good things that were going at the 
storming of a pettah or the plundering of a pagoda, most 
of these tawny dogs carried so much treasure aboi?t their 
persons that a ■won battle was eciual to a mine of gold to the 
victors. ^ ^ ■ 

The natives of Middlemas listened to the noble eaptaiifs 
marvels with difi'ereiit feelings, as their teniperanients were 
saturnine or sanguine. But none could deny that sudi things 
had been; and as the narrator was known to be a bold, dash- 
ing fellow, possessed of some abil.ities, and, according to the 
general opinion, not likely to be withheld by any peculiar 
scruples of coiiseieiice, there.- was'mo giving any good reason 
why Hillary should not have 'been' as successful as others Jn 
the field which India, agitated as it was by wax and intestine 
disorders, seemed to offer to every enterprising adventurer. 
Tie was accordingly received by his old accpaintances at Middle- 
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mas rather with the respect due to his supposed wealth than in 
a mamier corresponding with his former humble pretensions. 

Some of the notables of the village did indeed keep aloof. 
Among these, the chief was Dr. Gray, who was an enemy to 
e^^erything that approached to fenfaronade, and knew enough 
of the world to lay it down as a sort of general rule that he 
who talks a great deal of fighting is seldom a brave soldier, 
and he who aiwaj^s speaks about wealth is seldom a rich man 
at bottom. Clerk Lawford was also shy, _ notwithstanding his 
communings with Hillary upon the subject of his intended 
purchase. The coolness of the captain’s old employer towards 
him was by some supposed to arise out of certain circumstenees 
attending their former connexion; but as the clerk himself 
never explained what these werOj it is unnecessary to make 
any conjectures upon the subject. 

Richard Middlemas very naturally renewed his intimacy 
with his former comrade, and it was fi’om Hillary’s conversation 
that he had adopted the enthusiasm respecting India which we 
have heard him express. It was indeed impossible for a youth 
at once inexperienced in the world and possessed of a most 
sanguine disposition to listen without sympathy to the glowing 
descriptions of Hillary, who, though only a recruiting captain, 
had ail the eloquence of a recruiting sergeant. Palaces rose 
like mushrooms in his descriptions ; groves of lofty trees and 
aromatic shrubs, unknown to the chilly soils of Europe, were 
tenanted by every object of the chase, from the royal tiger 
down to the jackall. The luxuries of a natch, and the peculiar 
Oriental beauty of the enchantresses who perfumed their 
voluptuous Eastern domes for the pleasure of the haughty 
English conquerors, were no less attractive than the battles 
and sieges on which the captain at other times expatiated. 
Not a stream did he mention but flowed over sands of gold, 
and not a palace that was inferior to those of the celebrated 
Fata Morgana. His descriptions seemed steeped in odours, and 
his every phrase perfumed in ottar of roses. The interview's 
at which these descriptions took place often ended in a bottle 
of choicer wine than the Swan Inn afforded, with some other 
appendages of the table, which the captain, who was a bon- 
procured from Edinburgh. Prom this good cheer 
mKldlemas was doomed to retire to the homely evening meal of 
his master, where not all the simple beauties of Menie were 
able to overcome his disgust at the coarseness of the provi- 
sions, or his unwillingness to answer questions concerning the 
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diseases of the wretched peasants who were subjected to his 

inspection. ^ ^ 

Richard's hopes of being acknowledged by his father had 
long since vanished, and the rough repulse and subsequent 
neglect on the part of Mon^ada had satisfied him that his 
grandfather was inexorable, and that neither then nor at any 
future time did he mean to realise the visions which Nurse 
Jamieson's splendid figments had encouraged him to entertain. 
Ambition, however, was not lulled to sleep, though it was no 
longer nourished by the same hopes which had at first awakened 
it. The Indian captain's lavish oratory supplied the themes 
which had beeniat first derived from the legends of the nursery ; 
the exploits of a Lawrence and a Clive, as well as the magnifi- 
cent opportunities of acquiring wealth to which these exploits 
opened the road, disturbed the slumbers of the young adven- 
turer. There was nothing to counteract these except his love 
for Menie Gray and the engagements into which it had led 
him. But his addresses had been paid to Menie as much for 
the gratification of his vanity as from any decided passion for 
that innocent and guileless being. He was desirous of carrying 
off the prize for which Hartley, whom he never loved, had the 
courage to contend with him. Then Menie Gray had been 
beheld with admiration by men his superiors in rank and 
fortune, but with whom his ambition incited him to dispute 
the prize. No doubt, though urged to play the gallant at first 
rather from vanity than any other cause, the frankness and 
modesty with which his suit was admitted made their natural 
impression o’-. his heart He was grateful to the beautiful 
creature who acknowledged the superiority of his person and 
accomplishmeuts, and fancied himself as devotedly attached to 
her as her personal charms and mental merits would have 
rendered any one who was less vain or selfish than her lover. 
Still his passion for the surgeon's daughter ought not, he 
prudentially determined, to bear more than its due weight in a 
case so very important as the determining his line of life ; and 
this he smoothed over to his conscience by repeating to himself 
that Menie's interest was as essentially concerned as his own in 
postponing their marriage to the establishment of his fortune. 
How many young couples had been ruined by a premature 
union 1 

The contemptuous conduct of Hartley in their last inter- 
view had done ^something to shake his comrade's confidence in 
the truth of this reasoning, and to lead him to suspect that he 
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■ was playing a very sordid.and unmanly part in 'trifling, witt^ 
the kippiiiess of this amiable and'unfortunate.yonng, woman. 
It ' mS' k this doubtful humour that he repaired^ to ..the, 
Swan Imi, where he' was anxiously expected by his&iend .the. 

capmiE* , ' ' ^ ^ ^ ^ 

lYhen they vfere comfortably seated over a bottie of raxa- 
rete, iliddlemas began, with characteristical caution, to sound 
his friend about the ease or difficulty with which an individual, 

. desirous of entering the Company's service, might have an 
opportunity of getting a commission. If Hillary had answered 
truly, he wookfliave replied that it was extremely easy; for, 
at that time, the East India service presented no charms to 
that superior class of people who have since struggled for 
admittance under its banners. But the worthy captain replied 
that, though in the general case it might be difficult for a 
young man to obtain a commission without serving for some 
years as a cadet, yet, under his own protection, a young man 
entering his regiment, and fitted for such a situation, might 
be sure of an ensigncy, if not a lieutenancy, as soon as ever 
they set foot in India. ‘ If you, my dear fellow,' continued he, 
extending his hand to Middlemas, ‘would think of changing 
sheep-head broth and haggis for muilagatawny and curry, I can 
only say that, though it is indispensable that you should enter 
the service at first simply as a cadet, yet, by- — you should 
live like a brother on the passage with me ; and no sooner 
were we through the surf at Madras than I would put you 
in the way of acquiring both wealth and glory. You have, I 
think, some trifle of money — a couple of thousands or so T 
‘ About a thousand or twelve hundred,' said Richard, affect- 
ing the iixdiiference of his companion, but feeling privately 
humbled by the scantiness of his resources. 

‘It is quite as much as you will find necessary for the outfit 
and passage' said his adviser; ‘and, indeed, if you had not a 
farthing, it would be the same thing ; for if I once say to a 
friend,^ “lil help you," Tom Hillary is not the man to start for 
fear of the cowries. However, it is as well you have something 
of a capital of your own to begin upon.' 

‘Yes,' replied the proselyte. ‘I should not like to be a 
burden on any one. I have some thoughts, to tell you the 
truth, to mar^ before I leave Britain ; and in that case, you 
know, cash will be necessary, whether my wife goes out with 
UB or^ remains behind till she hear how luck goes with me. 
So, after ail, I may have to borrow a few hundreds of you.' 
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' ' Wtot tlie devil, is 'that you say, Dick, about ' marryiiag. aiid 
giving ill' marriage ? ’ .repHed .his friend* ■ ^ What can put '.it into 
the head of a gallant young fellow like you, just rising twenty- 
one, and six /feet high, on your, stocking-soles, to make a slave, 
of yourself for life! JTo — no, Tick, that will never do, Ee- 
member the old song — 

Bachelor Bluff, haclielor Bluff, 

Hey for a heart that ’s rugged and tough ! ' 

‘Ay — ay, tkat sounds very well, ^ replied Middlemas; ‘but 
then one must shake off a number of old recollections/ 

‘The sooner the better, Dick; old recollections are like old 
clothes, and should he sent off by wholesale : they only take 
up room in one^s wardrobe, and it would be old-fashioned to 
wear them. But you look grave upon it. Who the devil is it 
has made such a hole in your heart ? ' 

‘ Pshaw ! ' answered Middlemas, ‘ I 'm sure you must remem- 
ber — Menie — my master /s daughter.’ 

‘What, Miss Green, the old potter-carrier’s daughter? A 
likely girl enough, I think.’ 

‘ My master is a surgeon,’ said Eichard, ‘ not an apothecary, 
and his name is Gray.’ 

‘Ay — ay, Green or Gray — what does it signify? He sells 
his own drugs, I think, which we in the south call being a 
potter-carrier. The girl is a likely girl enough for a Scottish 
ball-room. But is she up to anything? Has she Sbny 7iouz ? ' 

‘Why, she is a sensible girl, save in loving me,’ answered 
Eichard ; ‘ and that, as Benedict says, is no proof of her wisdom 
and no great argument of her folly.’ 

‘But has she spirit — spunk — dash — a spice of the devil 
about her?’ 

‘Not a pennyweight — the kindest, simplest, and most 
manageable of human beings,’ answered the lover. 

‘She won’t do, then,’ said the monitor, in a decisive tone. 
‘I am sorry for it, Dick, but she will never do. There are 
some women in the world that can bear their share in the 
bustling life we live in India — ay, and I have known some of 
them^drag forward husbands that would otherwise have stuck 
fast in the mud till the day of judgment. Heaven knows 
how they paid the turnpikes they pushed them through ! But 
these were none of your simple Susans,. that think . their, eyes- 
are good for nothing but to look at their husbands, or their 
fingers but to sew baby-clothes. -Depend on it,- you must give 
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III) yo«r matrimony or your views of preferment. If you wil-, 
folly tie a dog round your throat, never think of running a 
race. But do not suppose that your breaking off with the lass 
will make any very terrible catastrophe. A scene there may 
be at parting; but you will soon forget her among the native 
girls, and she will fall in love with Mr. Tapeitout, the minister's 
assistot and successor. She is not goods for the Indian 

.Among the capricious weaknesses of humanity, that one is 
particularly remarkable which inclines us to esteem persons 
and things not by their real value, or even by our own judg- 
ment, so much as by the opinion of others, who are often very 
incompetent judges. Dick Middlemas had been urged forward 
in ids suit to Menie Gray by his observing how much her 
partner, a booby laird, had been captivated by her ; and she 
was now lowered in his esteem because an impudpt, low-lived 
coxcomb had presumed to talk of her with disparagement. 
Either of these worthy gentlemen would have been as capable 
of enjoying the beauties of Homer as judging of the merits of 
Menie Gray. 

Indeed, the ascendency which this bold-talking, promise- 
making soldier had acquired over Dick Middlemas, wilful as he 
was in general, was of a despotic nature ; because the caj)tam, 
though greatly inferior in information and talent to the youth 
whose opinions he swayed, had skill in suggesting those tempt- 
ing views of rank and wealth to which Richard's imagination 
had been from childhood most accessible. One promise he 
exacted from Middlemas, as a condition of the services which 
ha was to render him : it was absolute silence on the subject 
of his destination for India, and the views upon which it took 
place. * My recruits,' said the captain, ‘ have been all marched 
off for the dep6t at the Isle of Wight ; and I want to leave 
Scotland, and particularly this little burgh, without being 
worried to death, of which I must despair, should it come to 
be known that I can provide young griffins, as w^e call them, 
with commissions. Gad, I should carry off all the first-born of 
Middlemas as cadets, and none are so scrupulous as I am about 
making promises. I am as trusty as a Trojan for that; and 
you know I cannot do that for every one which I would for an 
old friend like Dick Middlemas.' 

Dick promised secrecy, and it was agreed that the two 
friends should not even leave the burgh in company, but that 
the captain should set off first, and his recruit should join him 


57 


THE SURGEOxNPS^ DAUGHTER 

at .Edinburgli, where his enlistment might he attested ; and 
then they weie to travel together to town, and arrange matters 
for their Indian voyage. 

Notwithstanding the definitive arrangement which was thus 
made for his departure, Middlemas thought from time to time 
wi'th anxiety and regret about quitting Menie Gray, after the 
engagement which had passed between them. The resolution 
was taken, however; the blow was necessarily to be struck; 
and her ungrateful lover, long since determined against the 
life of domestic happiness which he might have enjoyed had 
his views been better regulated, was now occupied with the 
means, not indeed of breaking off with her entirely, but of 
postponing all thoughts of their union until the success of his 
expedition to India. 

He might have spared himself all anxiety on this last sub- 
ject. The wealth of that India to which he was bound would ■ 
not have bribed Menie Gray to have left her , father’s Toof 
against her father’s commands ; still less when, deprived of his 
two assistants, he must he reduced to the necessity of con- 
tinued exertion in his declining life, and therefore might have 
accounted himself altogether deserted had his daughter de- 
parted from him at the same time. But though it would have 
been her unalterable determination not to accept any proposal 
of an immediate union of their fortunes, Menie could not, 
with all a lover’s power of self-deception, succeed in persuad- 
ing herself to be satisfied with Richard’s conduct towards her. 
Modesty and a becoming pride prevented her from seeming to 
notice, but could not prevent her frrom bitterly feeling, that her 
lover was preferring the pursuits of ambition to the humble lot 
which he might have shared with her, and which promised 
content at least, if not wealth. 

^ If he had loved me as he pretended/ such was the unwill- 
ing conviction that rose on her mind, ^ my father would surely 
not have ultimately refused him the same terms which he held 
out to Hartley. His objections would have given way to my 
happiness, nay, to Richard’s importunities, which would have 
removed his suspicions of the unsettled cast of his disposition. 
But I fear — I fear Richard hardly thought the terms proposed 
were worthy of his acceptance. Would it not have been 
natural, too, that he should have asked me, engaged as we 
stand to each other, to have united our fate before his quitting 
Europe, when I might either have remained here with my 
father, or accompanied him to India, in: quest of' that, fortune 
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wliici lie is so eagerly pushing for ? It would have been wrong 
---very wrong — in me to have consented, to such a proposal/ 
rifl!ess my lather had authorised it ; but surely it would 'have ■ 
been natural that Richard should have oiFered it ? Alas ! men 
do not know how to love like women. Their ^ attachment is 
oiil}? one of a thousand other passions’ and predilections : they 
are daily engaged in pleasures which blunt their feelings, and 
ill business which distracts them. We — we sit at home to 
weep, and to think how coldly our afifections are repaid 1 ’ 

The time was now arrived at which Richard Middlemas had 
a right to demand the property vested in the hands of the 
town-clerk and Doctor Gray. He did so, and received it 
accordingly. His late guardian naturally inquired what views 
he had formed in entering on life? The imagination of the 
ambitious aspirant saw in this simple question a desire, on the 
part of the worthy man, to offer, and perhaps press upon him, ' 
the same proposal which he had made to Hartley. He 
hastened, therefore, to answer drily, that he had some hopes 
held out to him which he was not at liberty to communicate ; 
but that the instant he reached London he would write to the 
guardian of his youth and acquaint him with the nature of his 
prospects, which he was happy to say were rather of a pleasing 
character. 

Gideon, who supposed that at this critical period of his life 
the father or grandfather of the young man might perhaps 
have intimated a disposition to open some intercourse with 
him, only replied, ‘You have been the child of mystery 
RicLard; and as you came to me, so you leave me. Then i 
was ignorant from whence you came, and now I know not 
whither you are going. It is not, perhaps, a very favourable 
point in your horoscope that everything connected with you is 
a secret. But as I shall always think with kindness on him 
waoin 1 have known so long, so when you remember the old 
forget that he has done his duty to 
you to the extent of his means and power, and taught you that 
noble prolession by means of wiueh, wherever your lot casts 
you, you may always gain your bread, and alleviate, at the 
same toue, the distresses of your fellow-oreatnres.’ Middlemas 
WM excited by tbe simple kindness of bis master, and poured 

rfe f profusion, that he was free 

from the terror of the emblematical collar and chain, which a 
moment before seemed to gbsten in the hand of his guardian! 

and gape to inclose Ins neck ^ 
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^One word more/ said Mr. Gray, producing a small ring- 
case. ‘ This valuable ring was forced upon me by your unfor- 
tunate mother. I have no right to it, having been amply paid 
for my services; and I only accepted it with the purpose of 
keeping it for you till this moment should arrive. It may be 
useful, perhaps, should there occur any question about your 
identity/ 

‘ Thanks, once more, my more than father, for this precious 
relic, which may indeed be useful. You shall be repaid, if 
India has diamonds left.^ 

‘ India and diamonds ! ^ said Gray. ‘ Is your head turned, 
child r 

^ I mean/ stammered Middlemas, ‘ if London has any Indian 
diamonds.' 

*Pooh! you foolish lad/ amswered Gray, ‘how should j^ou 
buy diamonds, or what should I do with them, if you gave me 
ever so many ? Get you gone with you while I am angry.' 
The tears were glistening in the old man's eyes. ‘If I get 
pleased with you again, I shall not know how to part with 
you.' 

The parting of Middlemas with poor Menie was yet more 
affecting. Her sorrow revived in his mind all the liveliness of 
a first love, and he redeemed his character for sincere attach- 
ment by not only imploring an instant union, but even going 
so far as to propose renouncing his more splendid prospects, 
and sharing Mr. Gray's humble toil, if by doing so he could 
secure his daughter’s hand. But, though there was consolation 
in this testimony of her lover's faith, Menie Gray was not so 
unwise as to accept of sacrifices which might afterwards have 
been repented of. 

‘ No, Richard,' she said, ‘it seldom ends happily when people 
alter, in a moment of agitated feeling, plans which have been 
adopted under mature deliberation. I have long seen that 
your views were extended far bej^ond so humble a station as 
this place affords promise of. It is natural they should do so, 
considering that the circumstances of your birth seem connected 
with riches and with rank. Go, then, seek that riches and 
rank. It is possible your mind may be changed in the pursuit, 
and if so, think no more about Menie Gray. But if it should 
be otherwise, we may meet again, and do not believe for a mo- 
ment that there can be a change in Menie Gray's feelings 
towards you.' 

At this interview much more was said than it is necessary 
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to repeat, mucli more thought than was actually said. Nurse 
Jamieson, in whose chamber it took place, folded her Jbairns," 
as she called them, in her arms, and declared that Heaven had 
made them for each other, and that she would not ask of 
Heaven to live beyond the day when she should see them 
bridegroom and bride. 

At length it became necessary that the parting scene should 
end ; aiKl Richard Middlemas, mounting a horse which he had 
hired for the journey, set off for Edinburgh, to which metropolis 
he had already forwarded his heavy baggage. Upon the road 
the idea more than once occurred to him that even yet he had 
better return to Middlemas, and secure his happiness by unit- 
ing himself at once to Menie Gray and to humble competence 
But from the moment that he rejoined his friend Hillary at 
their appointed place of rendezvous he became ashamed even 
to hint at any change of purpose ; and his late excited feelings 
\pre forgotten, unless in so far as they confirmed his resolution 
that, as soon as he had attained a certain portion of wealth and 
consequence, he would haste to share them with Menie Gray 
let Ms gratitude to her father did not appear to have slum- 
bered,^ if we may^ judge from the gift of a very handsome 
cornelian seal, set in gold, and bearing engraved upon it gules 
a hon rampant within a bordure or, which was carefully de- 
sjiatched to Stevenlaw’s Land, Middlemas, with a suitable 
letter. Menie knew the handwriting, and watched her father's 
looks as he read it, thinking, perhaps, that it had turned on a 
different topic, ^ Her father pshawed and poohed a good deal 
■when he bad finished the billet, and examined the seal. 

Lick Middlemas/ he said, Ms but a fool after all, Menie 
I am sure I am not like to forget him, that he should send me 
a token of remembrance ; and if he would be so absurd, could 
An/SJf? the improved lithotomioal apparatus? 

And vhat have I, Gideon Gray, to do vrith the arms of my 
Lord Gray ? No-no, my old silver stamp, with the double G 
won It, will serve my turn. But put the bonny dye ^ away 
Menie, my dear; it was kindly meant, at any rate5 

folly prSmd ^ ^ 

^ ‘Pretty toy/ 


CHAPTER VI 


A lazar-hoiise it seemed, wherein were laid 
Numbers of all diseased. 

Milton. 

/I PTER the captain had finished his business, amongst 
/Jk which he did not forget to have his recruit regularly 
JL Jl attested as a candidate for glory in the service of the 
Honourable East India Company, the friends left Edinburgh. 
From thence they got a passage by sea to Newcastle, where 
Hillary had also some regimental affairs to transact before he 
joined his regiment. At Newcastle the captain had the good 
luck to find a small brig, commanded by an old acquaintance 
and schoolfellow, which was just about to sail for the Isle of 
Wight. ‘ I have arranged for our passage i/ith him/ he said to 
Middlemas; ‘ for when you are at the depdt you can learn a 
little of your duty, which cannot be so well taught on board of 
ship, and then I will find it easier to have you promoted.’ 

‘Do you mean,’ said Richard, ‘that I am to stay at the Isle 
of Wight all the time that you are jigging it away in London 1 ’ 
‘Ay, indeed do I,’ said his comrade, ‘and it ’s best for you 
too ; whatever business you have in London, I can do it for 
you as well or something better than yourself,’ 

‘ But I choose to transact my own business myself, Captain 
Hillary,’ said Richard. 

‘Then you ought to have remained your o'^vn master, Mr. 
Cadet Middlemas. At present you are an enlisted recruit of 
the Honourable East India Company ; I am your officer, and 
should you hesitate to follow me aboard, why, you foolish 
fellow, I could have you sent on board in handcuffs.’ 

This was jestingly spoken ; but yet there was something in 
the tone which hurt Middlemas’s pride and alarmed his fears. 
He had observed of late that his friend, especially when in 
company of others, talked to him with an air of command or 
superiority, difficult to be endured, and yet so closely allied to 
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the freedom often exercised betwixt two intimates that he 
con d not find any proper mode of rebufiing or resenting' it 
feiich manifestations of authority were usually Mowed bw an 
iiistant renewal of their intimacyi but in the present case that 

dm not SO speedily ensue. 

, consented to go with his companion to 

the Me ol Wight, perhaps because if he should quarrel with 
him the whole plan of his Indian voyage, and all the hopes 
built upon it, must fall to the ground. But he altered his 
purpose of entrusting his comrade with his little fortune to lav 
out as his occasions might require, and resolved himself to 
oveilook the expenditure of his money, which, in the form of 

in his travelling- 

timik Captain Hillary finding that some hint he had thrown 
SouTif ® disregarded, appeared to think no more 

The voyap was perfomed with safety and celerity and 
having coasted the shores of that beautiful island, which^a 
who once sees never forgets, through whatever cart nf 
world hi.s fiiture path may lead hfm, the vessef 
anchored off the little town of Ryde; and? as the wJv^^ t 
uncommonly still, Richard felt the sickness diminish which for 

delicacies of a naval description had been provided in a ouantifv 

Si 

“o.TSLifjsr^irl 

instantly, yet a short delay tould My ^him time 

difficulty which could oppose itself to his forti^^'wheS 
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those who shared in the compotation were more seasoned 
toperSj, whether ^Middlemas drank more than they, or whether, 
as he himself afterwards suspected, his cup had been drugged, 
like those of King Duncan's body-guard, it is certain that on 
this occasion he passed, with unusual rapidity, through all the 
different phases of the respectable state of drunkenness — 
laughed, sung, whooped, and hallooed, was maudlin in his 
fondness and frantic in his wrath, and at length fell into a fast 
■ and imperturbable sleep. _ ^ ^ ■ 

The effect of the liquor displayed itself, as usual, in a 
hundred wild dreams of parched deserts, and of serpents whose 
bite inflicted the most intolerable thirst, of the suffering of 
the Indian on the death-stake, and the torments of the infernal 
regions themselves, when at length he awakened, and it ap- 
peared that the latter vision was in fact realised. The sounds 
which had at first influenced his dreams, and at length broken 
his slumbers, were of the most horrible as well as the most 
melancholy description. They came from the ranges of pallet- 
beds which were closely packed together in a species of military 
hospital, where a burning fever was the prevalent complaint. 
Many of the patients were under the influence of a high 
deliriiim, during which they shouted, shrieked, laughed, blas- 
phemed, and uttered the most horrible imprecations. Others, 
sensible of their condition, bewailed it with low groans and 
some attempts at devotion, which showed their ignorance of the 
principles, and even the forms, of religion. Those who were 
convalescent talked ribaldry in a loud tone, or whispered to 
each other in cant language, upon schemes which, as far as a 
passing phrase could be understood by a novice, had relation 
to violent and criminal exploits. 

Richard Middlemas’s astonishment was equal to his hoiTor. 
He had but one advantage over the poor wretches with whom 
he was classed, and it was in enjoying the luxury of a pallet 
to himself, most of the others being occupied by two unhappy 
beings. He saw no one who appeared to attend to the 
wants, or to heed the complaints, of the wretches around him, 
or to whom he could offer any appeal against his present situa- 
tion. He looked^ for his clothes, that he might ajise and 
extricate himself from this den of horrors j but his clothes were 
nowhere to be seen, nor did he see his portmanteau or sea-chest. 
It was much to ho apprehended ■ he would never see them 
more. :■ ^ ■ 

TheSs but too late^ he remembered the insinuations which 


64 THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER 

hail passed current respecting his friend the captain, who was 
Kuppascd to have been discharged by Mr. Lawford on account 
of some breach of trust in the town-clerk’s service. But that 
lie should have trepanned the friend who had reposed his whole 
confidence in him, that he should have plundered hiin_ of his 
fortune, and placed him in this house of pestilence, with the 
hope that death might stifle his tongue, were iniquities not 
to have been anticipated, even if the worst of these reports 

But Midfllemas resolved not to be awantmg to liimself. 
This place mast be visited by some officer, military or medical, 
to wlioin he would make an appeal, and alarm his fears at 
least, if he could not awaken his conscience. While he revolved 
these distracting thoughts, tormented at the same time by a 
burning thirst which he had no means of satisfying, he en- 
deavoured to discover if, among those stretched upon the 
pallets nearest him, he could not discern some one likely to 
enter into conversation with him, and give him some informa- 
tion about the nature and customs of this horrid place. But 
the bed nearest him was occupied by two fellows who, although, 
to judge from their gaunt cheeks, hollow eyes, and ghastly 
looks, they were apparently recovering from the disease, and 
just rescued from the jaws of death, were deeply engaged in 
endeavouring to cheat each other of a few halfpence at a game 
of cribbage, mixing the terms of the game with oaths not loud 
but deep ; each turn of luck being hailed by the winner as 
well as the loser with execrations, which seemed designed to 
blight both body and soul, now used as the language of triumph, 
and now as reproaches against fortune. 

Next to the gamblers was a pallet occupied indeed by two 
bodies, but only one of which was living : the other sufferer 
had been recently relieved from his agony. 

' He is dead — lie is dead I ’ said the wi’etched survivor. 

* Then do you die too, and be d~~d,' answered one of the 
players, ^and then there will be a pair of you, as Pugg says.' 

tell you he is growing stiff and cold,' said the*^ poor 
wretch : ^ the dead is no bedfellow for the living. For God's 
sake, help^to rid me of the corpse.' 

' Ay,^ and get the credit of having done him — as may be the 
case with yourself, friend, for he had some two or three hoggs 
about him““ — 

‘ You know you took the last rap from his breeches-pocket 
not an hour ago,' expostulated the poor convalevsceni 'But. 
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help me to take the body out of the bed, and I will not tell 
the jiggex'»diibber that you have been beforehand with Mm.' 

‘ You tell the jigger-dubber 1 ' answered the cribbage-player. 
SSuch another w'ord and I will twist your head round till 
your eyes look at the drummer's handwriting on your back. 
Hold your peace, and don't bother our game with your gammon, 
or I will make you as mute as your bedfellow.' 

The unhappy wretch, exhausted, sunk back beside his hideous 
companion, and the usual jargon of the game, interlarded with 
execrations, went on as before. 

Prom this specimen of the most obdurate indifference, con- 
trasted with the last excess of misery, Middlemas became 
satisfied how little could be made of an appeal to the humanity 
of his fellow-sufferers. His heart sunk within him, and the 
thoughts of the happy and peaceful home which he might 
have called his own arose before his overheated fancy with a 
vividness of perception that bordered upon insanity. He saw 
before him the rivulet which wanders through the burgh muir 
of Middlemas, where he had so often set little mills for the 
amusement of Menie while she was a child. One draught of it 
would have been worth all the diamonds of the East, which of 
late he had worshipped with such devotion ; but that draught 
was denied to him as to Tantalus. 

Rallying his senses from this passing illusion, and knowing 
enough of the practice of the medical art to be aware of the 
necessity of preventing his ideas from wandering, if possible, 
he endeavoured to recollect that he was a surgeon, and, after 
all, should not have the extreme fear for the interior of a 
military hospital which its horrors might inspire into strangers 
to the profession. But, though he strove by such recollections 
to rally his spirits, he was not the less aware of the difference 
betwixt the condition of a surgeon who might have attended 
such a place in the course of his duty and a poor inhabitant 
who was at once a patient and a prisoner. 

A footstep was now heard in the apartment, which seemed 
M silence all the varied sounds of woe that filled it. The 
cribbage-party hid their cards and ceased their oaths; other 
wretches, whose complaints had arisen to frenzy, left oif their 
wild exclamations and entreaties for assistance. Agony softened 
her shriek, Insanity hushed its senseless clamours, and even 
Death seemed desirous to stifle his parting groan in the presence 
of Captain Seeleneooper. This official was the superintendent, 
or, as the miserable inhabitants termed him, the governor, of 
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the hO’^pital. He had all the air of having been originally a 
turnkey in some ili-regulated jail — a stout, short, bandy-legged 
mm, with one eye, and a double portion of ferocity in that 
wliieh remained. He wore an old-fashioned tarnished uniform, 
whieli did not seem to have been made for him ; and the voice 
in which this minister of humanity addressed the sick was 
that of a boatswain shouting in the midst of a storm. He had 
pistols and a cutlass in his belt; for, his mode of administration 
being such as provoked even hospital patients to revolt, his 
life had Ibeen more than once in danger amongst them. He 
was followed by tw'O assistants, who carried handcuffs and 
strait-jackets. 

As Seelencooper made his rounds, complaint and pain were 
hushed, and the flourish of the bamboo which he bore in his 
hand seemed powerful as the wand of a magician to silence all 
complaint and remonstrance. 

‘ 1 tell you the meat is as sweet as a nosegay ; and for the 
bread, it's good enough, and too good, for a set of lubbers that 
lie shamming Abraham, and consuming the Right Honourable 
Company's victuals. I don't speak to them that are really sick, 
for God knows I am always for humanity.' 

that be the case, sir,' said Richard Middlemas, whose 
lair the captain had approached, while he was thus answering 
the low and humble complaints of those by whose bedside he 
passed — ‘ if that be the case, sir, I hope your humanity will 
make you attend to what I say.' 

* And who the devil are you ? ' said the governor, turning on 
him his single eye of fire, while a sneer gathered on his harsh 
features, which were so well qualified to express it. 

‘ My name is Middlemas ; I come from Scotland, and have 
been sent here by some strange mistake. I am neither a 
private soldier nor am I indisposed, more than by the heat of 
this cursed place.' 

‘Why then, friend, all I have to ask you is, whether you 
are an attested recruit or not?' 

H was attested at Edinburgh,' said Middlemas, ‘but — — ' 

‘ But wfrat the devil would you have, then ? You are en- 
listed. The captain and the doctor sent you here ,* surely they 
know best whether you are private or officer, sick or well' 

‘But I was promised,' said Middlemas — ‘promised by Tom 
Hillary' — 

‘Promised, were you? Why, there is not a man here that 
has not been promised something by somebody or another, or 
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perhaps has promised something to himself. This is the land 
of promise, my smart fellow^ but you know it is India that 
must be the land of performance. So good morning to you. 
The doctor mil come his rounds presently^ and put you all to 
rights/ 

' Stay but one moment — one moment only : I have been 
robbed.' 

‘Robbed! look you there now/ said the governor, ‘every- 
body that comes here has been robbed. Egad, I am the 
luckiest fellow in Europe : other people in my line have only 
thieves and blackguards upon their hands ; but none come to 
my ken but honest, decent, unfortunate gentlemen that have 
been robbed T 

‘Take care how you treat this so lightly, sir/ said Middle- 
mas ; ‘I have been robbed of a thousand pounds.' 

Here Governor Seelencooper's gravity was totally overcome, 
and his laugh was echoed by several of the patients, either 
because they wished to curry favor with the superintendent 
or from the feeling which influences evil spirits to rejoice in 
the tortures of those who are sent to share their agony. 

‘ A thousand pounds 1 ' exclaimed Captain Seelencooper, as 
he recovered his breath. ‘ Come, that 's a good one — I like a 
fellow that does not make two bites of a cherry ; why, there is 
not a cull in the ken that pretends to have lost more than a 
few hoggs, and here is a servant to the Honourable Company 
that has been robbed of a thousand pounds 1 Well done, Mr. 
Tom of Ten Thousand, you 're a credit to the house, and to 
the service, and so good morning to you.' 

He passed on, and Richard, starting up in a storm of anger 
and despair, found, as he would have called after him, that his 
voice, betwixt thirst and agitation, refused its office. ‘ Water — ■ 
water 1 ' he said, laying hold, at the same time, of one of the 
assistants who followed Seelencooper by the sleeve. The fellow 
looked carelessly round ; there was a jug stood by the side of 
the cribbage-players, which he reached to Middlemas, bidding 
him, ‘Drink and be d — d.' 

The man's back was no sooner turned than the gamester 
threw himself from his own bed into that of Middlemas, and 
grasping firm hold of the arm of Richard, ere he could carry 
the vessel to his head, swore he should not have his booze. It 
may be readily conjectured that the pitcher thus anxiously 
and desperately reclaimed contained something better than the 
pure element. In fact, a large proportion of it was gin. The 
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fleait a blow to tne assauauu, — -r 

Cid ind a combat ^ould have ensued but for the mter- 
SSeof the superintendent and his assistants who with a 
deSity that showed them weU acquainted with such emer- 

, _ I _ r'l. nnAD m.ok of the antasromsts. 
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from Sptain Seelencooper’s raton, and a tender admonition 
to hold nis tongue if he valued a whole skin. 

Irritated at once by sufferings of the mind and of ^o^y, 
tormented by raging thirst, and by the sense of his own dread- 
fSuationf the mind of Richard Middlemas seemed to be on 
the point of becoming unsettled. He felt an insane desire to 
imitete and reply to the groans, oaths, and nbald^ wbch, as 
soon as the superintendent quitted the hospital, echoed around 
Mm. He longed, though he struggled against the impnlBe,Jo 
vie in curses with the reprobate, and m screams with the 
maniac. But his tongue clove to the roof of ms mouth, ms 
mouth itself seemed choked with ashes ; there came upon him 
a dimness of sight, a rushing sound in his ears, and the powers 
of life were for a time suspended. 


CHAPTER VII 


A wise physician, skill’d our wounds to heal, 

Is more than armies to the common weal. 

Pope’s Homer, 

S Middlemas returned to his senses, he was sensible 
that his blood felt more cool, that the feverish throb 
JL ^ of his pulsation was diminished, that the ligatures on 
his person were removed, and his lungs performed their functions 
more freely. One assistant was binding up a vein, from which 
a considerable quantity of blood had been taken ; another, who 
had just washed the face of the patient, was holding aromatic 
vinegar to his nostrils. As he began to open his eyes, the per- 
son who had just completed the bandage said in Latin, but in 
a very low tone, and without raising his head, ‘Annon sis 
Ricardus ille Middlemas, ex civitate Middlemassiense ? Re- 
spoiide in lingua Latina.' 

‘Sum ille miserrimus,' replied Richard, again shutting his 
eyes ; for, strange as it may seem, the voice of his comrade 
Adam Hartley, though his presence might be of so much con- 
sequence in this emergency, conveyed a pang to his wounded 
pride. He was conscious of unldndly, if not hostile, feelings 
towards his old companion ; he remembered the tone of supe- 
riority which he used to assume over him, and thus to lie 
stretched at his feet, and in a manner at his mercy, aggravated 
his distress, by the feelings of the dying chieftain, ‘ Earl Percy 
sees my fall.' This was, however, too unreasonable an emotion 
to subsist above a minute. In the next, he availed himself of 
the Latin language, with which both were familiar, for in that 
time the medical studies at the celebrated University of Edin- 
burgh were, in a great measure, conducted in Latin, to tell in 
a few words his own folly, and the villainy of Hillary. 

‘I must be gone instantly,' said Hartley. ‘ Take courage ; I 
trust to be able to assist you. In the meantime, take food 
and physic itom none but my servant, who you see holds the 
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sponge in Hs hand. You are in a place where a man's life has 
been taken fcr the sake of his gold sleeve-buttons.' 

' Stay yet a moment/ said Middlemas. 'Let me remove this 
temptation from my dangerous neighbours.' 

He drew a small packet from his under waistcoat, and put 
it into Hartley's hands. 

'If I die/ he said, ‘be my heir. You deserve her better 
than L' 

All answer was prevented by the hoarse voice of Seelencooper, 

'Weil, doctor, will you carry through your patient ? ' 

' Symptoms are dubious yet,' said the doctor. ^ ‘ That was 
an alaming swoon. You must have him carried into the 
private ward, and my young man shall attend him.' 

‘ Why, if you command it, doctor, needs must ; but I can 
tell you there is a man we both know that has a thousand 
reasons at least for keeping him in the public ward.' 

‘I know nothing of your thousand reasons,' said Hartley; 

‘ I can only tell you that this young fellow is as well-limbed 
and likely a lad as the Company have among their recruits. It 
is my business to save him for their service, and if he dies by 
your neglecting what I direct, depend upon it I will not allow 
the blame to lie at my door. I will teU the General the charge 
I had given you.' 

‘ The General 1 ' said Seelencooper, much embarrassed. ‘ Tell 
the General 1 Ay, about his health. But you will not say any- 
thing about what he may have said in his light-headed fits 1 
My eyes 1 if you listen to what feverish patients say when the 
tantivy is in their brain, your back will soon break with tale- 
bearing, for I will warrant you plenty of them to carry.' 

‘Captain Seelencooper,' said the doctor, ‘I do not meddle 
with your department in the hospital. My advice to you is, 
not to trouble yourself with mine. I suppose, as I have a com- 
mission in the service, and have besides a regular diploma as a 
physician, I Imow when my patient is light-headed or other- 
wise. So do you let the man be carefully looked after, at your 
peril' 

Thus saying, he left the hospital, but not till, under pretext 
of again consulting the pulse, he pressed the patient's hand, as 
if to assure him once more of his exertions for his liberation. 

‘My eyes!' muttered Seelencooper, ‘this cockerel crows 
gallant, to come from a Scotch roost; but I would know well 
enough how to fetch the youngster off the perch, if it were not 
for the cure he has done on the General's pickaninnies/ 
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Enoagh of tMs fell on Richard’s ear to suggest hopes of 
deliverance, which were increased when he was shortly after- 
wards removed to a separate ward, a place much more decent 
in appearance, and inhabited only by two patients, who seemed ' 
petty officers. Although sensible that he had no illness save 
that wealmess which succeeds violent agitation, he deemed it 
wisest to suffer himself still to be treated as a patient, in con- 
sideration that he should thus remain under his comrade’s 
superintendence. Yet, while preparing to avail himself of 
Hartley's good offices, the prevailing reflection of his secret 
bosom was the ungrateful sentiment, ‘Had Heaven no other 
means of saving me than by the hands of him I like least on 
the face of the earth ? ' 

Meanwhile, ignorant of the- ungrateful sentiments of his 
comrade, and indeed wholly, indifferent how he felt towards 
him, Hartley proceeded in doing him such service as was in 
his power, without any other object than the discharge of his 
own duty as a man and as a Christian. The manner in which 
he became qualified to render his comrade assistance requires 
some short explanation. . 

Our story took place at a period when the Directors of the 
East India Company, with that hardy and persevering policy 
which has raised to such a height the British Empire in the 
East, had determined to send a large reinforcement of European 
troops to^ the support of their power in India, then threatened 
by the kingdom of Mysore, of which the celebrated Hyder Ali 
had usurped the government, after dethroning his master. 
Considerable difficulty was found in obtaining recruits for that 
service. Those who might have been otherwise disposed to be 
soldiers were afraid of the climate, and of the species of banish- 
ment which the engagement implied; and doubted also how 
far the engagements of the Company might be faithfully 
observed towards them, when they ..were removed from the 
protection of the British laws. For these and other reasons, 
the military service of the king was preferred, and that of the 
Company could only procure the worst recruits, although their 
zealous agents scrupled not to employ the worst means. 
Indeed, the practice of kidnapping, or crimping, as it is techni- 
cally called, was at that time general, whether for the colonies 
or even for the king’s troops ; and as the agents employed in 
such transactions must be of course entirely unscrupulous, 
there was not only much villainy committed in the direct 
prosecution of the trade, but it gave rise incidentally to xe- 
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markable cases of robbery, and even murder.^ Sucb atrocities 
were, of course, concealed from the authorities for whom the 
levies were made, and the necessity of obtaining soldiers made 
men whose conduct was otherwise unexceptionable cold in 
looking closely into the mode in which their recruiting service 
- was coniiiotea..' . , 

The principal dep6t of the troops which were by these 
means assembled was in the Isle of Wight, where, the season 
proving unhealthy, and the men themselves ^ being many of 
them of a bad habit of body, a fever nf a malignant character 
broke out amongst them, and speedily crowded with patients 
the military hospital, of which Mr. Seelencooper, himself an old 
and experienced crimp and kidnapper, had obtained the super- 
intendence. Irregularities began to take place also among the 
soldiers who remained healthy, and the necessity of subjecting 
them to some discipline before they sailed was so evident, that 
several officers of the Company’s naval service expressed their 
belief that otherwise there would be dangerous mutinies on the 
passage. 

To remedy the first of these evils, the Court of Directors 
seat down to the island several of their medical servants, 
amongst whom was Hartley, whose qualifications had been 
amply certified by a medical board, before which he had passed 
an examination, besides his possessing a diploma from the 
University of Edinburgh as M.D. 

To enforce the discipline of their soldiers, the Court com- 
mitted full power to one of their own body, General Withering- 
ton. The General was an officer who had distinguished himself 
highly in their service. He had returned from India five or six 
years before, with a large fortune, which he had rendered much 
greater by an advantageous marriage with a rich heiress. The 
General and his lady went little into society, but seemed to 
live entirely for their infant family, those in number being 
three, two boys and a girl. Although he had retired from the 
service, he willingly undertook the temporary charge committed 
to him, and taking a house at a considerable distance fi’Om the 
town of Eyde, he proceeded to enrol the troops into separate 
bodies, appoint officers of capacity to each, and, by regular 
training and discipline, gradually to bring them into something 
resembliixg good order. ^He heard their complaints of ill-usage 
in the articles^ of provisions and appointments, and did them 
upon all occasions the strictest justice, save that he was never 
known to restore one recruit to his freedom from the service, 
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howeyer unfairly or even illegally his attestation might have 
been obtained. 

Ut is none of my business/ said General Witherington, 
^ how you became soldiers, — soldiers I found you, and soldiers 
I will leave you. But I will take especial care that, as soldiers 
yon shall have everything, to a penny or a pin’s head, that you 
are justly entitled to.’ He went to work without fear or 
favour, reported many abuses to the Board of Directors, had 
several officers, commissaries, etc., removed from the service, 
and made his name as great a terror to the peculators at home 
as it had been to the enemies of Britain and Hindostan. 

Captain Seelencooper and his associates in the hospital 
department heard and trembled, fearing that their turn should 
come next ; but the General, who elsewhere examined all with 
his own eyes, showed a reluctance to visit the hospital in 
person. Public report industriously imputed this to fear of 
infection. Such was certainly the motive ; though it was not 
fear for his own safety that influenced General Witherington, 
but he dreaded lest he should carry the infection home to the 
nursery, on which he doated. The alarm of his lady was yet 
more unreasonably sensitive : she would scarcely suffer the 
children to walk abroad, if the wind but blew from the quarter 
where the hospital was situated. 

But Providence baffles the precautions of mortals. In a 
walk across the fields, chosen as the most sheltered and seques- 
tered, the children, with their train of Eastern and European 
attendants, met a woman who carried a child that was recover- 
ing from the small-pox. The anxiety of the father, joined to 
some religious scruples on the mother’s part, had postponed 
inoculation, which was then scarcely come into general use. 
The infection caught like a quick-match, and ran like wildfire 
through all those in the family who had not previously had the 
disease. One of the General’s children, the second boy, died, 
and two of the ayahs, or black female servants, had the same 
fate. The hearts of the father and mother would have been 
broken for the child they had lost, had not their grief been 
suspended by anxiety for the fate of those who lived, and who 
were confessed to be in imminent danger. They were like per- 
sons distracted, as the symptoms of the poor patients appeared 
gradually to resemble more nearly that of the child already lost. 

While the parents were in this agony of apprehension, the 
General’s principal servant, a native of Northumberland like 
himself, informed him one morning that there was a young 
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maE from the same county among the hospital doctors who 
had publicly blamed the mode of treatment observed towards 
the patients, and spoken of another which he had seen practised 

with eminent success. 

' Some impudent quack/ said the General, ' who would force 
himself into business by bold assertions. Doctor Tourniquet 
and Doctor Lancelot are men of high reputation.' 

'Do not mention their reputation/ said the mother, with a 
mother's impatience ; ‘ did they not let my sweet Eeuben die ^ 
What avails the reputation of the physician when the patient 
perisheth ? ' 

' If his honour would but see Doctor Hartley,' said Winter, 
turning half towards the lady, and then turning back again to 
his master. ' He is a very decent young man, who, I am sure, 
never expected what he said to reach your honour's ears — and 
he is a native of Northumberland.' 

'Send a servant with a led horse,' said the General; 'let 
the young man come hither instantly.' 

It is well known that the ancient mode of treating the 
small-pox was to refuse to the patient everything which nature 
urged him to desire ; and, in particular, to confine him to heated 
rooms, beds loaded with blankets, and spiced wine, when nature 
called for cold water and Iresh air. A different mode of treat- 
ment had of late been adventured upon by some practitioners, 
who preferred reason to authority, and Gideon Gray had follow'^ed 
it for several years with extraordina:^ success. 

When General Witherington saw Hartley, he was startled at 
his youth ; but when he heard him modestly, but with confi- 
dence, state the difference of the two modes of treatment, and 
the rationale of his practice, he listened with the most serious 
attention. So did his lady, her streaming eyes turning from 
Hartley to her husband, as if to watch what impression the 
arguments of the forpaer were making upon the latter. General 
Witherington was silent for a few minutes after Hartley had 
finished ms exposition, and seemed buried in profound reflection. 

' To treat a fever,' he said, ' in a manner which tends to produce 
one seems indeed to be adding fuel to fire.' 

' It is ■ — it is,' said the lady. ' Let us trust this young man, 
General Witherington. We shall at least give our darlings the 
comforts of the fresh air and cold water for which they are 
pining/ ■ 

But the General remained undecided. ' Your reasoning/ he 
said to Hartley, ' seems plausible ; but still it is only hypothesis* 
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Wbat can you show to support your theory in opposition to the 
general practice r 

^My own ohseryation/ replied the young man. ‘Here is a 
memorandum-book of medical eases which I have witnessed. 
It contains twenty cases of small-pox, of which eighteen were 
recoveries.^ 

‘And the two others ^ ^ said the General. 

‘Terminated fatally/ replied Hartley; ‘we can as yet but 
partially disarm this scourge of the human race/ 

‘Young man,' continued the General, ‘were I to vsay that a 
thousand gold mohurs were yours in case my children live under 
your treatment, what have you to peril in exchange ? ' 

‘ My reputation/ answered Hartley, firmly. 

‘And you could warrant on your reputation the recovery of 
your patients ? ' 

‘God forbid I should be presumptuous! But I think I 
could warrant my using those means which, with God’s bless- 
ing, afford the fairest chance of a favourable result.' 

‘ Enough — you are modest and sensible, as well as bold, and 
I will trust you.' 

The lady, on whom Hartley's words and manner had made 
a great impression, and who was eager to discontinue a mode 
of treatment which subjected the patients to the greatest pain 
and privation, and had already proved unfortunate, eagerly 
acquiesced, and Hartley was placed in full authority in the 
sick-room. 

Windows were thrown open, fires reduced or discontinued, 
loads of bed-clothes removed, cooling drinks superseded mulled 
wine and spices. The sick-nurses cried out murder. Doctors 
Tourniquet and Lancelot retired in disgust, menacing something 
like a general pestilence, in vengeance of what they termed 
rebellion against the neglect of the aphorisms of Hippocrates. 
Hartley proceeded quietly and steadily, and the patients got 
into a fair road of recovery. 

The young Northumbrian was neither conceited nor artful; 
yet, with all his plainness of character, he could not but know 
the influence which a successful physician obtains over the 
parents of the children whom he has saved from the grave, 
and especially before the cure is actually completed. He re- 
solved to use this influence in behalf of his old companion, 
trusting^ that the military tenacity of General Witherington 
would give way on consideration of the obligation so lately 
conferred upon Mm, 
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On his way to the GeneraFs house, which was at present Ms 
constant place of residence, he examined the packet which 
Middlemas had put into his hand. It contained the picture 
of Menie Gray, plainly set, and the ring, with brilliants, which 
Doctor Gray had given to Richard as his mother’s last gift. 
The first of these tokens extracted from honest Hartley a sigh, 
perhaps a tear, of sad remembrance. U fear,’ he said, 'she has 
not chosen worthily; but she shall be happy, if I can make 
her so.’ 

Arrived at the residence of General Witherington, our doctor 
went first to the sick apartment, and then carried to their par- 
ents the delightful account that the recovery of the children 
might be considered as certain. ' May the God of Israel bless 
thee, young manT said the lady, trembling with emotion; 
'thou hast wiped the tear from the eye of the despairing 
mother. And yet — alas ! alas ! still it must flow when I think 
of my cherub Reuben. Oh ! Mr. Hartley, why did we not know 
you a week sooner — my darling had not then died?’ 

'God gives and takes away, my lady,’ answered Hartley; 
'and you must remember that two are restored to you out 
of three. It is far from certain that the treatment I have 
used towards the convalescents would have brought through 
their brother ; for the case, as reported to me, was of a very 
inveterate description.’ 

'Doctor,’ said Witherington, his voice testifying more emo- 
tion than he usually or willingly gave way to, ' you can comfort 
the sick in spirit as well as the sick in body. But it is time we 
settle our wager. You betted your reputation, which remains 
with you, increased by all the credit due to your eminent suc- 
cess, against a thousand gold mohurs, the value of which you 
will find in that pocket-book.’ 

'General Witherington,’ said Hartley, 'you are wealthy, and 
entitled to be generous ; I am poor, and not entitled to decline 
whatever may be, even in a liberal sense, a compensation for 
my professional attendance. But there is a bound to extrava- 
gance, both in giving and accepting; and I must not hazard 
the newly-acquired reputation with which you flatter me by 
giving room to have it said that I fleeced the parents when 
their feelings were all afloat with anxiety for their children. 
Allow me to divide this large sum : one half I will thankfully 
retain, as a most liberal recompense for my labour ; and if you 
still think you owe me an3fthing, let me have it in the advantage 
of your good opinion and countenance/ 
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Uf I acqniesce in your proposal, Doctor Hartley,^ said the 
General, reluctantly receiving back a part of the contents of 
the pocket-book, ‘ it is because I ,hope to serve you with my 
interest even better than with my purse/ 

* And indeed, sir,' replied Hartley, ^ it was upon your interest 
that I am just about to make a small claim/ 

The General and his lady spoke both in the same breath, to 
assure him his boon was granted before asked. 

‘ I am not so sure of that,' said Hartley ; ‘ for it respects a 
point on which I have heard say that your Excellency is rather 
inflexible — the discharge of a recruit.' 

‘My duty makes me so,' replied the General. ‘You know 
the sort of fellows that we are obliged to content ourselves 
with : they get drunk, grow pot-valiant, enlist over-night, 
and repent next morning. If I am to dismiss all those who 
pretend to have been trepanned, we should have few volunteers 
remain behind. Every one has some idle story of the promises 
of a swaggering Sergeant Kite. It is impossible to attend to 
them.^ But let me near yours, however.' 

‘ Mine is a very singular case. The party has been robbed 
of a thousand pounds.' 

‘A recruit for this service possessing a thousand pounds! 
My dear doctor, depend upon it the fellow has gulled you. 
Bless my heart, would a man who had a thousand pounds 
think of enlisting as a private sentinel?’ 

‘He had no such thoughts,' answered Hartley. ‘He was 
persuaded by the rogue whom he trusted that he was to have 
a commission.' 

‘ Then his friend must have been Tom Hillary, or the devil ; 
for no other could possess so much cunning and impudence. 
He will certainly find his way to the gailows at last. Still this 
story of the thousand pounds seems a touch even beyond Tom 
Hillary. What reason have you to think that this fellow ever 
had such a sum of money V 

‘I have the best reason to know it for certain,' answered 
Hartley. ‘ He and I served our time together, under the same 
excellent master ; and when he came of age, not liking the 

t rofession which he had studied, and obtaining possession of 
is little fortune, he was deceived by the promises of this same 

‘Who has had him looked up in our well-ordered hospital 
yonder?’ said the General. 

‘Even so, please your Excellency,' replied Hartley ; ‘not, I 
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think, to cure him of any complaint, but to give him the oppor- 
i tunity of catching one, which would silence all inquiries/ 

: ! ' The matter shall be closely looked into. But how miser- 

ably careless the young man's friends must have been to let a 
i raw lad go into the world with such a companion and guide as 

^ j Tom Hillary, and such a sum as a thousand pounds in his 

pocket. His parents had better have knocked him on the 
J head. It certainly was not done like canny Northumberland, 

1 as my servant Winter calls it.' 

I 'The youth must indeed have had strangely hard-hearted 

I or careless parents,' said Mrs. Witherington, in accents of pity. 

I *He never knew them, madam,' said Hartley : 'there was a 

mystery on the score of his birth. A cold, unwilling, and 
almost unknown hand dealt him out his portion when he came 
of lawful age, and he was pushed into the world like a bark 
forced from shore without rudder, compass, or pilot,' 

Here General Witherington involuntarily looked to his lady, 
while, guided by a similar impulse, her looks were turned 
1 ' upon him. They exchanged a momentary glance of deep and 

I peculiar meaning, and then the eyes of both were fixed on the 

^ ground. 

j ' Were you brought up in Scotland ' said the lady, address- 

I' ing herself] in a faltering voice, to Hartley. 'And what was 

; your master's name ? ' 

' [ ' 'I served my apprenticeship with Mr. Gideon Gray, of the 

I' town of Middiemas,' said Hartley. 

j ' Middiemas ! Gray 1 ' repeated the lady, and fainted away. 

I Hartley offered the succours of his profession ; the husband 

flew to support her head, and the instant that Mrs. Witherington 
r began to recover he whispered to her, in a tone betwixt entreaty 

1 and warning, ' Zilia, beware — beware I ' 

j Some imperfect sounds which she had begun to frame died 

j away upon her tongue. 

! 'Let me assist you to your dressing-room, my love,' said her 

j obviously anxious husband. 

I She arose with the action of an automaton, which moves at 

i the touch of a spring, and half-hanging upon her husband, 

half-dragging herself on by her own efforts, had nearly reached 
;; ^ the door of the room, whan Hartley, following, asked if he 

; could be of any service. 

i|f ^No, sir,' said the General, sternly : 'this is no case for a 

stranger's interference; when you are wanted I will send for 
you.' 
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Hartley stepped back on receiving a rebuff in a tone so dif- 
ferent from that wbiob General Witberington bad used towards 
liim in their previous intercourse, and felt disposed, for the 
first time, to give credit to public report, which assigned to 
that gentleman, with several good qualities, the character of a 
very proud and haughty man. ‘Hitherto,' he thought, ‘I^have 
seen him tamed by sorrow and anxiety ; now the mind is re- 
gaining its natural tension. But he must in decency interest 
himself for this unhappy Middlemas.' 

The General returned into the apartment a minute or two 
afterwards, and addressed Hartley in his usual tone of polite- 
ness, though apparently still under great embarrassment, which 
he in vain endeavoured to conceal. 

‘Mrs. Witberington is better,' he said, ‘and will be glad to 
see you before dinner. You dine with us, I hope 1 ' 

Hartley bowed, 

‘Mrs. Witberington is rather subject to this sort of nervous 
fits, and she has been much harassed of late by grief and 
apprehension. When she recovers from them, it is a few 
minutes before she can collect her ideas, and during such 
intervals — to speak very confidentially to you, my dear Doctor 
Hartley — she speaks sometimes about , imaginary events which 
have never happened, and sometimes about distressing occur- 
rences in an early period of life. I am not, therefore, willing 
that any one but myself, or her old attendant, Mrs. Lopez, 
should be with her on such occasions.' 

Hartley admitted that a certain degree of light-headedness 
was often the consequence of nervous fits. 

The GenerM proceeded. ‘ As to this young man — this friend 
of yours — this Eichard Middlemas ~~ did you not call him so ? ' 

‘Not that I recollect,' answered Hartley ; ‘but your Excel- 
lency has hit upon his name.' 

‘ That is odd enough. Certainly you said something about 
Middlemas?' replied General Witberington. 

‘I mentioned the name of the town,' said Hartley. 

‘Ay, and I caught it up as the name of the recruit. I was 
indeed occupied at the moment by my anxiety about my wife. 
But this Middlemas, since such is his name, is a wild young 
fellow, I suppose?' 

‘I should do him wrong to say so, your Excellency. He 
may have had his follies like other young men; but his con- 
duct has,^ so far as I know, been respectable ; but, considering 
we lived in the same house, we were not very intimate.' 
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‘That is bad; I should have liked him — that is — it would 
have been happy for him to have had a friend like you. But 
I suppose you studied too hard for him. He would be a 
soldier, ha? Is he good-looldng ? ’ 

‘Remarkably so,’ replied Hartley; ‘and has a very pre- 
possessing manner.’ , i j ..v n i 

‘ Is his complexion dark or fair ? asked the breneral. 

‘Rather uncommonly dark,’ said Hartley — ‘ darker, if I may 

use the freedom, than your Excellency’s.’ , . , ^ 

‘Nay, then, he must be a black ouzel indeed! Does he 
understand languages ? ’ 

‘Latin and French tolerably well. 

‘ Of course he cannot fence or dance ? ’ 

‘Pardon me, sir, I am no great judge; but Richard is 
reckoned to do both with uncommon skill. 

‘Indeed! Sum this up, and it sounds well. Handsome, 
accomplished in exercises, moderately learned, perfectly well- 
bred, not unreasonably wild. All this comes too high for the 
situation of a private sentinel. He must have a commission, 
doctor — entirely for your sake.’ 

‘Your Excellency is generous.’ 

‘ It ghA.11 be so ; and I will find means to make Tom Hillary 
disgorge his plunder, unless he prefers being hanged, a fate he 
has long deserved. You cannot go back to the hospital to-day. 
You dine with us, and you know Mrs. 'Witherington’s fears of 
infection ; but to-morrow find out your friend. Winter shall 
see him equipped with everything needful. Tom Hillary shall 
repay advances, you know; and he must be off w’ith the first 
detachment of the recruits, in the “Middlesex” Indiaman, 
which sails from the Downs on Monday fortnight ; that is, if 
yon think him fit for the voyage. I daresay the poor fellow is 
sick of the Isle of Wight.’ 

‘Your ExceUeney will permit the young man to pay his 
respects to you before his departure?’ 

‘To what purpose, sir?’ said the General, hastily and per- 
emptorily ; but instantly added, ‘ You are right I should like 
to see him. Winter shall let him know the time, and take 
horses to fetch him hither. But he must have been out of the 
hospital fora day or two; so the sooner you can set him at 
liberty the better. In the meantime, take him to your own 
lodgings, doctor ; and do not let him form any intimacies with 
the officers, or any others, in this place, where he may light 
on another Hillary.’ 
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Had Hartley been as well acquainted as tbe reader with 
the oirciimstaiiees of young Middlemas^s birth, be might have 
drawn decisive conclusions from *’the behaviour of General 
Witherington while his comrade was the topic of conversation. 
But as Mr. Gray and Middlemas himself w’-ere both silent on 
the subject, he knew little of it but from general report, which 
his curiosity had never induced him to scrutinise minutely. 
Nevertheless, what he did apprehend interested him so much, 
that he resolved upon trying a little experiment, in which he 
thought there could be no great harm. He placed on his 
finger the remarkable ring entrusted to his care by Richard 
Middlemas, and endeavoured to make it conspicuous in ap- 
proaching Mrs. Witherington, taking care, however, that this 
occurred during her husbanTs absence. Her eyes had no 
sooner caught a sight of the gem than they became riveted to 
it, and she begged a nearer sight of it, as strongly resembling 
one which she had given to a friend. Taking the ring from 
his finger, and placing it in her emaciated hand, Hartley 
informed her it was the property of the friend in -whom he had 
just been endeavouring to interest the General. Mrs. Wither- 
ington retired in great emotion, but next day summoned 
Hartley to a private interview, the particulars of which, so far 
as are necessary to be known, shall he afterwards related. 

On the succeeding day after these important discoveries, 
Middlemas, to his great delight, was rescued from his seclusion 
ill the hospital, and transferred to his comrade's lodgings in 
the town of Ryde, of which Hartley himself was a rare inmate, 
the anxiety of Mrs. Witherington detaining him at the General's 
house long after his medical attendance might have been 
disxiensed with. 

Within two or three days a commission arrived for Richard 
Middlemas as a lieutenant in the service of the East India Com- 
pany. Winter, by his master's orders, put the wardrobe of 
the young officer on a suitable footing ; while Middlemas, 
enchanted at finding himself at once emancipated from his late 
dreadful difficulties and placed under the protection of a man 
of such importance as the General, obeyed implicitly the hints 
transmitted to him by Hartley, and enforced by Winter, and 
abstained from going into public, or forming acquaintances 
with any one.^ Even Hartley himself he saw seldom; and, 
deep as were his obligations, he did not perhaps greatly regret 
the absence of one whose presence always effected him with a 
sense of humiliation and abasement ' 
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'That is bad; I should have liked him — that is — it would 
have been happy for him to have had a friend like you. But 
I suppose you studied too hard for him. He would be a 
soldier, ha 1 Is he good-looking V 

'Remarkably so/ replied Hartley; 'and has a very pre- 
possessing manner.' . , . t , 

'Is his complexion dark or fair ? asked the (jeneral. 

'Rather uncommonly dark,' said Hartley — ' darker, if I may 
use the freedom, than your Excellency's.' 

'Nay, then, he must be a black ouzel indeed! Does he 
understand languages?' 

'Latin and French tolerably well.' 

' Of course he cannot fence or dance ? ' 

'Pardon me, sir, I am no great judge; but Richard is 
reckoned to do both with uncommon skill.' 

‘ Indeed 1 Sum this up, and it sounds well. Handsome, 
accomplished in exercises, moderately learned, perfectly w^ell- 
bred, not unreasonably wild. AU this comes too high for the 
situation of a private sentinel. He must have a commission, 
doctor — entirely for your sake.' 

'Your Excellency is generous.' 

‘ It shall be so ; and I will find means to make Tom Hillary 
disgorge his plunder, unless he prefers being hanged, a fate he 
has long deserved. You cannot go back to the hospital to-day. 
You dine with us, and you know Mrs. Witherington’s fears of 
infection; but to-morrow find out your friend. Winter shall 
see him equipped with everything needful. Tom Hillary shall 
repay advances, you know; and he must be off wuth the first 
detachment of the recruits, in the "Middlesex" Indiaman, 
which sails from the Downs on Monday fortnight; that is, if 
you think him fit for the voyage. I daresay the poor fellow is 
sick of the Isle of Wight.' / 

'Your Excellency will permit the young man to pay his 
respects to you before his departure?' 

'To what pu^ose, sir?' said the General, hastily and per- 
emptorily; but instantly added, ‘You are right; I should like 
to see him. Winter shall let him know the time, and take 
horses to fetch him hither. But he must have been out of the 
hospital fora day or two; so the ^sooner you can set him at 
liberty the better. In the meantime, take him to your own 
lodgings, doctor ; and do not let him form any intimacies with 
the officers, or any others, in this place, where he may light 
on another Hillary/ 
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Had Hartley been as well acquainted as the reader with 
tbe circumstances of young Middlemas's birth, lie might haye 
drawn decisive conclusions from the behaviour of General 
Witlierington while his comrade was the topic of conversation. 
But as Mr. Gray and Middiemas himself were both silent on 
the subject, he knew little of it but from general report, which 
his curiosity had never induced him to scrutinise minutely. 
Nevertheless, what he did apprehend interested him so much, 
that he resolved upon trying a little experiment, in which he 
thought there could be no great harm. He placed on his 
finger the remarkable ring entrusted to his care by Richard 
Middiemas, and endeavoured to make it conspicuous in ap- 
proaching Mp. Witherington, taking care, however, that this 
occurred during her husband’s absence. Her eyes had no 
sooner caught a sight of the gem than they became riveted to 
it, and she begged a nearer sight of it, as strongly resembling 
one which she had given to a friend. Taking the ring from 
his finger, and placing it in her emaciated hand, Hartley 
informed her it was the property of the friend in whom he had 
|iist been endeavouring to interest the General. Mrs. Wither- 
ington retired in great emotion, but next day summoned 
Hartley to a private interview, the particulars of which, so far 
as are necessary to be known, shall be afterwards related. 

On the succeeding day after these important discoveries, 
Middiemas, to his great delight, was rescued from his seclusion 
in the hospital, and transferred to his comrade’s lodgings in 
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seemed to dissolve the charm which kept his mother motion- 
less. She sighed deeply, relaxed the rigidity of her posture, 
and sunk back on the cushions from which she had started up. 
Middlemas turned a look towards her at the sound of the sigh 
and the rustling of her drapery. 

The General hastened to speak. ‘ My wife, Mr. Middlemas, 
has been unwell of late ; your friend, Mr. Hartley, might men- 
tion it to you — an affection of the nerves.’ 

Mr. Middlemas was, of course, sorry and concerned. 

‘ We have had distress in our family, Mr. Middlemas, from 
the ultimate and heart-breaking consequences of which we 
have escaped by the skill of your friend, Mr. Hartley. We will 
be happy if it is in our power to repay a part of our obligations 
in services to his friend and pyvtege, Mr. Middlemas.’ 

H am only acknowledged as kis protege, then,’ thought 
Richard; but he mid, 'Every one must envy his friend in 
Imving had the distinguished good fortune to be of use to 
General Witherington and his family.’ 

‘You have received your commission, I presume. Have 
you any particular wish or desire respecting your destina- 
...tion?’-' ' 

‘No, may it please your Excellency,’ answered Middlemas. 
‘I suppose Hartley would tell your Excellency my unhappy 
state — that I am an orphan, deserted by the parents who cast 
me on the wide world, an outcast about whom nobody knows 
or cares, except to desire that I should wander far enough, and 
live obscurely enough, not to disgrace them by their connexion 
with me,’ 

Zilia wrung her hands as he spoke, and drew her muslin veil 
closely around her head, as if to exclude the sounds which ex- 
cited her mental agony. 

‘ Mr. Hartley was not particularly communicative about your 
affairs,’ said the General, ‘nor do I wish to give you the pain 
of entering into them. What I desire to know is, if you are 
pleased with your destination to Madras % ’ 

‘ Perfectly, please your Excellency — anywhere, so that there 
is no chance of meeting the villain Hillary.’ 

‘ Oh I Hillary’s services are too necessary in the purlieus of 
St, Giles’s, the Lowlights of Newcastle, and such-like places, 
where human carrion can be picked up, to be permitted to go 
to India. However, to show you the knave has some grace, 
there are the notes of which you were robbed. Yon wiU find 
them the very same paper which you lost, except a small sum 
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which the rogue had spent, but which a friend has made up, 
in compassion for your sufferings/ 

Richard Middlemas sunk on one knee, and kissed the hand 
which restored him to independence. 

' Pshaw 1 ' said the General, ‘ you are a silly young man ' ; 
but he withdrew not his hand from his caresses. This was one 
of the occasions on which Dick Middlemas could be oratorical. 

'0, my more than father,' he said, ‘how much greater a 
debt do I owe to you than to the unnatural parents who 
brought me into this world by their sin, and deserted me 
through their cruelty ! ' 

Zilia, as she heard these cutting words, flung back her veil, 
raising it on both hands till it floated behind her like a mist, 
and then giving a faint groan, sunk down in a swoon. Pushing 
Middlemas from him with a hasty movement, General Wither- 
ington flew to his lady's assistance, and carried her in his arms, 
as if she had been a child, into the ante-room, where an old 
servant waited with the means of restoring suspended anima- 
tion, which the unhappy husband too truly anticipated might 
be useful. These were hastily employed, and succeeded in 
calling the sufferer to life, but in a state of mental emotion 
that was^ terrible. 

Her mind was obviously impressed by the last words which 
her son had uttered. ‘Did you hear him, Richard?' she 
exclaimed, in accents terribly loud, considering the exhausted 
state of her strength — ‘ did you hear the words ? It was 
Heaven speaking our condemnation by the voice of our own 
child. But do not fear, my Richard, do not weep I I will 
answer the thunder of Heaven with its own music.' 

She flew to a harpsichord which stood in the room, and, 
while the servant and master gazed on each other, as if doubt- 
ing whether her senses were about to leave her entirely, she 
wandered over the keys, producing a wilderness of harmony, 
composed of passages recalled by memory, or combined by her 
own musical talent, until at length her voice and instrument 
united in one of those magnificent hynans in which her youth 
had praised her Maker, with voice and harp, like the royal 
Hebrew who composed it. The tear ebbed insensibly from the 
eyes which she turned upwards ; her vocal tones, combining 
with those of the instrument, rose to a pitch of brilliancy 
seldom attained by the most distinguished performers, and 
then sunk into a dying cadence, whichl fell, never again to rise 
— for the songstress had died with b : irain. 
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The horror of the distracted husband may be eonceivedj 
when all efforts to restore life proved totally ineffectual 
Servants were despatched for medical men — Hartley, and every 
other who could be found. The General precipitated himself 
into the apartment they had so lately left, and in his haste ran 
against Middlemas, who, at the sound of the music from the ad- 
joming apartment, had naturally approached nearer to the door, 
and, surprised and startled by the sort of clamour, hasty steps, 
and confused voices which ensued, had remained standing there, 
endeavouring to ascertain the cause of so much disorder. 

The sight of the unfortunate young man wakened the 
Generals stormy passions to frenzy. He seemed to recognise 
his son only as the cause of his wife's death. He seized him by 
the collar, and shook him violently as he dragged him into the 
chamber of mortality. 

‘Come hither,' he said, ‘thou for whom a life of lowest 
obscurity was too good a fate — come hither, and look on the 
parents whom thou hast so much envied — whom thou hast so 
often cursed. Look at that pale emaciated form, a figure of 
wax, rather than fiesh and blood : that is thy mother — that is 
the unhappy Zilia Mon^ada, to whom thy birth was the source 
of shame and misery, and to whom thy ill-omened presence has 
now brought death itself. And behold me' — he pushed the 
lad from him, and stood up erect, looking wellnigh in gesture 
and figure the apostate spirit he described — ‘behold me,' he 
said — ‘ see you not my hair streaming with sulphur, my brow 
scathed with lightning ? I am the Arch-Fiend — lam the father 
whom you seek — I am the accursed Richard Tresham, the 
seducer of Zilia, and the father of her murderer!' 

Hartley entered while this ^horrid scene was passing. All 
attention to the deceased, he instantly saw, would be thrown 
away ; and understanding, partly from Winter, partly from the 
tenor of the General's frantic discourse, the nature of the dis- 
closure which had occurred, he hastened to put an end, if 
possible, to the frightful and scandalous scene which had taken 
place. Aware how delicately the General felt on the subject 
of reputation, he assailed him with remonstrances on such con- 
duct, in presence of so many witnesses. But the mind had 
ceased to answer to that once powerful key-note. 

‘ I care not if the whole world hear my sin and my punish- 
ment,' said Witherington. * It shall not be again said of me that 
I fear shame more than I repent sin. I feared shame only for 
Zilia, and Zilia is dead/ 
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^Biit her meinoryj General — spare, the memory of your wife^ 
in which the character of your children is inwolYcd/^ 

U haYe no children/ said the desperate and Yiolent man. 
^ My Reiiben^ is gone to Heaven, to prepare a lodging for the 
■angel who has now escaped from earth in a flood of harmony, 
which can only be equalled where she is gone. The other two 
cherubs will not survive their mother. I shall be, nay, I aheady 
feel myself, a childless man/ 

^ Yet I am your son/ replied Middlemas, in a tone sorrowful, 
but at the same time tinged with sullen resentment — ‘ your son 
by your wedded wife. Pale as she lies there, I call upon you 
both to acknowledge my rights, and all who are present to bear 
witness to them/ 

‘Wretch!’ exclaimed the maniac father, ‘canst thou think 
of thine own sordid rights in the midst of death and frenzy ? 
My son 1 Thou art the fiend who hast occasioned my wTetched- 
ness in this world, and w^ho will share my eternal misery in 
the next. Hence from my sight, and my curse go with 
thee ! ’ 

His eyes fixed on the ground, his arms folded on his breast, 
the haughty and dogged spirit of Middlemas yet seemed to 
meditate reply. But Hartley, Winter, and other bystanders 
interfered, and forced him from the apartment. As they en- 
deavoured to remonstrate with him, he twisted himself out of 
their grasp, ran to the stables, and seizing the first saddled 
horse that he found, out of many that hM been in haste got 
ready to seek for assistance, he threw himself on its back and 
rode furiously off. Hartley was about to mount and follow 
him; but Winter and the other domestics threw themselves 
around him, and implored him not to desert their unfortunate 
master^ at time when the influence which he had acquired 
over him might be the only restraint on the violence of his 
passions. 

‘He had a coup de soleil in India/ whispered Winter, ‘and 
is capable of anything in his fits. These cowards cannot con- 
trol him, and I am old and feeble/ 

Satisfied that General Witherington was a greater object 
of compassion than Middlemas, whom besides he had no hope 
of overtaking, and who he believed was safe in his own keep- 
ing, however violent might be his present emotions, Hartley re- 
turned where the greater emergency demanded his immediate 
care. 

He found the unfortunate general contending with the 
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domestics, who endeavoured to prevent his making his way to 
the apartment where his children slept, and exclaiming furiously, 
‘ Rejoice, my treasures — rejoice ! He has fled who would pro- 
claim your father’s crime and your mother’s dishonour 1 He 
has fled, never to return, whose life has been the death of one 
parent and the ruin of another ! Courage, my children, your 
father is with you — he will make his way to you through a 
hundred obstacles!’ 

The domestics, intimidated and undecided, were giving way 
to him, when Adam Hartley approached, and, placing himself 
before the unhappy man, fixed his eye firmly on the General’s, 
while he said in a low but stern voice — ‘ Madman, would you 
kill your children ? ’ 

The General seemed staggered in his resolution, but still 
attempted to rush past him. But Hartley, seizing him by the 
collar of his coat on each side, ‘You are my prisoner,’ he said ; 
‘ I command you to follow me/ 

‘ Ha ! prisoner, and for high treason 1 Dog, thou hast met 
thy death I ’ 

The distracted man drew a poniard from his bosom, and 
Hartley’s strength and resolution might not perhaps have saved 
his life, had not Winter mastered the General’s right hand, and 
contrived to disarm him. 

‘I am your prisoner, then,’ he said; ‘use me civilly — and 
let me see my wife and children.’ 

‘You shall see them to-morrow,’ said Hartley; ‘follow us 
instantly, and without the least resistance.’ 

General Witherington followed like a child, with the air of 
one who is suffering for a cause in which he glories. 

‘I am not ashamed of my principles,’ he said — ‘lam willing 
to die for my king/ 

Without exciting his frenzy, by contradicting the fantastic 
idea which occupied his imagination, Hartley continued to 
maintain over his patient the ascendency he had acquired. 
He caused him to be led to his apartment, and beheld him 
suffer himself to be put to bed. Administering then a strong 
composing-draught, and causing a servant to sleep in the room, 
he watched the unfortunate man till dawn of morning. 

General Witherington awoke in his full senses, and appar» 
ently conscious of his real situation, which he testified by low 

S roans, sobs, and tears. When Hartley drew near his bedside 
e knew him perfectly, and said, ‘Do not fear me — the fit is 
over; leave me now, and see after yonder unfortunate. Let 
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him leave Britain as soon as possible, and go where his 
calls him, and where we can never meet more. Winter knows 
my ways, and will take care of me/ 

Winter gave the same advice. ‘ I can answer/ he said, ' 
my master's security at present ; but in Heaven's name, prevent 
his ever meeting again with that- obdurate young man 1 ' 


CHAPTER IX 

Well, then, the world ’s mine oyster, 

Which I with sword will open/ 

Merry Wives of Windsor, 

m the 

after bis comrade Ra inquiries were 

man and horse all in a foam. He mde 
tions about supper or the like bnf- «no+ ^ 

pstairs into Hs apartment, and shut 
door. The servants onlyTupSsed that 

apprehenS?f ^md^after^EioS^ and™aSna°^ without some 

MMdlemafaJpeS!™^^ --d 

and powdered] althoua-h from th P a iair arranged 

had not been Wpt in^’JifhTpreceZfSt 

countenance, haggard and ghastly seemed Richard’s 

.™e1Ktfsp.£™" 

e4“£“ 

”*'? ata,S“l‘'f* “ ■“ miine^te posisession of the°?eat’ 

H«rtey ;ljaSase“fe‘is*Lto^ 1?^*'“'’"”®*°“’“'’ “s»«8'l 

■niuSsT hfm p?bS!o5St"“tt 

oircJrtaS" ““ 'one i„ 

‘Why, ay,’ said Middlemas, with a bitter smile, ‘it would 
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be difiScuIt to most men to keep up their ji. 

and losing father, mother, and a good inhSS gaming 

same day. ^But I had always a tui?i for phtSS ®’’ 

I reaUy do not understand you, Mr. ffiddlemaj’ 
whj, I found my parents yesterday, did I nnf V’ 1 

the young man. ‘My mother, as you kiimZ i answered 
that moment to die, and my father to beenTnl waited but 
I conclude both were contrived pumn«ol,r ^®_^i®tfacted ; and 



‘InheriSnce r r^eXed Kw ‘ 

calmness, and half suspecting tha/th7 inS V P^<5iia,rd’s 
was hereditary in the family. ‘In Heaven^«^ father 

yourself, and get rid of these haUucinations wr??’ je<?oUect 
are you dreaming ofV ’ Vv iiat inheritance 

W mother, to be sure, who must • i . 
old Moncada s wealth ; and to whom should if inherited 

her ekldren ? I am the eldest of them — fi?,.? 
denied.’ ™at fact cannot be 

But consider, Richard — recollect yourself’ 

< Richard ; ‘ and, what then ? ’ ' 

fhen you rannot but remember,’ said HartleTT x 

there was a will m your favour, your birth nr-a’ , nnless 
inheriting.’ Prevents you from 

‘ You are mistaken, sir : I am legitimate v i 
brats whom you rescued from the grave are not 
^an I am. Yes, our parents could not flU®®’^®,i®S^f\niate 
Heaven to breathe on them ; me they committing *+i? 
and the waves. I am nevertheless their ^ 
well as their puling offspring of advanced ale ^ 

h^Ith. I saw them, Adam : Winter showed ^ decayed 
while they were gathering courage to receive mo® “J/®®ry to me 
room. There they lay, the children S 
of the East expended that they might sW sofr 
magnificence. I, the eldest brother — the heir t®" ^ri 

their bed in the borrowed dress which I bari stood beside 
changed for the rags of an hospital. Their em, 1° 6^- 

the richest perfumes, while I was reeking Lm ^®® breathed 
and I — I repeat it — the heir, the produ^ of Pest-bouse ,- 
best love, was thus treated. No wondw tk t m 1 ^^best and 
of a basilisk.’ ®^ ^bat my fook was that 

‘You speakasifyou were possessed with an Ami • -x , . 

Hartley ; or else you labour under a strange del 

You thmk those only are legaUy married whom a 
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drowsy parson has read the ceremony from a dog's-eared prayer- 
book ? It may be so in your English law ; but Scotland makes 
Love himself the priest. A vow betwixt a fond couple, the 
blue heaven alone witnessing, will protect a confiding girl 
against the perjury of a fickle swain, as much as if a dean had 
performed the rites in the loftiest cathedral in England. Nay, 
more ; if the child of love be acknowledged by the father at 
the time when he is baptized, if he present the mother to 
strangers of respectability as his wife, the laws of Scotland will 
not allow him to retract the justice which has, in these actions, 
been done to the female whom he has wronged, or the offspring 
of their mutual love. This General Tresham, or Witherington, 
treated my unhappy mother as his wife before Gray and others, 
quartered her as such in the family of a respectable man, gave 
her the same name by which he himself chose to pass for the 
time. He presented me to the priest as his lawful offspring; 
and the law of Scotland, benevolent to the helpless child, will 
not allow him now to disown what he so formally admitted. 
I know my rights, and am determined to claim them.' 

‘ You do not then intend to go on board the “ Middlesex " ? 
Think a little. You will lose your voyage and your commission. ' 

will save my birthright,' answered Middleman ‘When 
I thought of going to India, I knew not my parents, or how to 
make good the rights which I had through them. That riddle 
is solved. I am entitled to at least a third of Mon§ada's estate, 
which, by Winter's account, is considerable. But for you, and 
your mode of treating the small-pox, I should have had the 
whole. Little did I think, when old Gray was likely to have 
his wig pulled off for putting out fires, throwing open win- 
dows, and exploding whisky and watex', that the new system 
of treating the small-pox was to cost me so many thousand 
pounds.' 

‘You are determined, then,' said Hartley, ‘on this wild 
course?' 

‘ I know my rights, and am determined to make them avail- 
able,' answered the obstinate youth. 

‘ Mr. Richard Middlemas, I am sorry for you.' 

‘Mr. Adam Hartley, I beg to know why I am honoured by 
your sorrow.' 

‘I pity you,' answered Hartley, ‘both for the obstinacy of 
selfishness which can think of wealth after the scene you saw 
last night, and for the idle vision which leads you to believe 
that you can obtain possession of it.' 
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'Selflsli!' cried Middlemas; ‘why, I am a dutiful son, 
labouring to clear the memory of a calumniated mother. And 
am I a visionary ? Why, it was to this hope that I awakened 
when old Mongada's letter to Gray, devoting me to perpetual 
obscurity, first roused me to a sense of my situation, and dis- 
pelled the dreams of my childhood. Do you think that I would 
ever have submitted to the drudgery which I shared with you, 
but that, by doing so, I kept in view the only traces of these 
unnatural parents, by means of which I proposed to introduce 
myself to their notice, and, if necessary, enforce the rights of 
a legitimate child ? The silence and death of Mongada broke 
my plans, and it was then only I reconciled myself to the 
thoughts of India. ^ 

‘ You were very young to have known so much of the Scot- 
tivsh law, at the time when we were first acquainted,' said 
Hartley. ‘But I can guess your instructor.' 

‘No less authority than Tom Hillary's,' replied Middlemas. 
‘His good counsel on that head is a reason why I do not now 
prosecute him to the gallows.' 

‘I judged as much,' replied Hartley; ‘for I heard him, 
before I left Middlemas, debating the point with Mr. Lawford ; 
and I recollect perfectly that he stated the law to be such as 
you now lay down.' 

‘ And what said Lawford in answer ? ' demanded Middlemas. 

‘He admitted,' replied Hartley, ‘ that, in circumstances where 
the case was doubtful, such presumptions of legitimacy might 
be admitted. But he said they were liable to be controlled by 
positive and precise testimony, as, for instance, the evidence of 
the mother declaring^ the illegitimacy of the child.' 

‘But there can exist none such in my case,' said Middlemas 
hastily, and with marks of alarm. 

‘I will not deceive you, Mr. Middlemas, though I fear I 
cannot help giving you pain. I had yesterday a long con- 
ference with your mother, Mrs. Witherington, in which she 
acknowledged you as her son, but a son born before marriage. 
This express declaration will, therefore, put an end to the sup- 
positions on which you ground your hopes. If you please, you 
may hear the contents of her declaration, which I have in her 
own handwriting,' 

‘ Confusion I is the cup to be for ever dashed from my lips 1 ' 
muttered Richard ; but recovering his composure by exertion 
of the self-command of which he possessed so large a portion, 
he desired Hartley to proceed with his communication. Hartley 
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Moordingly proceeded to inform him of the particulars preced- 
ing his birth and those which followed after it ; while Middlemas 
seated on a sea-chest, listened with inimitaWe composure to a 
tale which went to root up the flourishing hopes of wealth 
which he had lately so fondly entertained. 

Zilia Mongada was the only child of a Portuguese Jew of 
great wealth, who had come to London in prosecution of his 
commerce. Among the few Christians who frequented his 
house, and occasionally his table, was Richard Tresham a 
gentleman of a high Northumbrian family, deeply eno'ao-ed’in 
the service of Charles Edward during his short invasion, and 
though holding a commission in the Portuguese servic^ still 
an object of suspicion to the British government on account of 
his well-known courage and Jacobitieal principles. The high- 
bred elegance of this gentleman, together with his complete 
acquaintance with the Portuguese language and manners had 
won the intimacy of old Monqada, and, alas ! the heart of the 
inexperienced Zilia, who, beautiful as an angel, had as little 
knowledge of the world and its wickedness as the lamb that is 
but a week old. 

Tresham made his proposals to Monqada, perhaps in a 
manner which too evidently showed that he conceived the 
high-born Christian was degrading himself in asking an alliance 
with the wealthy Jew. Mon§ada rejected his proposals, forbade 
him his house, but could not prevent the lovers from meeting 
in private. _ Tresham made a dishonourable use of the oppor- 
tunities which the poor Zilia so incautiously afforded, and the 
consequence was her ruin. The lover, however, had every 
purpose of righting the injury which he had inflicted, and 
after various plans of secret marriage, which were rendered 
abortive by the difference of religion and other circumstances, 
night tor bcotland was determined on. The hurry of the 
journey, the fear and anxiety to which Zilia was subiect 
brought on her confinement several weeks before the usual 
time, so that they were compelled to accept of the assistance 
and accommodation offered by Mr. Gray. They had not been 
there inany hours ere Tresham heard, by the medium of some 
sharp-sighted or keen-eared friend, that there were warrants 
out a^inst him for treasonable practices. His correspondence 
with Charles Edward had become known to Moncada durino' 
the period of their friendship ; he betrayed it in vengeance to 
the British cabinet, and warrants were issued, in which at 
Mongadas request, his daughter’s name was included. This 
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might be of use, he apprehended, to enable him to separate his 
daughter fom Tresham, should he find the fugitivei aotuaS? 
mamed How far he succeeded the reader alr^dy knoS al 
weU as the precautions which he toot to prevent tto W 

daughter he carried with him, and subjected her to seyere 

restraint, which her own reflections rendered doubly bitter 
It would have completed his revenge had the author oi Zilia’s 

£°c? T u° political 

ottences. But Tresham skulked among fi-iends in the Hiuh- 

lai^s, Md escaped until the affair blew over. 

He afterwards entered into the East India Company’s service 

tli«« terns were forgotten. His skill 

rmilvS Mon'TrH inwiries were after the 

S on tl«7 l?f^ 1 ?'® and the late con- 

action that his daughter never would marry any but him who 

ment to General Witherington which he had always denied to 
the poor and outlawed Major Tresham; and the lovers after 
tSfk fourteen years separated, were at length united in 

of earnest wish 

^Lnl/hi h^'^7’ remembrance of former events 

should be buried, by leaving the fruit of the early and 
unhappy intrigue suitably provided for, but in a distant and 

obscure situation. Eilia thon’o-bf. far nf.boiT^yyn'cf/^ rr i j. 



, r ill ^ oDiect 01 Her nrst 

maternal tenderness, but she dared not place herself in opposi- 

hv inr. ^1® religious prejudices much efiaeed 

Xo i®i England, bad given consent that she 

hprimfiT^°™ 4 .K® the established religion of her husband and 
her country: the latter, haughty as we have described him 
*0 the beautiful convert among his 

high-bom kindred. The discovery of her former frailty would 
5p'l^^®7®f to her respeetabffity which he dreaded like 
death , and it could not long remain a secret from his wife 
that, m consequence of a severe illness in India, even his reason 

violently agi- 
tated his feelings. She had, therefore, acquiesced in patience 
and silence in the course of policy which Mon^ada had SeviS^ 
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and wMchi her husband anxiously and warmly approved. Yet 
her thoughts, even when their marriage^ was blessed with other 
offspring, anxiously reverted to the banished and outcast child 
who had first been clasped to the maternal bosom. 

All these feelings, ‘ subdued and cherished long,’ were set 
afloat in full tide by the unexpected discovery of this son, 
redeemed from- a lot of extreme misery, and placed before his 
mother’s imagination in circumstances so disastrous. 

It was in vain that her husband had assured her that he 
would secure the young man’s prosperity by his purse and his 
interest. She could not be satisfied until she had herself done 
something to alleviate the doom of banishment to which her 
eldest-born was thus condemned.^ She was the more eager to 
do so, as she felt the extreme delicacy of her health, which was 
undermined by so many years of secret suffering. 

Mrs. Witherington was, in conferring her maternal bounty, 
naturally led to employ the agency of Hartley, the companion 
of her son, and to whom, since the recovery of her younger 
children, she almost looked up as to a tutelar deity. She 
placed in his hands a sum of £2000, which she had at her owm 
unchallenged disposal, with a request, uttered in the fondest 
and most affectionate terms, that it might be applied to the 
service of Richard Middlemas in the way Hartley should think 
most useful to him. She assured him of fiirther support as it 
should be needed ; and a note to the following purport was also 
entrusted to him, to be delivered when and w4ere the prudence 
of Hartley should judge it proper to confide to him the secret 
of his birth. 

‘ Oh, Benoni ! Oh, child of my sorrow ! ’ said this interest-* 
ing document, ‘ why should the eyes of thy unhappy mother be 
about to obtain permission to look on thee, since her arms 
were denied the right to fold thee to her bosom? May the 
God of Jews and of Gentiles watch over thee and guard thee ! 
May He remove, in His good time, the darkness which rolls be- 
tween me and the beloved of my heart — the first ffuit of my 
unhappy, nay, unhallowed, affection. Do not — do not, my 
beloved, think thyself a lonely exile, while thy mother’s 
prayers arise for thee at sunrise and at sunset, to call down 
every blessing on thy head — to invoke every power in thy 
protection and defence. Seek not to see me. Oh, why must I 
say so ? But let me humble myself in the dust, since it is my 
own sin, my own folly, which I must blame ; but seek not to 
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see or speak with me — it might be the death of both. Confide 
thy thoughts to the excellent Hartley, who hath been the 
guardian an^el of us all, even as the tribes of Israel had each 
their guardian angel. What thou shalt wish, and he shall 
advise in thy behalf, shall be done, if in the power of a mother. 
And the love of a mother, — is it bounded by seas, or can 
deserts and distance measure its limits? Oh, child of mv 
soTOw i Oh, Benoiii 1 let thy spirit be with mine, as mine is 
with thee. Z M ’ 

All these arrangements being completed, the unfortunate 
lady next insisted with her husband that she should be per- 

interview which termi- 
nated so fatally. Hartley, therefore, now discharged as her 
executor the duty entrusted to him as her confidential agent. 

he thought, as, having finished his communication, 
he vyas about to leave the apartment — ‘surely the demons of 
ambition and avarice will unclose the talons which they have 

A man, at a charm like this.’ 

minSl heart had been formed of the nether 

millstone had he not been duly affected by these first and 
ast tokens of his mother’s Section. He leant his head upon 
a table, and his tears flowed plentifully. Hartley left him un- 
disturbed for more than an hour, and on his return found him 
m nearly the same attitude in which he had left him. 

I regret to disturb you at this moment/ be said 'but I 
have stiU a part of my duty to discharge. I mS plac/in 

imds, and I must also remind you that time flies fast, and 

Gi- two to determine whether you 
will prosecute your Indian voyage under the new view of cir- 
cumstences which I have opened to you ’ 

Middlemas took the bills wMch his mother had bequeathed 
mm. As be raised bis bead Hartley could observe tbnt biq 
fece was stained with tears. Yet he counted o^^^ 
with mercantile accuracy ; and though he assumed the p^^for 

SieS" ye/hrdS with an air of inconLable 

Hartley almost started, and answered hastily, ‘You have 

was addressed to yourself; the 
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narrative is addressed to me. It is my warrant for disposing 
of a large sum of money; it concerns the rights of third partieSj 
and I cannot part with it/ 

* Surely — surely it were better to deliver it into my hands, 
were it but to weep over it,^ answered Middlemas. ^My 
fortune, Hartley, has been very cruel. You see that my 
parents purposed to have made me their undoubted heir ; yet 
their purpose was disappointed by accident, i^d now my 
mother comes with well-intended fondness, and, while she means 
to advance my fortune, furnishes evidence to destroy it. Come 
— come, Hartley, you must be conscious that my mother wrote 
those details entirely for my information. I am the rightful 
owner, and insist on having them.’ 

H am sorry I must insist on refusing your demand,’ 
answered Hartley, putting the papers in his pocket. ‘You 
ought to consider that, if this communication has destroyed the 
idle and groundless hopes which you have indulged in, it has, 
at the same time, more than trebled your capital; and that if 
there are some hundreds or thousands in the world richer than 
yourself, there are many millions not half so well provided. 
Set a brave spirit, then, against your fortune, and do not doubt 
your success in life.’ 

His words seemed to sink into the gloomy mind of Middle- 
mas. He stood silent for a moment, and then answered with 
a reluctant and insinuating voice — 

‘My dear Hartley, we have long been companions ; you can 
have neither pleasure nor interest in ruining my hopes — you 
may find some in forwarding them. Mongada’s fortune will 
enable me to allow five thousand pounds to the friend who 
should aid me in my difficulties.’ 

‘Good morning to you, Mr. Middlemas,’ said Hartley, en- 
deavouring to withdraw. . 

‘One moment — one moment,’ said Middlemas, holding his 
friend by the button at the same time, ‘I meant to say ten 
thousand — and — and — marry whomsoever you like — 1 will 
not be your hindrance.’ 

‘You are a villain 1’ said Hartley, breaking from him, ‘and 
I always thought you so/ 

‘And you,’ answered Middlemas, ‘are a fool, and I never 
thought you better. Off he goes. Let him — the game has 
been played and lost. I must hedge my bets : India must be 
my back-play.’ 

All was in readiness for his departure. A small vessel and 
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/ .fefoiiriiig gale,: eoii:Te}^ed Mm and- sejeral other military 
gentlemen to the Downs, where the Indiaman which ^ was to 
transport them from Europe lay ready for their reception. 

His first feelings ■were sufficiently disconsolate. But accus- 
tomed from his infancy to conceal his internal thoughts, he 
appeared in the course of a week the gayest and best-bred . 

passenger who ever dared the long and weary space betwixt 
Old England and her Indian possessions. At Madras, where 
the sociable feelings of the resident inhabitants give ready^way 
to enthusiasm in behalf of any stranger of agreeable qualities, 
he experienced that warm hospitality which distinguishes the 
British character in the East. ^ ! 

Middlemas was well received in company, and in the way 
of becoming an indispensable guest at every entertainment in 
the place, when the vessel on board of which Hartley acted as 
surgeon^s mate arrived at the same settlement. The latter 
would not, from his situation, have^ been entitled to expect 
much civility and attention ; but this disadvantage was made 
up by his possessing the most powerful introductions from 
General Witherington, and from other persons of weight in 
Leadenhall Street, the General’s friends, to the principal in- 
habitants in the settlement. He found himself once more, 
therefore, moving in the same sphere with Middlemas, and 
under the alternative of living with him on decent and distant 
terms, or of breaking off with him altogether. 

The first of these courses might- perhaps have been the 
wisest; but the other was most congenial to the blunt and 
plain character of Hartley, who saw neither propriety nor com- 
fort in maintaining a show of friendly intercourse, to conceal 
hate, contempt, and mutual dislike. 

The circle at Fort St. George was much more restricted 
at that time than it has been since. The coldness of the 
young men did not escape notice. It transpired that they 
had f3een once intimates and fellow-students ; yet it was now 
found that they hesitated at accepting invitations to the same 
parties. Rumour assigned many different and incompatible 
reasons for this deadly breach, to which Hartley gave no 
attention whatever, while Lieutenant Middlemas took care to 
countenance those which represented the cause of the quarrel 
most favourably to himself. 

little bit of rivalry had ■ taken place,’ he said, -when 
pressed by gentlemen for an explanation; ‘he had only had 
the good luck to get further -in-.'the good graces. .of a fair lady 
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tiian his friend Hartley, who had made a quarrel of it, as they 
fiaw. He thought it very silly to keep up spleen, at such a 
distance of time and space. He was sorry, more for the sake 
of the strangeness of the appearance of the thing than any- 
thing else, although his friend had really some very good 
points about him/ 

While these whispers were working their effect in society, 
they did not prevent Hartley firom receiving the most flatter- 
ing assurances of encouragement and official promotion from 
the Madras government as opportunity should arise. Soon 
after, it was intimated to him that a medical appointment of 
a lucrative nature in a remote settlement was conferred on 
him, which removed him for some time from Madras and its 
neighbourhood. 

Hartley accordingly sailed on his distant expedition ; and it 
was observed that after his departure the character of Middle- 
mas, as if some check had been removed, began to display 
itself in disagreeable colours. It was noticed that this young 
man, whose manners were so agreeable and so courteous during 
the first months after his arrival in India, began now to show 
symptoms of a haughty and overbearing spirit. He had 
adopted, for reasons which the reader may conjecture, but 
which appeared to be mere whim at Fort St. George, the name 
of Tresham in addition to that by which he had hitherto been 
distinguished, and in this he persisted with an obstinacy which 
belonged more to the pride than the craft of his character. 
The lieutenant-colonel of the regiment, an old cross-tempered 
martinet, did not choose to indulge the captain (such was now 
the rank of Middlemas) in this humour. 

‘ He knew no officer,' he said, * by any name save that which 
he bore in his commission,' and he^Middlemas'd the captain on 
all occasions. 

One fatal evening, the captain was so much provoked as to 
intimate peremptorily ‘that he knew his own name best.' 

‘Why, Captain Middlemas,' replied the colonel, ‘it is not 
every child that knows its own father, so how can every man 
be so sure of his own name?' 

The bow was drawn at a venture, but the shaft found the 
rent in the armour and stung deeply. In spite of all the 
interposition which could be attempted, Middlemas insisted on 
challenging the colonel, who could be persuaded to no apology. 

* If Captain Middlemas,' he said, * thought the cap fitted, he 
was welcome to wear it/ 
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The result was a meeting, in which, after the parties had 
exchanged shots, the seconds tendered their mediation. It 
was rejected by Middlemas, who at the second fire had the 
misfortune to kill his commanding- officer. In consequence, he 
was obliged to fly from the British settlements; for, being 
universally blamed for having pushed the quarrel to extremity, 
there was little doubt that the whole severity of military dis- 
cipline would^ be exercised upon the delinquent. Middlemas, 
therefore, vanished from Fort St. George, and, though the affair 
had made much noise at the time, was soon no longer talked 
of. It was understood, in general, that he had gone to seek 
that fortune at the court of some native prince which he could 
no longer hope for in the British settlements. 


CHAPTER X 


T HEEE years passed away after the fatal rencounter 
mentioned in the last chapter, and Doctor Hartley, re- 
turning from his appointed mission, which was only 
temporary, received encouragement to settle in Madras in a 
medical capacity; and, upon having done so, soon had reason 
to think he had chosen a line in which he might rise to wealth 
and reputation. His practice was not confined to his country- 
men, but much sought after among the natives, who, whatever 
may be their prejudices against the Europeans in other respects, 
nniversally esteem their superior powers in the medical profes- 
sion. This lucrative branch of practice rendered it necessary 
that Hartley should make the Oriental languages his study, in 
order to hold communication with his patients without the inter- 
vention of an inteipreter. He had enough of opportunities to 
practise as a linguist, for, in acknowledgment, as he used jocu- 
larly to say, of the large fees of the wealthy Moslemah and 
Hindoos, he attended the poor of all nations gratis, whenever 
he was called upon. 

It so chanced, that one evening he was hastily summoned, 
by a message irom the Secretary of the Government, to attend 
a patient of conseq^uence. ‘Yet he is, after all, only a fakir,’ 
said^ the message. ‘You will find him at the tomb of Cara 
Kazij the Mohammedan saint and doctor, about one coss from 
the fort. Inquire for him by the name of Barak el Hadgi. 
Such a patient promises no fees ; but we know how little you 
care about the pagodas, and, besides, the Government is your 
paymaster on this occasion,’ 

‘That is the last matter to be thought on,’ said Hartley, 
and instantly repaired in his palanquin to the place pointed 
out to him. 

The tomb of the <mlia\ or Mohammedan saint, Cara Kazi, was 
a place held in much reverence by every good Mussulman, It 
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was situated in the centre of a grove of mangos and tamarind- 
trees, and was built of red stone, having three domes, and 
minarets at every corner. There was a court in front, as usual, 
around which were cells constructed for the accommodation of 
the fakirs who visited the tomb from motives of devotion, and 
made a longer or shorter residence there as they thought 
proper, subsisting upon the alms which the faithful never fail 
to bestow on them in exchange for the benefit ^ of their prayers. 
These devotees were engaged day and night in reading verses 
of the Koran before the tomb, which was constructed of white 
marble, inscribed with sentences from the book of the Prophet, 
and with the various titles conferred by the Koran upon the 
Supreme Being. Such a sepulchre, of which there are many, 
is, with its appendages and attendants, respected during wars 
and revolutions, and no less by Peringis (Franks, that is) and 
Hindoos than by Mohammedans themselves. The fakirs, in 
return, act as spies for all parties, and are often employed in 
secret missions of importance. 

Complying with the Mohammedan custom, our friend Hartley 
laid aside his shoes at the gates of the holy precincts, and 
avoiding to give offence by approaching near to the tomb, he 
w^ent up to the principal moullak, or priest, who was distin- 
guishable by the length of his beard and the size of the large 
wooden beads, with which the Mohammedans, like the Catholics, 
keep register of their prayers. Such a person, venerable by his 
age, sanctity of character, and his real or supposed contempt of 
worldly pursuits and enjoyments, is regarded as the head of an 
establishment of this kind. 

The moullah is permitted by his situation to be more com- 
municative with strangers than his younger brethren, who in 
the present instance remained with their eyes fixed on the 
Koran, muttering their recitations without noticing the Euro- 
pean, or attending to what he said, as he inquired at their 
superior for Barak el Hadgi. 

The moullah was seated on the earth, from which he did not 
arise, or show any mark of reverence; nor did he interrupt the 
tale of his beads, which he continued to count assiduously 
while Hrfey was speaking. When he finished, the old man 
raised his eyes, and looking at him with an air of distraction, 
as if he was endeavouring to recollect what he had been saying, 
he at length pointed to one of the cells, and resumed his 
devotions like one who felt impatient of whatever withdrew his 
attention from his sacred duties, were it but for an instant 
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Hartley entered the cell indicated, with the usual salutation 
of ^ Mam ahikmi' His patient lay on a little carpet in a 
GOT 21 BT of the small whitewashed cell. He was a man of about 
forty, dressed in the black robe of his order, very much torn 
and patched. He wore a high, conical cap of Tartarian felt, 
and had round his neck the string of black beads ^ belonging to 
his order. His eyes and posture indicated suffering, which he 
'was enduring with stoical patience. 

^Mam alaiktm,' said Hartley; 'you are in pain, my 
father ? ' a title which he gave rather to the profession than 
to the years of the person he addressed. 

^ Ma 7)1 alaikum hema mhartem^^ answered the fakir. ^ Well 
is it for you that you have suffered patiently. The Book saith, 
such shall be the greeting of the angels to those who enter 
paradise/ 

The conversation being thus opened, the physician proceeded 
to inquire into the complaints of the patient, and to prescribe 
what he thought advisable. Having done this, he was about 
to retire, when, to his great surprise, the fakir tendered him a 
ring of some value. 

‘The wise/ said Hartley, declining the present, and at the 
same time paying a suitable compliment to the fakir ^s cap and 
robe — ‘the wise of every country are brethren. My left hand 
takes no guerdon of my right.' 

‘ A Peringi can then refuse gold 1 ' said the fakir. ‘ I thought 
they took it from every hand, whether pure as that of an houri 
or leprous like Gehazi's, even as the hungry dog reeketh not 
whetW the flesh he eateth be of the camel of the prophet 
Saleth or of the ass of Degial, on whose head be curses! ' 

‘The Book says,' replied Hartley, ‘that it is Allah who 
closes and who enlarges the heart. Prank and Mussulman are 
all alike moulded by His pleasure.' 

‘My brother hath spoken wisely,' answered the patient. 
‘Welcome the disease, if it bring thee acquainted with a wise 
physician. For what saith the poet — “ It is well to have fallen 
to the earth, if while grovelling there thou shalt discover a 
diamond "U 

^ The physician made repeated visits to his patient, and con- 
tinued to do so even after the health of El Hadgi was entirely 
restored. He had no difficulty in discerning in him one of 
those secret agents If equently employed by Asiatic sovereigns. 
His intelligence, his learning, above all, his versatility and 
freedom from prejudices of every kind, left no doubt of Barak's 
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possessing the necessary qualifications for conducting such 
dehcate negotiations ; while his gravity of habit and profession 
could not prevent his features from expressing occasionally 
a perception of humour, not usually seen in devotees of his 
class. 

Barak el Hadgi talked often, amidst their private conversa- 
tions, of the power and dignity of the Nawaub of Mysore ; and 
Hartley had little doubt that he came from the court of Hyder 
Ali on some secret mission, perhaps for achieving a more solid 
peace betwixt that able and sagacious prince and the East India 
Company's Government, that which existed for the time being 
regarded on both parts as little more than a hollow and insin- 
cere truce. He told many stories to the advantage of this 
prince, who certainly was one of the wisest that Hindostan 
could boast, and, amidst great crimes, perpetrated to gratify his 
ambition, displayed many instances of princely generosity, and, 
what was a little more surprising, of even-handed justice. 

On one occasion, shortly before Barak el Hadgi left Madras, 
lie visited the doctor, and partook of his sherbet, which he pre- 
ferred to his own, perhaps because a few glasses of rum or 
brandy were usually added to enrich the compound. It might be 
owing to repeated applications to the jar w^hich contained this 
generous fluid, that the pilgrim became more than usually 
frank in his communications, and, not contented with praising 
his Nawaub with the most hyperbolic eloquence, he began 
to insinuate the influence which he himself enjoyed with the 
Invincible, the Lord and Shield of the Faith of the Prophet. 

‘Brother of my soul,' he said, ^do but think if thou needest 
aught that the all-powerful Hyder Ali Khan Bahauder can give ; 
and then use not the intercession of those who dwell in palaces, 
and wear jewels in their turbans, but seek the cell of thy 
brother at the great city, which is Seringapatam. And the 
poor fakir, in his torn cloak, shall better advance thy suit with 
the Nawaub ' — for Hyder did not assume the title of Sultaun — 

‘ than they who sit upon seats of honour in the divan/ 

With these and sundry other expressions of regard, he ex- 
horted Hartley to come into the Mysore, and look upon the 
face of the great prince, whose glance inspired wisdom and 
whose nod conferred wealth, so that folly or poverty could not 
appear before him. He offered at the same time to requite the 
kindness which Hartley had evinced to him, by showing him 
whatever was worthy, the attention : of a sage in the land of 
Mysore. 
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Hartley was not reluctant to promise to undertake the pro- 
posed journey, if the continuance of good understanding be- 
twixt their governments should render it practicable, and in 
reality looked forward to the possibility of such an event with 
a good deal of interest. The friends parted with mutual ^ood 
wishes, after exchanging, in the Oriental fashion, such gifts as 
became sages, to whom knowledge was to be supposed dearer 
than wealth. Barak el Hadgi presented Hartley with a small 
quantity of the balsam of Mecca, very hard to he procured in 
an unadulterated form, and gave him at the same ^ time a pass- 
port in a peculiar character, which he assured hini would be 
respected by every officer of the Nawaub, should his friend be 
disposed to accomplish his visit to the Mysore. ‘ The head of 
him who should disrespect this safe-conduct,' he said, ‘ shall not 
be more safe than that of the barley-stalk which the reaper has 
grasped in his hand.' 

Hartley requited these civilities by the present of a few 
medicines little used in the East, but such as he thought 
might, with suitable directions, be safely entrusted to a man 
so intelligent as his Moslem friend. 

It was several months after Barak had returned to the in- 
terior of India that Hartley was astonished by an unexpected 
rencounter. 

The ships from Europe had but lately arrived, and had 
brought over their usual cargo of bo3^s longing to be com- 
manders, and young women without any purpose of being 
married, but whom a pious duty to some brother, some uncle, 
or other male relative, brought to India to keep his house, until 
they should find themselves unexpectedly in one of their own. 
Doctor Hartley happened to attend a public breakfast given 
on this occasion by a gentleman high in the service. The roof 
of his friend had been recently enriched by a consignment of 
three nieces, whom the old gentleman, justly attached to his 
quiet hookah, and, it was said, to a pretty girl of colour, desired 
to offer to the public, that he might have the fairest chance to 
get rid of his new guests as soon as possible. Hartley, who was 
thought a fish worth casting a fly for, was contemplating this 
fair investment with very little interest, when he heard one of 
the company say to another in a low voice — 

* Angels and ministers! there is our old acquaintance, the 
Queen of Sheba, returned upon our hands like unsaleable 
goods.' 

Hartley looked in the same direction with the two who were 
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speaking, and his eye was caught by a Semiramis-looMiig person, 
of unusual stature and amplitude, arrayed in a sort^ of riding- 
habit, but so formed, and so looped and gallooned with lace, as 
made it resemble the upper tunic of a native chief. Her robe 
was composed of crimson silk, rich with flowers of gold. She 
wore wide trowsers of light blue silk, a fine scarlet shawl around 
her waist, in w^hich was stuck a creeze, with a richly ornamented 
handle. Her throat and arms were loaded with chains and 
bracelets, and her turban, formed of a shawl similar to that 
worn around her waist, was decorated by a magnificent aigrette, 
fi-om which a blue ostrich plume flowed in one direction and a 
red one in another. The brow, of European complexion, on 
w’^hich this tiara rested, was too lofty for beauty, but seemed 
made for command; the aquiline nose retained its form, but 
the cheeks were a little sunken, and the complexion so very 
brilliant as to give strong evidence that the whole countenance 
had undergone a thorough repair since the lady had left her 
couch. A black female slave, richly dressed, stood behind her 
with a chowry, or cow's tail, having a silver handle, which she 
used to keep off the flies. From the mode in which she was 
addressed by those who spoke to her, this lady appeared a 
person of too much importance to be affronted or neglected, 
and yet one with whom none desired farther communication 
than the occasion seemed in propriety to demand. 

She did not, however, stand in need of attention. The 
well-Imown captain of an East Indian vessel lately arrived from 
Britain was sediiloiisly polite to her ; and two or three gentle- 
men, whom Hartley knew to be engaged in trade, tended upon 
her as they would have done upon the safety of a rich argosy. 

^Por Heaven's sake, what is that for a ZenobiaU said 
Hartley to the gentleman whose whisper had first attracted his 
attention to this lofty dame. 

* Is it possible you do^not know the Queen of Sheba ? ' said 
the person of whom he inquired, no way loth to communicate 
the information demanded. ‘ You must Imow, then, that she 
is the daughter of a Scotch emigrant, who lived and died at 
Pondicherry, a sergeant in Lally's regiment. She managed to 
marry a partizan officer named Montreville, a Swiss or French- 
man, I cannot tell which. After the surrender of Pondicherry, 
this hero and heroine — ~ But hey — what the devil are you 
thinking of? If you stare at her that way you will make a 
scene; for she will think nothing of scolding you across the 
table.' 
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But, without attending to his friend's remonstrances, Hartley 
bolted from the table at which he sat, and made his way, with 
something less than the decorum which the rules of society 
enjoin, towards the place where the lady in question was 
seated. 

^ The doctor is surely mad this morning ' said his friend 

Major Mercer to old Quartermaster Calder. 

Indeed, Hartley was not perhaps strictly in his senses ; for, 
looking at the Queen of Sheba as he listened to Major Mercer, 
his eye fell on a light female form beside her, so placed as if 
she desired to be eclipsed by the bulky form and flowing robes 
we hare described, and to his extreme astonishment he recog- 
nised the friend of his childhood, the love of his youth — Menie 
Gray herself ! 

To see her in India was in itself astonishing. To see her 
apparently under such strange patronage greatly increased 
his surprise. To make his way to her and address her seemed 
the natural and direct mode of satisfying the feelings which 
her appearance excited. 

His impetuosity was, however, checked when, advancing 
close upon Miss Gray and her companion, he observed that the 
former, though she looked at him, exhibited not the slightest 
token of recognition, unless he could interpret as such that 
she slightly touched her upper lip with her forefinger, which, if 
it happened otherwise than by mere accident, might be con- 
strued to mean, ‘ Do not speak to me just now.' 

Hartley, adopting such an interpretation, stood stock still, 
blushing deeply ; for he was aware that he made for the moment 
but a silly figure. He was the rather convinced of this when, 
with a voice which in the force of its accents corresponded with 
her commanding air, Mrs. Montreville addressed him in English, 
which savoured slightly of a Swiss patois — ‘ You haave come 
to us very fast, sir, to say nothing at all. Are yon sure you 
did not get your tongue stolen by de way ? ' 

‘I thought I had seen an old friend in that lady, madam,' 
stammered Hartley, ‘but it seems I am mistaken.' 

‘The good people do tell me that you are one Doctors 
Hartley, sir. Now, my friend and I do not know Doctors 
Hartley at all.' 

‘ I have not the presumption to pretend to your acquaintance, 
madam, but him — 

Here Menie repeated the sign in such a manner that, 
though it was only momentary, Hartley could not misunder- 
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stand its purpose ; lie therefore changed the end of his senteneej 
and added, ‘But I ha¥e only to make my bow, and ask pardon 
for my mistake/ 

He retired back accordingly among the company, unable to 
quit the room, and inquiring at those whom he considered as 
the best newsmongers for such information as — ‘ Who is that 
stately-looking woman, Mr. Butler ? ^ 

‘ Oh, the Queen of Sheba, to be sure/ 

‘ And who is that pretty girl who sits beside her 1 ^ 

‘ Or rather behind her,^ answered Butler, a military chaplain. 

‘ Faith, I cannot say. Pretty did you call her ? ’ turning his 
opera-glass that way. ‘ Yes, faith, she is pretty — very pretty. 
Gad, she shoots her glances as smartly from behind the old 
pile yonder as Teucer from behind Ajax Telamon’s shield.' 

‘ But who is she, can you tell me T 

‘Some fair-skinned speculation of old Montreville's,^ I sup- 
pose, that she has got either to toady herself or take in some 
of her black friends with. Is it possible you have never heard 
of old Mother Montreville 1 ' 

‘ You know I have been so long absent from Madras ’ 

‘Well,' continued Butler, ‘this lady is the widow of a Swiss 
officer in the French service, who, after the surrender of 
Pondicherry, went off into the interior, and commenced soldier 
on his own account. He got possession of a fort, under pre- 
tence of keeping it for some simple rajah or other ; assembled 
around him a parcel of desperate vagabonds, of every colour in 
the rainbow ; occupied a considerable territory, of which he 
raised the duties in his own name, and declared for independ- 
enea But Plyder Naig understood no such interloping pro- 
ceedings, and down he came, besieged the fort and took it, 
though some pretend it was betrayed to him by this very 
woman. Be that as it may, the poor Swiss was found dead on 
the ramparts. Certain it is, she received large sums of money, 
under pretence of paying off her troops, surrendering of hill- 
forts, and Heaven knows what besides. She was permitted 
also to retain some insignia of royalty j and, as she was wont 
to talk of Hyder as the Eastern Solomon, she generally became 
known by the title of Queen of Sheba. She leaves her court 
when she pleases, and has been as far as Fort St. George before 
now. In a word, she^ does pretty much as she likes. The 
great folks here are civil to her, though they look on her as 
little better than a spy. As to Hyder, it is supposed he has 
ensured her fidelity by borrowing the greater part of her 
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treasures, wliicli prevents her from daring to break with him --- 
besides other causes that smack of scandal of another sort/ 

' A singular story/ replied Hartley to his companion, while 
his heart dwelt on the question, How it was possible that the 
gentle and simple Menie Gray should be in the train of such a 
character as this adventuress ? 

'But Butler has not told you the best of it,’ said Major 
Mercer, who by this time came round to finish his own story. 

' Your old acquaintance, Mr. Tresham, or Mr. Middlemas, or 
whatever else he chooses to be called, has been complimented 
by a report that he stood very high in the good graces of this 
same Boadicea. He certainly commanded some troops which 
she still keeps on foot, and acted at their head in the Nawaub’s 
service, who craftily employed him in whatever could render 
him odious to his countrymen. ^The British prisoners were 
entrusted to his charge, and, to judge by^ what I felt myself, 
the devil might take a lesson fi*om him in severity.’ 

'And was he attached to, or connected with, this woman ^ ’ 

'So Mrs. Rumour told us in our dungeon.^ Poor Jack Ward 
had the bastinado for celebrating their merits in a parody on 
the playhouse song, 

Sure such a pair were never seen, 

So aptly formed to meet by nature.* 

Hartley could listen no longer. The fate of Menie Gray, 
connected with such a man and such a woman, rushed on his 
fancy in the most horrid colours, and he was struggling through 
the throng to get to some place where he might collect his 
ideas, and consider what could be done for her protection, when 
a black attendant touched his arm, and at the same time slipped 
a card into his hand. It bore, ‘ Miss Gray, Mrs. Montreville’s, 
at the house of Ram Sing Cottah, in the Black Town.’ On 
the reverse was written with a pencil, ' Eight in the morning.’ 

This intimation of her residence implied, of course, a per- 
mission, nay, an invitation, to wait upon her at the hour 
specified. Hartley’s heart beat at the idea of seeing her once 
more, and still more highly at the thought of being able to 
serve her. ' At least,’ he thought, ‘if there is danger near her, 
as is much to be suspected, she shall not want a counsellor, or, 
if necessary, a protector.’ Yetj at the same time, he felt the 
necessity of making himself better acquainted with the oirciim- 
stances of her case, and ■ the 'persons with whom she seemed 
eonneoted. Butler and Mercer had both spoke to their dis- 
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paragement ; but Butler was a little of a coxcomb, and Mercer 
a great deal of a gossip. While he was considering what credit 
was due to their testimony, he was unexpectedly encountered 
by a gentleman of his own profession, a miHtary surgeon, who 
had had the misfortune to have been in Hyder’s prison, till set 
at freedom by the late pacification. ^ Mr. Esdale, for so he was 
called, was generally esteemed a rising man, cairn, steady, and 
deliberate in forming his opinions. Hartley found it easy to 
turn the subject on the Queen of Sheba, by asking whether her 
Majesty was not somewhat of an adventuress. 

‘Oil my word, I cannot say/ answered Esdale, smiling; 
'W0 are all upon the adventure in India, more or less; but 
I do not see that the Begum Montreville is more so than the 
rest.' 

*Why, that amazoiiiaii dress and manner/ said Hartley, 
^savour a little of the picaresca,^ 

^Yoii must not,' said Esdale, ^‘expect a woman who ^ has 
commanded soldiers, and may again, to dress and look entirely 
like an ordinary person ; but I assure you that, even at this 
..time of day, if she wished to marry, she m.ight easily find .a 
.respectable match.' 

* Why,'! heard that she had betrayed her husband's fort to 
Hyder.' : 

^Ay, that is a specimen of Madras gossip. The fact is, that 
she defended the place long after her husband fell, and after- 
wards surrendered it by capitulation. Hyder, wfoo piques him- 
self on observing the rulp of justice, would not otherwise have 
admitted her to such intimacy.' 

^Yes, I have heard/ replied .'Hartley,, *that their intimacy 
was rather of the closest.' 

* Another calurnny, if you mean, any scandal/ answered 
Esdale. 'Ifyder is too zealous a Mohammedan to entertain a 
Christian mistress ; and besides, to enjoy the sort of rank which 
is yielded to a woman in her condition, she must refrain, in 
appearance at least, from all correspondence' in .the way of gal- 
lantry. Just so^they said, that.-, the poor.'woman had a connex- 
ion with poor Middlemas of the ■ — regiment.' 

* And ^ was that also a false report?' said. Hartley, in breath- 
less anxiety. 

' On my soul, I believe it was,' answered Mr. Esdale. ‘ They 
were friends, Europeans in. an Indian, court, and therefore in- 
timate; but I .believe nothing more.' .By the by, though, I 
believe there was some .'quarrel -between Middlemas, poor fel- 
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low, and yon ; yet I am sure that you will be glad to hear 
there is a chance of his affair being made np ? ' 

' Indeed r was again the only word which Hartley could 

litter. 

'Ay, indeed/ answered Esdale. 'The duel is an old story 
now ; and it must be allowed that poor Middlemas, though he 
was rash in that business, had provocation.^ 

‘ But his desertion, his accepting of command under Hyder, 
his treatment of our prisoners — how can all these be passed 
over 1 ' replied Hartley. 

'Why, it is possible — I speak to you as a cautious man, and 
in confidence — that he may do us better service in Hyder's 
capital, or Tippoo’s camp, than he could have done if serving 
with his own regiment. And then, for his treatment of 
prisoners, I am sure I can speak nothing but good of him in 
that particular. He was obliged to take the office, because 
those that serve Hyder Naig must do or die. But he told me 
himself — and I felieve him — that he accepted the ofiSce 
chiefly because, while he made a great bullying at us before 
the black fellows, he could privately be of assistance to us. 
Some fools could not understand this, and answered him with 
abuse and lampoons ; and he was obliged to punish them, to 
avoid suspicion. Yes — yes, I and others can prove he was 
willing to be kind, if men would give him l^ve. I hope to 
thank him at Madras one day soon. All this in confidence. 
Good morrow to you.' 

Distracted by the contradictory intelligence he had received, 
Hartley went next to question old Captain Capstern, the captain 
of the Indiaman, whom he had observed in attendance upon 
the Begum Montreville. On inquiring after that commander's 
female passengers, he heard a pretty long catalogue of names, 
in which that he was so much interested in did not occur. On 
closer inquiry, Capstern recollected that Menie Gray, a young 
Scotchwoman, had come out under charge of Mrs. Duffer, the 
master's wife. 'A good, decent girl,' Capstern said, 'and kept 
the mates and guinea-pigs at a respectable distance. She came 
out/ he believed, 'to be a sort of female companion, or upper 
servant, in Madame Montreville's family. Snug berth enough/ 
he concluded, ‘if she can find the length of the old girl's foot.' 

This was all that could he made of Capstern ; so Hartley was 
compelled to remain in a ^tate of uncertainty until the next 
morning, when an explanation might be expected with Menie 
Gray in person. 


CHAPTER XI 


T he exact hour assigned found Hartley at the door of 
the rich natiye merchant, who, having some reasons 
for wishing to oblige the Begum Montreville, had re- 
linquished, for her accommodation and that of her numerous 
retinue, almost the whole of his large and sumptuous residence 
in the Black Town of Madras, as that district of the city is 
called which the natives occupy. 

A domestic, at the first summons, ushered the visitor into 
an apartment, where he expected to be joined by Miss Gray. 
The room opened on one side into a small garden or parterre, 
filled with the brilliant-coloured flowers of Eastern climates, in 
the midst of which the Waters of a fountain rose upwards in a 
sparkling jet, and fell back again into a white marble cistern. 

A thousand dizzy recollections thronged on the mind of 
Hartley, whose early feelings towards the companion of his 
youth, if they had slumbered during distance and the various 
casualties of a busy life, were revived when he found himself 
placed so near her, and in circumstances which interested from 
their unexpected occurrence and mysterious character. A step 
was heard, the door opened, a female appeared • but it was the 
portly form of Madame de Montreville. 

‘ What do you please to want, sir ? ’ said the lady ; * that is, 
if you have found your tongue this morning, which you had 
lost yesterday.’ 

H proposed myself the honour of waiting upon the young 
person whom I saw in your Excellency’s company yesterday 
morning,’ answered Hartley, with assumed respect ' I Jiave 
had. long the honour of being known to her in Europe, and I 
desire to offer my services to her in India.’ 

^Much obliged — much obliged ; but Miss Gray is gone out, 
and does not return for one or two days. You may leave your 
commands with me/, 
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^Pardon me^ madam/ replied Hartley; ‘but I have some 
reason to hope yon may be mistaken in this matter. And here 
comes the lady herself/ 

'How is this, mj dear?’ said Mrs. Montreville, with nn- 
ruffled front, to Menie, as she entered ; ‘are you not gone out 
for two or three days, as I tell this gentleman ? Mais c'est egal ; 
it is all one thing. You will say “ How d’ ye do,’’ and “ Good- 
bye,’’ to monsieur, who is so polite as to come to ask after our 
healths, and as he sees us both very well, he will go away 
home again.’ 

'I believe, madam,’ said Miss Gray, with appearance of 
effort, ‘that I must speak with this gentleman for a few 
minutes in private, if you will permit me/ 

‘ That is to say, get you gone ? But I do not allow that ; 
I do not like private conversation between young man and 
pretty young woman ; mid n'est pas lionmte. It cannot be in 
my house/ 

‘It may he out of it, then, madam,’ answered ^ Miss Gray, 
not pettishly nor pertly, ^ but with the utmost simplicity. ‘ Mn 
Hartley, will you step into that garden? And you, madam, 
may observe us from the window, if it be the fashion of the 
country to watch so closely/ 

As she spoke this, she stepped through a lattice-door into 
the garden, and with an air so simple that she seemed as if 
she wished to comply with her patroness’s ideas of decorum, 
though they appeared strange to her. The Queen of Sheba, 
notwithstanding her natural assurance, was, disconcerted by 
the eomposiire of Miss Gray’s manner, and left the room, ap- 
parently in displeasure. Menie turned back to the door which, 
opened into the garden, and said, in the same manner as before, 
but with less nonchalance — 

‘I am ^ sure I would not willingly break through the rules 
of a foreign country ; but I cannot^ refuse myself the pleasure 
of speaking to so old a friend, if, indeed/ she added, pausing 
and looking at Hartley, who was much embarrassed, ‘it be as 
much pleasure to Mr. Hartley as it is to me.’ 

It would have been,’ said Hartley, scarce knowing what he 
said — ‘ it must be a pleasure to me in every circumstance. But 
this extraordinary meeting — hut your father ’ 

Menie Gray’s handlcerchief was at her eyes. ‘He is gone, 
Mr, Hartley. After he was left unassisted, his toilsome busi- 
ness became too much for him ; he caught a cold, which hung 
about him, as you know he was the last to attend to his own 
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compIaiiitSj till it assumed a dangerous, and, finally, a fatal, 
character. I distress you, Mr. Hartley, but it becomes you 
well to be affected. My father loved you dearly.^ 

* Oh, Miss Gray I ' said Hartley, ‘ it should not have been 

thus with my excellent friend at the close of his useful and 
virtuous life. Alas, wherefore — the question bursts from me 
involimtarily — wherefore could you not have complied with his 
wishes ? Wherefore ^ 

‘Do not ask me,' said she, stopping the question which was 
on his lips ; ‘ we are not the formers of our own destiny. It is 
painful to talk on such a subject ; but for once, and for ever, 
let me tell you that I should have done Mr. Hartley wrong if, 
even to secure his assistance to my father, I had accepted his 
hand, while my wayward affections did not accompany the act.'' 

* Blit wherefore do I see you here, Menie ? Forgive me, 
Miss Ciray, my tongue as well as my heart turns back to long- 
forgotten scenes. But w^hy here ? Why with this woman ^ ' 

‘ She is not, indeed, everything that I expected,' answered 
Menie; ‘but I must not te prejudiced by foreign manners, 
after the step I have taken. She is, besides, attentive, and 
generous in her way, and I shall soon ' — she paused a moment, 
and then added, ‘be under better protection.' 

‘That of Richard Middlemas T said Hartley, with a faltering 
voice. 

‘I ought not, perhaps, to answer the question/ said Menie; 
‘but I am a bad dissembler, and those whom I trust I trust 
entirely. You have guessed right, Mr. Hartley,' she added, 
colouring a good deal, ‘I have come hither to unite my fate to 
that of your old comrade.' 

‘ It is, then, just as I feared 1 ' exclaimed Hartley. 

‘ And why should Mr. Hartley fear f ' said Menie Gray. ‘ I 
used to think you too generous ; surely the quarrel which 
occurred long since ought not to perpetuate suspicion and 
resentment.' 

‘At least, if the feeling of resentment remained in my own 
bosom, it would be the last I should intrude upon you, Miss 
Gray/ answered Hartley. ‘But it is for ^ you, and for you 
alone, that I am watchful. This person ^ — this gentleman whom 
yo?i mean to entrust with your happiness — do you know where 
he is, and ill what service i' : , ■ - . 

‘I know both, more distinctly perhaps than Mr. Hartley 
can do. Mr. Middlemas has erred ' greatly, and , has been 
{Severely punished But it was not in the. time of 'Ms exile 
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and sorrow that she who has plighted her faith to^ him shonld, 
with the flattering world, turn her back upon him. Besides, 
you have, doubtless, not heard of his hopes of being restored 
to his country and his rank ? ’ 

'I have/ answered Hartley, thrown off his guard; 'but I 
see not how he can deserve it, otherwise than by becoming a 
traitor to his new master, and thus rendering himself even 
more iinworthy of confidence than I hold him to be at this 
moment.' 

'It is well that he hears you not/ answered Menie Gray, 
resenting, with natural feeling, the imputation on her lover. 
Then instantly softening her tone, she added, ' My voice ought 
not to aggravate, but to soothe, your quarrel. Mr. Hartley, I 
plight my word to you that you do Richard wrong.’ 

She said these words with affecting calmness, suppressing 
all appearance of that displeasure of which she was evidently 
sensible, upon this depreciation of a beloved object. 

Hartley compelled himself to answer in the same strain. 

‘Miss Gray,’ he said, ‘your actions and motives will always 
be those of an angel ; but let me entreat you to view this most 
important matter with the eyes of worldly wisdom and pru- 
dence. Have you well weighed the risks attending the course 
wkich you are taking in favour of a man, who — nay, I will not 
again offend you — who may, I hope, deserve your favour 1 ’ 

‘ When I wished to see you in this manner, Mr. Hartley, 
and declined a communication in public, where we could have 
had less ireedom of conversation, it was with the view of telling 
you everything. Some pain I thought old recollections might 
give, hut I trusted it would be momentary ; and, as I desire to 
retain your friendship, it is proper I should show that I still 
deserve it. I must then first tell you my situation after my 
father’s death. In the world’s opinion, we were always poor, 
you know ; but in the proper sense I had not known what real 
poverty was until I was placed in dependence upon a distant 
relation of my poor father, who made our relationship a reason 
for casting upon me all the drudgery of her household, while 
she would not allow that it gave me a claim to countenance, 
kindness, or anything hut the relief of my most pressing wants. 
In these circumstances I received from Mr. Middlemas a letter, 
in which he related his fatal duel and its consequence. He 
had not dared to write to me to share his misery. Now, when 
he was in a lucrative situation, under the patronage of a power- 
ful prince, whose msdom knew how to prize and protect such 
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Europeans as entered his service — now, when be had every 

f rospect of rendering our government such essential service by 
is interest with Hyder Ali, and might eventually nourish 
hopes of being permitted to return and stand his trial for the 
death of his commanding officer — now, he pressed me to come 
to India, and share his reviving fortunes, by accomplishing the 
engagement into which we had long ago entered. A consider- 
able sum of money accompanied this letter. Mrs. Duffer was 
pointed out as a respectable woman, who would protect me 
during the passage. Mrs. Montreyiile, a lady of rank, having 
large possessions and high interest in the Mysore, would receive 
me on my arrival at Fort St. George, and conduct me safely to 
the dominions of Hyder. ^ It was further recommended that, 
considering the peculiar situation of Mr. Middlemas, his name 
should be concealed in the transaction, and that the ostensible 
cause of my voyage should be to fill an office in that lady's 
family. What was I to do ? My duty to my poor father was 
ended, and my other friends considered the proposal as too 
advantageous to be rejected. The references given, the sum 
of money lodged, were considered as putting all scruples out 
of the question, and my immediate protectress and kinswoman 
was so earnest that I should accept of the offer made me, as 
to intimate that she would not encourage me to stand in 
my own light by continuing to give me shelter and food — 
she gave me little more — if I was foolish enough to refuse 
compliance.' 

‘Sordid wretch/ said Hartley, ‘how little did she deserve 
such a charge 1 ' 

‘Let me speak a proud word, Mr. Hartley, and then you 
will not perhaps blame my relations so much. All their per- 
suasions, and even their threats, would have failed in inducing 
me to take a step which has an appearance, at least, to which I 
found it difficult to reconcile myself. But I had loved Middie- 
mas — I love him still, why should I deny it ? — and I have not 
hesitated to trust him. Had it not been for the small still 
voice which reminded me of my engagements, I had maintained 
more stubbornly the pride of womanhood, and, as you would 
perhaps have recommended, I might have expected, at least, 
that my lover should have come to Britain in person, and might 
have had the vanity to thnffi,' she added, smiling faintly, ‘that, 
if I were worth having, I was worth fetching/ 

‘Yet now — even now,' answered Hartley, ‘be just to your- 
self while you are generous to your lover. Hay, do not look 
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angrily, but hear me. I doubt the propriety of your being 
under tlie charge of this unsexed woman, who can no longer 
be termed a European. I have interest enough with females 
of the highest rank in the settlement — this climate is that of 
generosity and hospitality — there is not one of them who, 
knowing your character and history, will not desire to have 
you in her society, and under her protection, until your lover 
shall be able to vindicate his title to your hand in the face of 
the world. I myself will be no cause of suspicion to him, or 
of inconvenieiice to you, Menie. Let me but have your consent 
to the arrangement I propose, and the same moment that sees 
you under honourable and unsuspected protection I will leave 
Madras, not to return till your destiny is in one way or other 
permanently fixed.’ 

' No, Hartley,’ said Miss Gray. ^ ‘ It may — it must be, friendly 
in you thus to advise me ; but it would be most base in me 
to advance my own affairs at the expense of your prospects. 
Besides, what would this be but taking the chance of con- 
tingencies, with the view of sharing poor Middlemas’s fortunes 
should they prove prosperous, and easting him off should they 
be otherwise! Tell me only, do you, of your own positive 
knowledge, aver that you consider this woman as an unworthy 
and unfit protectress for so young a person as I am ! ’ 

* Of my own knowledge I can say nothing — nay, I must own 
that reports differ even concerning Mrs. Montreville’s character. 
But surety the mere suspicion - — • ’ 

*The mere suspicion, Mr. Hartley, can have no weight with 
me, considering that I can oppose to it the testimony of the 
man with whom I am willing to share my future fortunes. 
You acknowledge the question is but doubtful, and should not 
the asseiiiion of him of whom I think so highly decide my 
belief in a doubtful matter ? What, indeed, must he be, should 
this Madame Montreville be other than he represented her ! ’ 

‘ What must he be, indeed 1 ’ thought Hartley internally, 
but his lips uttered not the words. He looked down in a deep 
reverie, and at length started from it at the words of Miss 
Gray. ^ 

' It is time to remind you, Mr, Hartley, that we must needs 
part. God bless and preserve you.’ 

‘And you, dearest Menie,’ exclaimed Hartley, as he sunk on 
one faee, and pressed to his lips the hand which she -held out 
to Him, ‘God bless you!— you must deserve blessing, God 
protect you 1 — you must need protection. Oh, should things 
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prove clifFerent from vrhat you hope, send for me instantly, and 
if man can aid you, Adam Hartley wiU/ 

He placed in her hand a card containing his address. He 
then rushed from the apartment. In the hall he met the lady 
of the mansion, who made him a haughty reverence in token 
of adieu, while a native servant of the upper class, by whom 
she was attended, made a low and reverential salam. 

Hartley hastened from the Black Town, more satisfied than 
before that some deceit was about to be practised towards 
Menie Gray, more determined than ever to exert himself for 
her preservation; yet more completely perplexed, when he 
began to consider the doubtful character of the danger to 
which she might be exposed, and the scanty means of protec- 
tion which he had to oppose to it. 


CHAPTER XII 

ytS Hartley left the apartment in the honse of Earn 

/A Sing Cottah by one mode of exit, Miss Gray retired 
by another to an apartment destined for her private 
use. She, too, had reason for secret and anxious reflection, 
since all her love for Middlemas, and her full confidence in his 
honour, could not entirely conquer her doubts concerning the 
character of the person whom he had chosen for her temporary 
protectress. And yet she could^ not rest these doubts upon 
anything distinctly conclusive : it was rather a dislike of her 
patronesses general manners, and a disgust at her masculine 
notions and expressions, that displeased her than anything else. 

Meantime, Madame Montreville, followed by her black 
domestic, entered the apartment where Hartley and Menie had 
just parted. It appeared from the conversation which follows 
that they had from some place of concealment overheard the 
dialogue we have narrated in the former chapter. 

‘It is good luck, Sadoc,' said the lady, ‘that there is in this 
world the great fool’ 

‘And the great villain,' answered Sadoo, in good English, 
but in a most sullen tone. 

‘ This woman, now,' continued the lady, ‘ is what in Frangis- 
tan you call an angel.' 

‘ Ay, and I have seen those in Hindostan you may well call 
devil.' 

‘I am sure that this — how you call him — Hartley, is a 
meddling devil. For what has he to do ? She will not have 
any of him. What is his. business who has herl I wish we 
were well up the Ghauts again, my dear Sadoc.' 

‘For my part/ answered the slave, ‘I am half determined 
never to ascend the Ghauts more. Hark you, Adela, I begin 
to sicken of the plan we have laid. This creature’s confiding 
purity — call her angel or woman, as you will — makes my 
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practices appear too vile, even in my own eyes. I feel myself 
nnfit to be yonr companiop farther in the daring paths which 
you pursue/ Let us part, and part friends. 

^ Amen, coward. But the woman remains with me/ answered 
the Queen of Sheba. ^ 

‘With theeT replied the seeming black — ‘ never. No, 
Adela. She is under the shadow of the British flag, and she 
shall experience its protection./ 

‘ Yes, and what protection will it afford to you yourself U 
retorted the amazon. ‘What if I should clap my hands, and 
command a score of my black servants to bind you like a 
sheep, and then send word to the Governor of the Presidency 
that one Richard Middlemas, who had been guilty of mutiny, 
murder, desertion, and serving of the enemy against his country- 
men, is here, at Ram Sing Cottah's house, in the disguise of a 
black servant ? ’ Middlemas covered his face with his hands, 
while Madame Montreville proceeded to load him with reproaches. 
‘Yes,' she said, ‘slave, and son of a slave! Since you wear 
the dress of my household, you shall obey me as fully as the 
rest of them, otherwise — whips, fetters — the scaffold, renegade 
— the gallows, murderer ! Dost thou dare to reflect on the 
abyss of misery from which I raised thee, to share my wealth 
and my affections ? Dost thou not remember that the picture 
of this pale, cold, unimpassioned girl was then so indifferent to 
thee that thou didst sacrifice it as a tribute due to the benevo- 
lence of her who relieved thee, to the affection of her who, 
wretch as thou art, condescended to love theeU 

‘ Yes, fell wmian,' answered Middlemas, ‘but was it I who 
encouraged the young tyrant's outrageous passion for a portrait, 
or who formed the abominable plan of placing the original within 
his power*?' 

‘ No ; for to do so required brain and wit. But it was thine, 
flimsy villain, to execute the device which a bolder genius 
planned : it Tvas thine to entice the woman to this foreign 
shore, under pretence of a love which, on thy part, cold-blooded 
miscreant, never had existed.' 

‘Peace, screech-owl!' answered Middlemas, ‘nor drive me 
to such madness as may lead me to forget thou art a woman.' 

‘A woman, dastard! Is this thy pretext for sparing me? 
What, then, art thou, who tremblest at a woman's looks, a 


^ In order to raaintain uninjured the tone of passion throughout this 
dialogue, it has been Judged expedient to discard, in the language of the 
Begum, the of Madame Montreville. .. . 
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woman’s words ? I am a woman, renegade, but one who wears 
a dagger, and despises alike thy strength and thy courage. I 
am a woman who has looked on more dying men than thou 
hast killed deer and antelopes. Thou must traffic for great- 
ness ? Thou hast thrust thyself like a five-years’ child into the 
rough sports of men, and wilt only be borne down and crushed 
for thy pains. Thou wilt be a double traitor, forsooth : betray 
thy betrothed to the prince, in order to obtain the means of 
betraying the prince to the English, and thus gain thy pardon 
from thy countrymen. But me thou shalt not betray, I will 
not be made the tool of thy ambition. I will not give thee 
the aid of my treasures and my soldiers, to be sacrificed at last 
to this Korthern icicle. No, I will watch thee as the fiend 
watches the wizard. Show but a symptom of betraying me 
while we are here, and I denounce thee to the English, who 
might pardon the successful villain, but not him who can only 
offer prayers for his life in place of useful services. Let me 
see thee flinch when we are beyond the Ghauts, and the Nawaub 
shall know thy intrigues with the Nizam and the Mahrattas, 
and thy resolution to deliver up Bangalore to the English, 
when the imprudence of Tippoo shall have made thee Mlledar* 
Go where thou wilt, slave, thou shalt find me thy mistress.’ 

*And a fair, though an unkind, one,’ said the counterfeit 
Sadoc, suddenly changing his tone to an affectation of tender- 
ness. Mt is true I pity this unhappy woman — true I would 
save her if I could ; but most unjust to suppose I would in any 
circumstances prefer her to my nourjAan, my light of the 
world, my mootee mahul^ my pearl of the palace ’ 

‘All false coin and empty compliment,’ said the Begum. 

* Let me hear, in two brief words, that you leave this womam 
to my disposal’ 

‘ But not to be interred alive under your seat, like the Cir- 
cassian of whom you were jealous,’ said Middlemas, shuddering. 

‘Noj fool; her lot shall not be worse than that of being the 
favourite of a prince. Hast thou, fugitive and criminal as thou 
art, a better fate to offer her ? ’ 

But,’ replied Middlemas, blushing even through his base 
disguise at the consciousness of his abject conduct, ‘ I will have 
no force on her inclinations.’ 

‘Such truce she shall have as the laws of the zenana allow,’ 
replied the female tyrant. ‘A week is long enough for her to 
determine whether she will be the willing mistress of a princely 
and generous lover.’ 
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* Ay/ said Richard, *and before that week expires ^ He 

stopped short. 

‘ What will happen before the week expires 1 ^ said the 
Begum Montreville. 

' No matter — nothing of consequence. I leave the woman^s 
fate vith you.^ 

* 'T is well ; we march to-night on our return, so soon as the 
moon rises. Give orders to our retinue.’^ 

‘ To hear is to obey/ replied the seeming slave, and left the 
apartment. 

The eyes of the Begum remained fixed on the door through 
which he had passed. ‘ Villain — double-dyed villain ! ' she said, 

‘ I see thy drift : thou wouldst betray Tippoo, in policy alike 
and in love. But me thou canst not betray. Ho, there, who 
waits? Let a trusty messenger be ready to set off instantly 
with letters, w^hieh I will presently make ready. His departure 
must be a secret to every ^ one. And now shall this pale 
phantom soon know her destiny, and learn what it is to have 
rivalled Adela Montre villa' 

While the amazonian^ princess meditated plans of vengeance 
against her innocent rival and the guilty lover, the latter 
plotted as deeply for his own purposes. He had waited until 
such brief twilight as India enjoys rendered his disguise com- 
plete, then set out in haste for the part of Madras inhabited by 
the Europeans, or, as it is termed, Fort St. George, 

‘I will save her yet,' he said: /ere Tippoo can seize his 
prize, we will raise around his ears a storm which would drive 
the God of War from the arms of the Goddess of Beauty. The 
trap shall close its fimgs upon this Indian tiger ere he has time 
to devour the bait which enticed him into the snare.' 

While Middlemas cherished these hopes, he approached the 
residency. The sentinel on duty stopped him, as of course; 
but he was in ^ possession of the countersign, and entered 
without opposition. He rounded the building in which the 
President of the Council resided — - an able and active, but 
unconscientious, man, who neither in his own affairs nor in 
those of the Company was supposed to embarrass himself 
much about the means which he used to attain his object. A 
tap at a small postern-gate was answered by a black slave, who 
admitted Middlemas to that necessary appurtenance of every 
government, a back stair, which, in its turn, conducted him to 
the office of the Bramin Paupiah, the or steward, of 

the great man, and' by whose. means chiefly he communicated 
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with the native courts, and carried^ on many mysterions in- 
trigues, which he did not communicate to his brethren at 
the council-board. 

It is perhaps justice to the guilty and unhappy Middlemas 
to suppose that, if the agency of a British officer had been 
employed, he might have been induced to throw himself on his 
mercy, might have explained the whole of his nefarious bargain 
with Tippoo, and, renouncing his guilty projects of ambition, 
might have turned his whole thoughts upon saving Menie 
Gray, ere she was transported beyond the reach of British 
protection. But the thin, dusky form which stood before him, 
wrapped in robes of muslin embroidered with gold, was that of 
Paupiah, known as a master-counsellor of dark projects, an 
Oriental Machiavel, whose premature wrinkles were the result 
of many an intrigue, in which the existence of the poor, the 
happiness of the rich, the honour of men, and the chastity 
of women had been sacrificed without scruple to attain some 
private or political advantage. He did not even inquire by 
what means the renegade Briton proposed to acquire that 
influence with Tippoo which might enable him to betray him: 
he only desired to be assured that the fact was real. 

‘You speak at the risk of your head if you deceive Paupiah, 
or make Paupiah the means of deceiving his master. I know, 
so does all Madras, that the Nawaub has placed his young 
son, Tippoo, as vice-regent of his newly-conquered territory of 
Bangalore, which Hyder hath lately added to his dominions. 
But that Tippoo should bestow the government of that im- 
portant place on an apostate Feringi seems more doubtful.' 

‘Tippoo is young,' answered Middlemas, ‘and to youth the 
temptation of the passions is what a lily on the surface of the 
lake is to childhood : they will risk life to reach it, though, when 
obtained, it is of little value. Tippoo has the cunning of his 
father and his military talents, but he lacks his cautious wisdom.' 

‘Thou speakest truth; but when thou art governor of 
Bangalore, hast thou forces to hold the place till thou art 
relieved by the Mahrattas or by the British ? ' 

‘ Doubt it not : the soldiers of the Begum Mootee Mahul, 
whom the Europeans call Montreville, are less hers than mine. 

I am myself her bukskee (general) and hev sirdars are at 
my devotion. With these I could keep Bangalore for two 
months, and the British army may be before it in a week. 
What do you risk by advancing General Smith's army nearer 
to the frontier?' , 
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^We risk a settled peace with Hyder/ answered Paupiah, 
' for which he has made advantageous offers. Yet I say not but 
thy plan may be most advantageous. Thou sayest Tippoo^s 
treasures are in the fort?^ 

‘ His treasures and his zenana ; I may even be able to secure 
his person/ 

‘ That were a goodly pledge/ answered the Hindoo minister. 

‘ And you consent that the treasures shall be divided to the 
last rupee, as in this scroll ? ' 

‘The share of Paupiah^s master is too small/ said the 
Bramin; ‘and the name of Paupiah is unnoticed.' 

‘ The share of the Begum may be divided between Paupiah 
and his master,' answered Middlemas. 

‘But the Begum will expect her proportion,' replied Paupiah. 

‘Let me alone to deal with her,' said Middlemas. ‘Before 
the blow is struck, she shall not know of our private treaty, 
and afterwards her disappointment will be of little consequence. 
And now, remember my stipulations — my rank to be restored, 
my full pardon to be granted.' 

‘Ay,' replied Paupiah, cautiously, ‘should you succeed. 
But were you to betray what has here passed, I will find the 
dagger of a lootie which shall reach thee, wert thou sheltered 
under the folds of the Nawaub's garment. In the meantime, 
take this missive, and "when you are in possession of Bangalore 
despatch it to General Smith, whose division shall have orders 
to approach as near the frontiers of Mysore as may be, without 
causing suspicion.' ^ 

Thus parted this worthy pair, Paupiah to report to his 
principal the progress of these dark machinations, Middlemas 
to join the Begum on her return to the Mysore. The gold 
and diamonds of Tippoo, the importance which he was about 
to acquire, the ridding himself at once of the capricious 
authority of the irritable Tippoo and the troublesome claims 
of the Begum, were such agreeable subjects of contemplation, 
that he scarcely thought of the fate of his European victim, 
unless to salve his conscience with the hope that the sole 
injury she could sustain might be the alarm of a few daj^s, 
during the course of which he would acquire the means of de- 
livering her from the tyrant in whose zenana she was to remain 
a temporary prisoner. He resolved, at the same time, to 
abstain from seeing her till the moment he could afford her 
protection, justly considering the danger which his whole plan 
might incur if he again awakened the jealousy of the Begum. 
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This, he trasted, was now asleep ; and, in the conrse of their 
return to Tippoo’s camp, near Bangalore, it was his study to 
soothe this ambitious and crafty female by blandishments, 
intermingled with the more splendid prospects of wealth and 
power to be opened to them both, as he pretended, by the suc- 
cess of his present surprise! 


^ See An Anaclironism. Note 1. 


CHAPTER XIII 


I T appears that the jealous and tyrannical Begnm did not 
long suspend her purpose of agonizing her rival by acquaint- 
ing her with her intended fate. By prayers or rewards, 
Menie Gray prevailed on a servant of Ram Sing Oottah to de- 
liver to Hartley the following distracted note : — 

* All is true your fears foretold. He has delivered me up to 
a cruel woman, who threatens to sell me to the tyrant Tippoo. 
Save me if you can ; if you have not pity, or cannot give me 
aid, there is none left upon earth. — M. G.^ 

The haste with w’-hioh Dr. Hartley sped to the Fort, and 
demanded an audience of the governor, was defeated by the 
delays interposed by Paupiah. 

It did not suit the plans of this artful Hindoo that any inter- 
ruption should be opposed to the departure of the Begum and 
her favourite, considering how much the plans of the last 
corresponded with his own. He affected incredulity on the 
charge when Hartley complained of an Englishwoman being 
detained in the train of the Begum against her consent, treated 
the complaint of Miss Gray as the result of some female quarrel 
unworthy of particular attention, and when at length he took 
some steps for examining further into the matter, he contrived 
they should he so tardy, that the Begum and her retinue were 
fer beyond the reach of interruption. 

Hartley let his indignation betray him into reproaches 
against Paupiah, in which, his, principal was not ' spared. This 
only served to give the impassible Bramin a pretext for exclud- 
ing him from the residency, with a hint that, if his language 
continued to be of such an imprudent character, he might 
expect to be removed from Madras, and stationed at some hill- 
fort or village among the mountains, where his medical imowl- 
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edge would find full exercise in protecting himself and others 
jfrom the unhealthiness of the climate. 

As he retired, bursting with ineffectual indignation, Esdale 
was the first person whom Hartley chanced to^ meet with, and 
to him, stung with impatience, he communicated w^'hat he 
termed the infamous conduct of the governor's dubash, con- 
nived at, as he had but too much reason to suppose, by the 
governor himself ; exclaiming against the want of spirit which 
theyv betrayed, in abandoning a British subject to the fraud of 
renegades and the force of a tyrant. 

Esdale listened with that sort of anxiety which prudent 
men betray when they feel themselves like to be drawn into 
trouble by the discourse of an imprudent friend. 

‘If you desire to be personally righted in this matter,’ said 
he at length, ‘ you must apply to Leadenhall Street, where, I 
suspect — betwixt ourselves — complaints are accumulating fast, 
both against Paupiah. and his master.' 

‘ I care for neither of them,' said Hartley ; ‘ I need no per- 
sonal redress — I desire none. I only want succour for Menie 
Gray.' 

‘ In that case,’ said Esdale, ‘ you have only one resource : 
you must apply to Hyder himself ' 

‘ To Hyder — to the usurper — the tyrant ? ' 

‘Yes, to this usurper and tyrant,' answered Esdale, ‘you 
must be contented to apply. His pride is, to be thought a 
strict administrator of justice; and perhaps he may on this, as 
on other occasions, choose to display himself in the light of an 
impartial magistrate.' 

‘ Then I go to demand justice at his footstool,' said Hartley. 

‘Not so last, my dear Hartley,' answered his friend; ‘first 
consider the risk. ^ Hyder is just by reflection, and perhaps 
from political considerations ; but by temperament his blood 
is as unruly as ever beat under a black skin, and if you do not 
find him in the vein of judging, he is likely enough to be in 
that of killing. Stakes and bowstrings are as frequently in 
his head as the adjustment of the scales of justice.' 

‘No matter, I will instantly present myself at his durbar. 
The governor cannot for very shame refuse me letters of 
credence.' 

‘Never think of asking them,' said his more experienced 
friend; ‘it would cost Paupiah little to have them so worded 
as to induce Hyder to rid our sable dubash at once and for 
ever of the sturdy, freerspoken Dr. Adam Hartley, A 
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or messenger of government, sets- out-' to-morrow for Serin- 
gapataiu ; contrive to join him on the road, his passport will 

f ” otect yon both. Do yon know none of the chiefs about 
yde-ris': person 1"' 

' None, excepting his late emissary to this place, Barak el 
Hadgi/ answered Hartley. 

'His support/ said Esdale, 'although only a fakir, maybe 
as efleotuai as that of persons of more essential consequence. 
And, to say the truth, where the caprice of a despot is the 
question in debate, there is no knowing upon what it is best 
to reckon. Take my advice, my dear Hartley, leave this poor 
girl to her fate. After all, by placing yourself in an attitude 
of endeavouring to save her, it is a hundred to one that you 
only ensure your own destruction.' 

Hartley shook his head, and bade Esdale hastily farewell ; 
leaving him in the happy and self-applauding state of mind 
proper to one who has given the best advice possible to a 
friend, and may conscientiously wash his hands of all con- 
sequences. 

Having furnished himself with money, and with the attend- 
ance of three trusty native servants, mounted like himself on 
Arab horses, and carrying with them no tent, and very little 
baggage, the anxious Hartley lost not a moment in taking the 
road to Mysore, endeavouring, in the meantime, by recollecting 
every story he had ever heard of Hyder's justice and forbear- 
ance, to assure himself that he should find the Nawaub dis- 
posed to protect a helpless female, even against the future heir 
of his empire. 

Before he crossed the Madras territory, he overtook the 
vakeel, or messenger of the British government, of whom 
Esdale had spoken. This man, accustomed for a sum of money 
to permit adventurous European traders who desired to visit 
Hyder's capital to share- hiS' protection, passport, and escort, 
was not disposed to refuse the same good office to a gentleman 
of credit at Madras ; and, -propitiated by an additional gratuity, 
undertook to travel as speedily as' possible. - ' ' It was a journey 
which was not prosecuted without much fatigue and consider- 
able danger, as they had to traverse' a - country ' frequently ■ 
exposed to ail the evils of war, mo-re' especially,. when .they,.', 
approached the Ghauts, those tremendous mountain-passes 
which descend from the tableland. of, 'Mysore, and .through, 
which the mighty streams that arise, in the centre of the Indian- 
peninsula find their way to the ocean. -, , , 
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edge would find full exercise in protecting Mmself and others 
from the unhealthiness of the climate. 

As he retired, bursting with ineffectual indignation, Esdale 
was the first person whom Hartley chanced to meet with, and 
to him, stung with impatience, he communicated what he 
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nived at, as he had but too much reason to suppose, by the 
governor himself ; exclaiming against the want of spirit which 
they V betrayed, in abandoning a British subject to the fraud of 
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Esdale listened with that sort of anxiety which prudent 
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both against Paupiah and his master.’ 

‘ I care for neither of them,’ said Hartley ; ‘ I need no per- 
sonal redress — I desire none. I only want succour for Menie 
Gray.’ 

‘In that case,’ said Esdale, ‘you have only one resource: 
you must apply to Hyder himself ’ 

‘ To Hyder — to the usurper — the tyrant ? ’ 

‘Yes, to this usurper and tyrant,’ answered Esdale, ‘you 
must be contented to apply. His pride is, to be thought a 
strict administrator of justice ; and perhaps he may on this, as 
on other occasions, choose to display himself in the light of an 
impartial magistrate.’ 

‘Then I go to demand justice at his footstool,’ said Hartley. 

‘Not so fast, my dear Hartley,’ answered his friend; ‘first 
consider the risk. Hyder is just by reflection, and perhaps 
from political considerations ; but by temperament his blood 
is as unruly as ever beat under a black skin, and if you do not 
find him in^ the vein of judging, he is likely enough to be in 
that of killing. Stakes and bowstrings are as frequently in 
his head as the adjustment of the scales of justice.’ 

‘ No matter, I will instantly present myself at his durbar. 
The governor cannot for very shame refuse me letters of 
credence.’ 

‘Never think of asking them,’ said his more experienced 
friend ; ‘ it would cost Paupiah little to have them so worded 
as to induce Hyder to rid our sable dubash at once and for 
ever of the sturdy, free-spoken Dr. Adam Hartley, A mheeli 
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or messenger of goTemment, sets out to-morrow for Serip- 
gapatam ; contrive to join him on the roady his passport will 
protect you both. Do you know none of the chiefs about 
Hyder’s person 1 ^ 

' None, excepting his late emissary to this place, Barak el 
Hadgi/ answered Hartley. 

‘His support,' said Esdale, ‘although onlya fakir, maybe 
as effectual as that of persons of more essential consequence. 
And, to say the truth, where the caprice of a despot is . the, 
question in debate, there is no knowing upon what it is best 
to reckon. Take my advice, my dear Hartley, leave this poor 
girl to her fate. After all, by placing yourself in an attitude 
of endeavouring to save her, it is a hundred to one that you 
only ensure your own destruction.' , ^ : , , 

Hartley shook hivS head, and bade Esdale hastily farewell ; 
leaving him in the happy and self-applauding .state of mind 
proper to one who has given the best advice possible to a... 
friend, and may conscientiously wash his hands of all con- 
sequences. . ' ^ ^ , 

Having furnished himself with money, and with the attend- 
ance of three trusty native servants, mounted like himself on 
Arab horses, and carrying wdth them no tent, and very little 
baggage, the anxious Hartley lost not a moment in taking the 
road to Mysore, endeavouring, in the meantime, by recollecting 
every story he had ever heard of Hyder's justice and forbear- 
ance, to assure himself that he should find the Nawaub dis- 
posed to protect a helpless female, even against the future heir 
of his empire. 

Before he crossed the Madras territory, he overtook the 
vakeel, or messenger of the British government, of whom 
Esdale had spoken. This man, accustomed for a sum of money ^ 
to permit adventurous European traders who desired to visit ' ■ 
Hyder's capital to share his protection, passport, and escort, 
was not disposed to refuse the same good office to a gentleman 
of credit at Madras ; and, propitiated by an additional gratuity, 
undertook to travel as speedily as possible. It was a journey 
wffiich was not prosecuted without much fatigue and consider- 
able danger, as they ^had to traverse a country frequently 
exposed to all the evils of war, more especially when they 
approached the Ghauts, those tremendous mountain-passes 
which descend from the tableland of Mysore, and through 
which the mighty streams that arise in the centre of the Indian 
peninsula find their .way to the ■ ocean. 
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The sun had set ere the party reached the foot of one of these 
nerilous passes, up which lay the road to Senngapatam. A 
£row pV whicTi in summer . resembled an empty water- 
Lrse, winding upwards among immense rocks and precipices 
was at one time completely ovemhadowed by dark groves of 
teak-trees, and at another found its way beside impenetrable 
iiingles, the habitation of jackalls and tigers. 

^ Vmeans of this unsocial path the travellers threaded then- 
way in silence - Hartley, whose impatience kept him before the 
TOkeel, eagerly inquiring when the moon would enlighten the 
darkness, which, after the sun’s disappearance, closed fast 
aSund them. He was answered by the natives according to 
their usual mode of expression, that the inoon was in 
side, and that he was not to hope to behold her burstog 
through a cloud to illuminate the thickets and strata ot black 
and slaty rocks amongst which they were winding Hartley 
had therefore no resource save to keep his eye stodily hxed on 
the lighted match of the smar, or horseman, who rode before 
him, which, for sufficient reasons, was always kept m readiness 
to be applied to the priming of the matcUock. The -ndette, 
on his part, kept a watchful eye on the dmral} & guide sup- 
plied at the last village, who, having got more than halfway 
from his own house, was much to be suspected of meditating 
how to escape the trouble of going further. The dowrah, on 
the other hand, conscious of the lighted match and loaaea 
gun behind him, hallooed from time to time to show that he 
was on his duty, and to accelerate the march of the travellers. 
His cries were answered by an occasional ejaculation ot uiia ; 
from the black soldiers, who closed the rear,_ and who irere 
meditating on former adventures, the plundering ot a kaM 
(party of traveUing merchants), or some such exploit, or perhaps 
reflecting that a tiger, in the neighbouring jungle, might be 
watching patiently for the last of the party, in order to spring 
upon Mm, according to his usual practice. i j i a 

The sun, which appeared almost as suddenly as_ it had led 
them served to light the travellers in the remainder of the 
ascent, and called forth from the Mohammedans belonging to 
the party the morning prayer of Allah dkher, which resounded 
in long notes among the rooks and ravines, and they continued 
with better advantage their forced march until the pass opened 
upon a boundless extent of jungle, with a single high mud fort 
rising through the midst of it. Upon tMs plain rapine and 
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war Imd suspended the labours of industry, and the rich vegeta- 
tion of the soE had in a few years converted a fertile champaign 
country into an almost impenetrable thicket. Accordingly, the 
banks of a small nuliaky or brook, were covered with the foot- 
ma-iks of tigers and other animals of prey. 

Here the travellers stopped to drink, and to refresh them- 
selves and their horses j andjt was near this spot that Hartley 
saw a sight which forced him to compare the subject which 
engrossed his own thoughts with the distress that had afflicted 
another. 

At a spot not far distant from the brook, the guide called 
their attentioiT to a most wretched-looking man, overgrown 
with hair, who was seated on the skin of a tiger. His body 
was covered with mud and ashes, Ms sldn sun-burnt, his dress 
a few wetehed tatters. He appeared not to observe the ap- 
proach of the strangers, neither moving nor speaking a word, 
but remaining wuth his eyes fixed on a small and rude tonib, 
formed of the black slate-stones which lay around, and exhibit- 
ing a >small recess for a lamp. As they approached the man, 
and placed before Mm a rupee or two and some rice, ^they 
observed that a tiger's skull and bones lay beside him, with a 
sabre almost consumed by rust. 

While they gazed on this miserable object, the guide 
acquainted them wdth his tragical history. Sadhu Sing had 
been a sipakee, or soldier, and freebooter of course, the native 
and the pride of a liaif-ruined village which they had passed 
on the preceding day. He was betrothed to the daughter of a 
sipahee, who served in the mud fort which they saw at a dis- 
hmee rising above the jungle. In due time, Sadhu, with Ms , 
friends, came for the purpose of the marriage, and to bring.: 
home the bride. She was mounted on a tatoo, a small horse 
belonging to the country, and Sadhu and his friends preceded 
her on foot in ail their joy and pride.. As they approached the 
nullah, near which the travellers were resting,, there was heard 
a ^ dreadful roar, accompanied by, a shriek' of agony. Sadhu 
Sing, wfoo instantly turned, saw no trace of his bride, save that ' 
her horse ran wild in one direction, ' wMlst in the o,ther the long 
grass and weeds of the jungle were moving .like the ripple of 
the ocean, when distorted by the course of a shark holding its 
way near the surface. Sadhu drew. Ms sabre' and, rushed for- 
ward in^that direction; the rest 'of the party remained motion- 
less roused by a short roar of , agony. They then plunged' 
into the jungle with their drawn weapons, where they speedily 
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£ 1 Co (111 11 Since toldm'^ in Eis arms the lifeless corpse of his 

found Sadhn bm^ noi^s “ ^ l^y 

bride, where a Sion “selfVuld alone 

such a blow ov brideless bridegroom would permit none 

have di^harged. ihe XJ® „jave for his Mora, and 

to interfere with his ®o™ . ,, J= ^ jiever afterwards 

ereoted ovei seemed to 

left toe spot ^e W »f P«y ““ggtieeds btoughtW 
or droS/d tlic ©xtroniity n iv . 1^11+ hp moitlior siniiod nor 

showed any mark or iyr_„ Po^r or five years, 

**" 5 ??^ “I?; to!d S.« srfbf sw 

and Hartley because it coincided too weU 

received the first accounts of the progress ^ kAP-n^m their 

SSpglfiili'ilrs 

epSimil 

. Wm Ttopol wiSi whom she desired »» mteraew, 

Sdd SrSnel tom m eiprftion toimrds Timd.ootta, 

in which he had lately been engaged. _ _ „„ ,i„, i,„ j -pae-on 

Sm the result of his anxious inquiries, HarUey hud reason 

Sor^to thfksSrf t£n Bmfgbre^y^^ hy ujl 

andttchSSUtio^^^^^ 

and the Begum should decide the fate ot 

Ser handfhe trembled as the peon told him that tte 

bukshee, or general, who ^veUed to “^ieTteing 
disguise, had now assumed the dress and character belong g 
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to Ms rank, and it was ejected he 

Moiiammedan prince with some high ofcce ^ ‘i-k 

Si Ser^nxW, lie learned that a pa anqmn, etched mth 
Sulons care hy 4e slaves of Oriental jealousy conteined, it 
wi wh ^ered a FerinM, or Frankish woman, beautiful as a 
LurTShS been brought from England by the Begum as 
a meseid to Tiwoo The deed of villainy was therefore in 
full tmin to be llcomplished ; it remained to. see whether, by 
diligence on Hartley's side, its course could be interrupted. 

When this eager vindicator of betrayed innocence 
in the capital of Hyder, it may be believed that he consumed 
no time in viewing the temple of the celebrated Vishnoo, or m 
surveying the splendid gardens called Loll-bang, which were 
Srmon™.t of m,gniton«, a«d 

mortal remains. On the contrary, he was no sooner amved 
in the city than he hastened to the principal mosque, toving 
no doubt that be was there most likely to learn some ^ 

Barak el Hadgi. He approached, accordingly, the s^ed spot, 
and as to enter it would have cost a Fenngi his life, he em- 
ployed the agency of a devout Mussulman to obtain intorma- 
tion concerning the person whom he sought. He was not long 
in learning that the fakir Barak was within the inosque, as ne 
had anticipated, busied with his holy office of reading passa,ges 
from the Koran and its most approved commentators, io inter- 
rupt him in his devout task was impossible, and it was only 
by a high bribe that he could prevail on the same Moslem whom 
he had before employed to slip, into the sleeve of the holy 
man’s robe a paper containing his name and that or the khan 
in which the vakeel had taken up Ms residence. The agent 
brought back for answer, that the fekir, immersed, as was to 
be expected, in the holy service which he was in the act 
of discharging, had paid no visible attention to the syrnbol or 
intimation which the Feringi sahib (European gentleman) 
had sent to him. Distracted with the loss of time, of which 
each moment was precious. Hartley next endeavoured to pre- 
vail on the Mussulman to interrupt the fakir’s devotions with 
a verbal message; but the man was indignant at the very 

^™^og of a Christian ! ’ he said, ‘what art thou and thy whole 

generation, that Barak el Hadgi should lose a divine tbougbt 
for tlie sake of an infidel like thee 

Exasperated beyond self-possession, the unfortunate Hartley 
was now about to intrude upon the precincts of the mosque in 
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In ]innpc! of interrupting tire formal prolonged recitation 
Si 4° Korn SS4, Wien an old mm laid h.B hmd 

™ his Sderand pteventrf him ftom “ 

1 a liim Ills lifo saying, at the same time, You are a 
haye cost him ^ ^Ltlemaii); I have been a telmga 

( Company's service, and have eaten 

SsH? f “u. Sf d L yon to the W. Bami el 

%vin- he entered the mosque, and presently rtod 

,ift rSiA msw, m 

''ttaS pZ s"^SS "nrnkSoS lt"®y «<“ ¥ 

inn to meltKn t^^ «y of the professions of the natwes, 
Q-nd to devise some other mode of finding access to Hyder than 
thft which he had hitherto trusted ta 

fo^KtSlh"t£ Nawith Sse^t from 
i°Sty'o"iettpS^^^ -i# detain him for two 

or t£ days This tos the answer which the vakeel himself 
W received fiom the Mvan, with a farther intimation that 
L must hold himself ready, when he was f 'his 

liiei fredentials to Prince Tippoo, mstead of the iNawaub, ms 
teb^bSg rtod to theVer ia a «y not wty pmm- 
isinff for the success of his mission. . „„ „™Uorl 

Hartley was now nearly thrown into despair. He W . 
to mSe thirone officer supposed to have credit with the 
Nawauh, hut the slightest hint of the nature 
seemed to strike all with terror. Not oue of the person,. _ne 
applied to would engage in the affair or even cogent to give 
it a hearing ; and the dewan plainly told him, that to engage 
fn opP& to Prince Tippoo’s wishes was the re^y W to 
destruction, and exhorted him to return to the oote. Driven 
almost to distraction by his various Allures, S 

himself in the evening to the khm The call of the muezzins 
thundering from the minarets had invited the laitmul to 
prayers, vien a black servant, about fifteen years old, stood 
befee Hartley, and pronounced these words, deliberately, and 
tSe o?5 - ‘ Thus Lys Barak el Hadgi the wateher m the 
mosque —He that would see the sun rise, let-him turn towards 
the Mist.’ He then left the caravanserai; and it may be well 
supposed that Hartley, starting from the mrpet on which he 
had lain down to repose Hmself, followed his youthful guide 
with renewed vigour and palpitating hope. 


CHAPTER XIV 

was tlie lionr when rites tinholy 
Svd each paynim voice to prayer, 

And the star that faded 

Left to dews the freshen d air. 

Da V his sultry fires had wasted, 

Calm and cool the moonbeams shone , 

To the vizier’s lofty palace 

One bold Christian came alone. 

Thomas Campbell. Quoted from memory* 

iMstem opened on a tap from liis guide, and the slave 
In viti'f ^entered Hartley prepared to follow, but stepped bad 
Sra ^AfiSan &shed at his head a scimitar three 

fin-eS broad The young slave touched his funt™ wi| 
a rod which he held in his^hand, and it seemed as if touch 
disabled the giant, whose arm and w^pon sunk instantly. 
Hartley entered without ferther opposition, and was now m 
trrove of mango-trees, through which an t moon ^^as 

twinklino- faintly amid the murmur of waters, the sweet son^ 
orthe“hhtingIle, and the odours of the rose, yel^w jasmine, 
orange and citron flowers, and Persian narcissus. Huge doums 
and arches, which were seen imperfectly in the quivering lij,ht, 
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seemed to intimate the neighbourhood of soine sacred edifice, 

where the fakir had doubtless taken f 

Hartlev pressed on with as much haste as he could, and 
entered /side-door and narrow vaulted passage, at the of 
whfch was another door. Here his guide stopped, but pointed 
and made indications that the European 

an oTifl foiiTid hinLself in B, Small ceil, snoil as we nave 

formerly described, wherein sate Barak el ^eS 

fe.Vir who to iudge from the extreme dignity of a wtiite beard, 
which ascended up to his eyes on each side, must be a man of 

in the most modest and deferential tone ; but his former friend 
was so far from responding in ^keir former strain of intima^^^ 
that, having consulted the eye of his older 
barely pointed to a third carpet, upon which the stranger 
seated himself cross-legged after the countoy fashion, and a 
profound silence prevailed for the space of 
Hartley knew the Oriental customs too well to endanger tue 
suceesJof his suit by precipitation. He waited an intimation 
to sneak. At length it came, and from liaraK. _ 

‘When the pilgrim Barak,^ he said, ‘ 
had eyes and a tongue ; but now he is guided by those of his 
father? the holy Seheik Hali ben Khaledoun, the superior of his 

‘'Th?extoeme humility Hartley thought inconsistent with 
the affectation of possessing superior influence which Barak 

had shown while at the Presidency ; but exaggeration ^ their 

own consequence is a foible common to all who find, themsetoes 
in a land of strangers. Addressing the senior fakir, fkerefore, 
he told him in as few words as possible the villainous piot which 
was laid to betray Menie Gray into the hands of the rnne 
Tippoo. He made his suit for the reverend father s intercession 
with the prince himself, and with his father the Nawaub, in 
the most persuasive terms. The fakir listened to him with an 
inflexible and immovable aspect, similar to that with wnicn 
a wooden saint regards his eager supplicants. Ihere was a 
second pause, when, after resuming his pleading more than 
once. Hartley was at length compelled to end it for want or 

The silence was broken by the elder fakir, who, after shoot- 
ing a glance at his younger companion by a turn of the ey^ 
without the least alteration of the position of the head and 
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tt Apoo J Vtorions, ae posKsmB of 

S’ivrf at tie same toe a side S^oe 
as if encouraging him to plead his own cause. He suflered a 

minute to elapse, and then replied Prnnlipt a iiidee 

‘The Nawiub is in the place of ff® 

tL low as weU as high. It is written that, when tde 

Prophet decided a controversy between the ®P5™^«]5oth 
COTuinf^ a grain of rice, his wife Fatima said to him, Roth 
the mfssionary of Allah well to bestow his time in distribntog 
iu.S on a matter so slight, and between such despicable liti- 
gants 1 ” “ Know, woman,” answered 

tparrows and the grain of rice are the creation ®f ^ 

are Bot worth more than thou hast spoken ; hut ^ 

aie nox» wuiuu mu be imnarted by him 



who hoideth power to an wno req.uuc xu ^ 

doth the willof AUah, who gives it ahke 
vreat and to the poor as well as the powerful, io the_ hungry 
Sird a grain of rice is as a chaplet of pearls to a sovereign. 

^^SStolz-Pi-aised be God! he hath spoken Ife a 

moullah,’ said the elder fakir, with a little more 

some inclination of his head towards Barak, for on Hartley he 

it wM«h cannot lie,' repKed Barak, 

‘‘"it more brr^en by Sebeii ^b, who, ^di^sii^ 

himself directly to Hartley, demanded of him. Hast thou heard, 

Peringi, of aught of treason meditated by this hafr (iniidei) 

against’ the Nawaub Behauderr ^ T:r 4.1 in 

' Out of a traitor cometh treason, said Hartley, but, to 
speak after my knowledge, I am not conscious 01 such 

‘ l^ere is truth in the words of him,^ said the who 

aecuseth not his enemy save on his knowledge. The things 
thou hast spoken shall be laid before the Nawaub ; and as 
Allah and he will, so shall the issue be. Meantime, return to 
thy khan, and prepare to attend the vakeel of thy government, 
who is to travel with dawn to Bangalore, the^ strong, the 
happy, the holy city. Peace be with thee ! Is it not so, my 
son *? ' 
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Barak, to whom this appeal was made, replied, -Even .as^ w 

&ther hath spoken/ i -;;; 

Hartley had no alternative but to arise and take his leave 
with the usual phrase, ^ Salam — (jo&B peace be with you ! ' 

His youthful guide, who waited his return without, con- 
ducted him once more to his khan, through bye-paths which he 
could not have found out without pilotage. His thoughts 
were in the meantime strongly engaged on his late interview. 
He knew the Moslem men of religion were not implicitly to be 
trusted. The v/hole scene might be a scheme of Barak to get 
rid of the trouble of patronising a European in a delicate affair ; 
and he determined to be guided by what should seem to con- 
firm or discredit the intimation which he had received. 

On his arrival at the Idian he found the vakeel of the 
British goveimment in a great bustle, preparing to obey direc- 
tions transmitted to him by the Wawaub's dewan, or treasurer 
directing him to depart the next morning with break of day 
for Bangalore. ^ 

He expressed great discontent at the order, and when 
Hartley intimated his puiyose of accompanying him, seemed 
to think him a fool for his pains, hinting the probability that 
Hyder meant to get rid of them both by means of the free- 
booters, through whose countries they were to pass with such a 
feeble escort. This fear ^ gave way to another when the time 
of departure came, at which moment there rode up about two 
hundred of the Nawaub's native cavalry. The sirdar who 
commanded these troops behaved with civility, and stated that 
he was directed to attend upon the travellers, and to provide 
for their safety and convenience on the journey; fot his 
manner was reserved and distant, and the vakeel insisted that 
the^ force was intended to prevent their escape rather than for 
their protection. Under such unpleasant auspices, the journey 
between Seringapatam and Bangalore was accomplished in two 
days and pai-t of a third, the distance being nearly ei^^hty 
miles. ^ o j j 

On arriving in view of this fine and populous city, they 
lound. an encampment already established within a mile of its 
walls. It occupied a tope, or knoll, covered with trees, and 
looked Ml on the gardens which Tippoo had created in one 
Quarter of the city. The rich pavilions of the principal persons 
flamed with silk and gold ; and spears with gilded points, or 
poles supporting gold knobs, displayed numerous little banners 
inscribed with the name of the Prophet. This was the camp 
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of the Begum Mootee Mahul, who, with a small body 'of her 
troops, about two hundred men, was waiting the return of 
Tippoo under the walls of Bangalore. Their private motives 
for desiring a meeting the reader is ac(3[uainted with ; to the 
public the visit of the Begum had only the appearance of an 
act of deference, frequently paid by inferior and subordinate 
princes to the patrons whom they depend upon. 

These facts ascertained, the sirdar of the Nawaub took up 
his own encampment within sight of that of the Begum, but at 
about half a mile’s distance, despatching to the city a messenger 
to announce to the Prince Tippoo, as soon as he should arrive, 
that he had come hither with the English vakeel. 

The bustle of pitching a few tents was soon over, and 
Hartley, solitary and sad, was left to walk under the shade 
of two or three mango-trees, and, looking to the displayed 
vstreamers of the Begum’s encampment, to reflect that amid 
these insignia of Mohammedanism Menie Gray remained, 
destined by a profligate and treacherous lover to the fate of 
slavery to a heathen tyrant. The consciousness of being in 
her vicinity added to the bitter pangs with which Hartley con- 
templated her situation, and reflected how little chance there 
appeared of his being able to rescue her from it by the mere 
force of reason and justice, which was all he could oppose to 
the selfish passions of a voluptuous tyrmt A lover of romance 
might have meditated some means of effecting her release by 
force or address; but Hartley, though a man of courage, had 
no spirit of adventure, and would have regarded as desperate 
any attempt of the kind. 

His sole gleam of comfort arose from the impression which 
he had apparently made upon the elder fakir, which he could 
not help hoping might be of some avail to him. But on one 
thing he was firmly resolved, and that was, not to relinquish 
the cause he had engaged in whilst a grain of hope remained.:''^ 
He had seen in his own profession a quickening and a, revival^': 
of life ill the patient’s eye, even when glazed apparently by the 
hand of death ; and he was taught confidence amidst moral 
evil by his success in relieving that which was physical only. 

^ While Hartley was thus meditating, he was roused to atten- 
tion by a heavy firing of artillery from the high bastions of the . 
town ; and, turning his eyes in that direction, he could see 
advancing, on the northern side of Bangalore, a tide of cavalry, 
riding tumultuously forward, brandishing their spears in all , 
different attitudes, and. pressing their horses .to gallop,. The ■ 
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clouds of dust which attended this vanguard, for such it was, 
combined with the smoke of the guns, did not permit Hartley 
to see distinctly the main body which followed; but the 
appearance of howdahed elephants and royal banners, dimly 
seen through the haze, plainly intimated the return of Tippoo 
to Bangalore ; while shouts and irregular discharges of mus- 
ketry announced the real or pretended rejoicing of the inhabit- 
ants, The city gates received the living torrent which rolled 
towards them; the clouds of smoke and dust were soon dis- 
persed, and the horizon was restored to serenity and silence. 

The meeting between persons of importance, more especially 
of royal rank, is a matter of very great consequence in India, 
and generally much address is employed to induce the person 
receiving the visit to come as far as possible to meet the 
visitor. From merely rising up, or going to the edge of the 
carpet, to advancing to the gate of the palace, to that of 
the city, or, finally, to a mile or^ two on the road, is all subject 
to negotiation. But Tippoo’s impatience to possess the fair 
European induced him to grant on this occasion a much greater 
degree of courtesy than the Begum had dared to expect, and 
he appointed his garden, adjacent to the city -walls, and indeed 
included within the precincts of the fortifications, as the place 
of their meeting; the hour noon, on the day succeeding his 
arrival ; for the natives seldom move early in the morning, or 
before having broken their fast. ^ This was intimated to the 
Begum's messenger by the prince in person, as, kneeling before 
him, he presented the nuzzar (a tribute consisting of three, 
five, or seven gold mohurs, always an odd number), and received 
in exchange a khelaut, or dress of' honour. The messenger, 
in return, was eloquent in describing the importance of his 
mistress, her devoted veneration for the prince, the pleasure 
which she experienced on the prospect of their motahil^ or 
meeting, and concluded with a more modest compliment to 
his owm extraordinary talents, and the confidence w’hich the 
Begum reposed in him. He then departed; and orders were 
given that on the next day all should be in readiness for the 
sowarree, a grand procession, when the prince was to receive 
the Begum as his honoured guest at his pleasure-house in the 
gardens. 

Long befop the appointed hour, the rendezvous of fakirs, 
beggars, and idlers, before the gate of the palace, intimated the 
excited expectations of those who usually attend processions ; 
while a more urgent set of mendicants, the courtiers, were 
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hastening thither, on horses or elephants, as their means 
afforded, always in a hurry to show their zeal, and with a speed 
proportioned to what they hoped or feared. 

At noon precisely, a discharge of cannon, placed in the 
outer courts, as also of matchlocks and of small swiv'els, carried 
by camels (the poor animals shaking their long ears at every 
discharge), announced that Tippoo had mounted his elephant. 
The solemn and deep sound of the naggra, or state drum, borne 
upon an elephant, was then heard like the distant discharge of 
artillery, followed by a long roll of musketry, and was instantly 
answered by that of numerous trumpets and tom-toms, or 
common drums, making a discordant, but yet a martial, din. 
The noise increased as the procession traversed the outer courts 
of the palace in succession, and at length issued from the gates, 
having at their head the chohdars^ bearing^ silver sticks and 
clubs, and shouting at the pitch of their voices the titles and 
the virtues of Tippoo, the great, the generous, the invincible — 
strong as Rustan, just as I^oushirvan — with a short prayer for 
his continued health. 

After these came a confused body of men on foot, bearing 
spears, matchlocks, and banners, and intermixed with horse- 
men, some in complete shirts of mail, with caps of steel under 
tlieir turbans, some in a sort of defensive armour, consisting of 
rich silk dresses, rendered sabre-proof by being stuffed with 
cotton. These champions preceded the prince, as whose body- 
guards they acted. It was not till after this time that Tippoo 
raised his celebrated tiger-regiment, disciplined and armed 
according to the European fashion. Immediately before the 
prince came, on a small elephant, a hard-faced, severe-looking 
man, by office the distributer of alms, which he flung in showers 
of small copper money among the fakirs and beggars, whose 
scrambles to collect them seemed to augment their amount; 
while the grim-looking agent of Mohammedan charity, together 
with his elephant, which marched with half angry eyes, and 
its trunk curled upwards, seemed both alike ready to chastise 
those whom poverty should render too importunate. 

Tippoo himself next appeared, richly apparelled, and seated 
on an elephpt, which, carrying its head above all the others in 
the procession, seemed proudly conscious of superior dignity. 
The howdah, or seat, which the prince occupied was of silver, 
embossed and gilt, having behind a place for a confidential 
servant, who waved the great chowry, or cow- tail, to keep off 
the flies; but who could also occasionally perform the task of 
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spokesman, being well versed in all terms of flattery and com- 
pliment. The caparisons of the royal elephant were of scarlet 
cloth, richly embroidered with gold. Behind Tippoo came the 
various courtiers and officers of the household, mounted chiefly 
on elephants, all arrayed in their most splendid attire, and 
exhibiting the greatest pomp. 

In this manner the procession advanced down the principal 
street of the town, to the gate of the royal gardens. The 
houses were ornamented by broadcloth, silk shawls, and em- 
broidered carpets of the richest colours, displayed from the 
verandahs and windows; even the meanest hut was adorned 
with some piece of cloth, so that the whole street had a 
singularly rich and gorgeous appearance. 

This splendid procession having entered the royal gardens, 
approached, through a long avenue of lofty trees, a cmbootra^ 
or platform of white marble, canopied by arches of the same 
material, which occupied the centre. It was raised four or five 
feet from the ground, covered with white cloth and Persian car- 
pets. In the centre of the platform was the musmid, or state 
cushion of the prince, six feet square, composed of crimson vel- 
vet, richly embroidered. By special grace, a small low cushion 
was placed on the right of the prince, for the occupation of the 
Begum. In front of this platform was a square tank, or pond, 
of marble, four feet deep, and filled to the brim with water 
as clear as crystal, having a large jet or fountain in the middle, 
which threw up a column of it to the height of twenty feet. 

The Prince Tippoo had scarcely dismounted from his ele- 
phant and occupied the musnud, or throne of cushions, when 
the stately form of the Begum was seen advancing to the place 
of rendezvous. The elephant being left at the gate of the 
gardens opening into the country, opposite to that by which 
the procession of Tippoo had entered, she was carried in an 
open litter, richly ornamented with vsilver, and borne on the 
shoulders of six black slaves. Her person was as richly attired 
as silks and gems could accomplish. 

Richard Middlemas, as the Begum's general or bukshee, 
waUced nearest to her litter, in a dress as magnificent in itself 
as it was remote from all European costume, being that of a 
hmiM^ or Indian courtier. HivS turban was of rich silk and 
gold, twisted very hard, and placed on one side of his head, its 
ends hanging down on the shoulder. His miistaohios were 
turned and curled, and his. eyelids stained with antimony. 
The vest was of gold brocade, with a mmmerband^ or sash, 
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' around Ms waist, corresponding to Ms turban. He earned m 

bis hand a large sword, sheathed in a scabbard of crimson 
velvet, and wore around Ms middle a broad embroidered sword- 
belt. What thoughts he had under this gay attire, and the 
bold bearing which corresponded to it, it would be fearful to 
unfold. His least detestable hopes were perhaps those which 
tended to save Menie Gray, by betraying the prince who was 
about to confide in him, and the Begum, at whose intercession 
Tippoo's confidence was to be reposed. 

The litter stopped as it approached the tank, on the opposite 
side of which the prince was seated on his musnud. Middleinas 
assisted the Begum to descend, and led her, deeply veiled with 
silver muslin, towards the platform of marble. The rest of the 
retinue of the Begum followed in their richest and most gaudy 
attire — all males, however ; nor was there a symptom of woman 
being in her train, except that a close litter, guarded by twenty 
black slaves, having tlieir sabres drawn, remained at some 
distance in a thicket of flowering shrubs. 

When Tippoo Sahib, through the dim haze which hung over 
the waterfall, discerned the splendid train of the Begum ad- 
vancing, he arose from his musnud, so as to receive her near 
the foot of his throne, and exchanged greetings with her upon 
the pleasure of meeting, and inquiries after their mutual health. 
He then conducted her to the cushion placed near to Ms own, 
while his courtiers anxiously showed their politeness in accom- 
modating those of the Begum with places upon the carpets 
around, where they all sat down cross-legged, Richard Middlemas 
occupying a eons;^icnous situation. 

The people of inferior note^ stood behind, and amongst them 
was the sirdar of Hj^der Ali, with Hartley and the Madras 
vakeel. ; It ivould be impossible to describe the feelings with : 
which Hartley recognised the apostate Middlemas and; .the':'.;.,,': 
^amazoiiiaii ^ Mrs. Montreville. The sight of them worked .up: 
his resolution to make an appeal against them, in full, durbar^ 
to the justice which Tippoo was obliged to render to all who 
should conaplain of injuries. In the meanwhile, the prince, 
who had hitherto spoken in a low voice, while acimowlediring, 
it is to be supposed, the services and the fidelity of the Begum,: ... 
now ga ve the sign to his attendant, who .said, in . an, elevated.; .', 
tone, * Wherefore, and to requite these services, the mighty ,: 
prince, at the request of the mighty Begum Mootee Mahul, 
.beaiftiful :aa the moon,, and, wise ,as- ,the daughter of, 6iams,ohid,:' 
had : decreed tO;, .take, into Ms service the bukshee of .her armies,::, ' 
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and to invest him, as one worthy of all confidence, with the 
keeping of his beloved capital of Bangalore/ 

The voice of the crier had scarce ceased, when it was 
answered by one as loud, which sounded from the crowd of 
bystanders, ''Cursed is he who maketh the robber Leik his 
treasurer, or trusteth the lives of Moslemah to the command 
of an apostate ! ' 

With unutterable satisfaction, yet with trembling^ doubt and 
anxiety, Hartley traced the speech to the elder fakir, the com- 
panion of Barak. Tippoo seemed not to notice the interrup- 
tion, which passed for that of some mad devotee, to whom the 
Moslem princes permit great freedoms.^ The durbar, there- 
fore, recovered from their surprise ; and, in answer to the proc- 
lamation, united in the shout of applause which is expected to 
attend every annunciation of the royal pleasure. 

Their acclamation had no sooner ceased than Middlemas 
arose, bent himself before the musnud, and, in a set speech, 
declared his unworthiness of such high honour as had now 
been conferred, and his zeal for the prince's service. ^ Some- 
thing remained to be added, but his speech faltered, his limbs 
shook, and his tongue seemed to refuse its office. 

The Begum started from her seat, though contrary to 
etiquette, and said, as if to supply the deficiency in the speech 
of her officer, ‘ My slave would say that, in acloiowledgment of 
so great an honour conferred on my bukshee, I am so void of 
means that I can only pray your Highness will deign to accept 
a lily from Frangistan, to plant within the recesses of the 
secret garden of thy pleasures. Let my lord's guards carry 
yonder litter to the zenana.' 

A female scream was heard, as, at a signal from Tippoo, the 
guards of his seraglio advanced to receive the closed litter 
from the attendants of the Begum. 

The voice of the old fakir was heard louder and sterner than 
before — ‘Cursed is the prince who barters justice for lust! 
He shall die in the gate by the sword of the stranger.' 

‘This is too insolent !' said Tippoo. ‘Drag forward that 
fakir, and cut his robe into tatters on his back with your 
cliabouh.^ ^ 

But a scene ensued like that in the hall of Seyd. All who 
attempted to obey the command of the incensed despot fell 
back from the fakir, as they would from the Angel of Death. 
He flung his cap and fictitious beard on the ground, and the 
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incensed countenance of Tippoo was subdued in an instant, 
when he encountered the stern and awful eye of his father. 
A sign dismissed him from the throne, which Hyder himself 
ascended, while the officious menials hastily disrobed him of 
his tattered cloak, and flung on him a robe of regal splendour, 
and placed on his head a jewelled turban. The durbar rung 
with acclamations to Hyder Ali Khan Behauder, ‘ the good, the 
wise, the discoverer of hidden things, who cometh into the 
divan like the sun bursting from the clouds.^ 

The Nawaub at length signed for silence, and was promptly 
obeyed. He looked majestically around him, and at length bent 
his look upon Tippoo, whose downcast eyes, as he stood before 
the throne with his arms folded on his bosom, were strongly 
contrasted wdth the haughty air of authority which he had 
worn but a moment before. ^Thou hast been willing,' said the 
Nawaub, *to barter the safety of thy capital for the possession 
of a white slave. But the beauty of a fair woman caused Solo- 
mon ben David to stumble in his path ; how much more, then, 
should the son of Hyder Naig remain firm under temptation ! 
That men may see clearly, we must remove the light which 
dazzles them. Yonder Feringi woman must be placed at my 
disposal.' 

‘To hear is to obey,' replied Tippoo, while the deep gloom 
on his brow showed what his forced submission cost his proud 
and passionate spirit. 

In the hearts of the courtiers present reigned the most eager 
curiosity to see the dmomment of the scene, but not a trace 
of that wish was suffered to manifest itself on features accus- 
tomed to conceal ail internal sensations. The feelings of the 
Begum were hidden under her veil ; while, in spite of a bold 
attempt to conceal his alarm, the perspiration stood in large 
drops on the brow of Richard Middlemas. 

The next words of the Nawaub sounded like music in the ear 
of Hartley. 

‘Carry the Feringi woman to the tent of the Sirdar Belash 
Oassim (the chief to whom Hartley had been committed). Let 
her be tended in all honour, and let him prepare to escort her, 
with the vakeel and the hahim Hartley, to the Payeen-Ghaut 
(the country beneath the passes), answering for their safety 
With his head.' The litter was on its road to the sirdar's 
tents ere the Nawaub had done spealdng. ‘For thee, Tippoo,' 
continued Hyder, ‘I am not come hither to deprive thee of 
authority, or to disgrace thee before the durbar. Such things 
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as tliou bast promised to this Feringi, proceed to make them 
good. The sun calleth not back the splendour which he lends 
to the moon ; and the father obscures not the dignity which he 
has conferred on the son. What thou hast promised, that do 
thou proceed to make good.’ 

The ceremony of investiture was therefore recommenced, by 
which the Prince Tippoo conferred on Middlemas the important 
government of the city of Bangalore, probably with the internal 
resolution that, since he was himself deprived of the fair Euro- 
pean, he would take an early opportunity to remove the new 
killedar from his charge ; while Middlemas accepted it with the 
throbbing hope that he might yet outwit both father and son. 
The deed of investiture was read aloud, the robe of honour was 
put upon the newly-created killedar, and a hundred voices, 
while they blessed the prudent choice of Tippoo, wished the 
governor good fortune, and victory oyer his enemies. 

A horse was led forward, as the prince’s gift. It was a fine 
steed of the Cuttyawar breed, high-crested, with broad hind- 
quarters ; he was of a white colour, but had the extremity of 
nis tail and mane stained red. His saddle was red velvet, the 
bridle and crupper studded with gilded knobs. Two attendants 
on lesser horses led this prancing animal, one holding the lance 
and the other the long spear of their patron. The horse was 
shown to the applauding courtiers, and withdrawn, in order to 
be led in state through the streets, while the new killedar 
should follow on the elephant, another present usual on such 
an occa>sion, which was next made to advance, that the world 
might admire the munificence of the prince. 

l%e huge animal approached the platform, shaking his large 
wrinkled head, which he raised and sunk, as if impatient, and 
curling ^upwards his trunk from time to time, as if to show 
the gulf of his tongueless mouth. Gracefully retiring with the 
deepest obeisance, the killedar, well pleased the audience was 
finished, stood by the neck of the elephant, expecting the con- 
ductor of the animal would make him Imeel down, that he might 
ascend the gilded howdah which awaited his occupancy. 

‘Hold, Peringi,’ said Hyder. ‘Thou hast received all that 
wa-s promised thee^ by the bounty of Tippoo. Accept now what 
is the fruit of the justice of Hyder.’ 

Ab he spoke, he signed with his finger, and the driver of 
the elephant instantly conveyed to the animal the pleasure 
of the Nawaiib. Curling his long trunk around the neck of 
the ill-feted European, the monster suddenly threw the wreto|| 


THE "SURGEON’S”' DAUGHTER 


147 


prostrate 'before Jiiio, and, stampmg' Ms tege ^shapeless ..foet' 
upon his breast, put an end 'at once to his life and to his 
, eriines. . 'The cry which the yictim uttered was i3Qimicied;' b¥'' 
the roar of the monster, and a sound like an hysterical laugh 
mingling with a scream, which rung from under the veil of the 
Begum. The elephant once more raised his trunk aloft, and 
gaped fearfully. 

The courtiers preserved a profound silence; but Tippoo, 
upon W'hose muslin robe a part of the victim^s blood had 
spirted, held it up to the Nawaub, exclaiming, in a sorrowful 
yet resentful tone — 'Father — father, was it thus my promise 
should have been keptt^ 

'Know, foolish boy,’ said Hyder Ali, 'that the carrion which 
lies there was in a plot^ to deliver Bangalore to the Feringis 
and the Mahrattas. This Begum (she started when she heard 
herself named) has given us warning of the plot, and has so 
merited her pardon for having originally concurred in it, — 
whether altogether out of love to us we will not too curiously 
inquire. Hence with that lump of bloody clay, and let the 
hakim Hartley and the English vakeel come before me.’ 

They were brought forward, while some of the attendants 
flung sand upon the bloody traces, and others removed the 
crushed corpse. 

'Hakim,’ said Hyder, ‘thou shalt return with the Peringi 
woman, and with gold to compensate her injuries, wherein the 
Begum, as is fitting, shall contribute a share. Do thou say to 
thy nation, Hyder Ali acts justly.’ The Nawaub then inclined 
himself graciously to Hartley, and then turning to the vakeel, 
who appeared much discomposed, ‘You have "brought to me,’ 
he said, ‘w’ords of peace, while your masters meditated a 
treacherous war. ^It is not upon- such as you that my venge-: ' 
aiiee ought to alight. But tell, the kafr, or infidel, PaupiaH >: 
and. his unworthy master that Hyder Ali sees too clearly;, to;;':.' 
suffer to be lost by treason the advantages he. has gained by 
war. Hitherto I have been in the- Carnatic as a mild prince ; in 
future I will be a destroying tempest.. Hitherto I have made 
inroads as a compassionate and mercifiii conqueror; hereafter 
I will be the ^messenger , whom Allah sends to the kingdoms 
which He visits in judgment..’ 

It js well known how dreadfully the Nawaub kept; -this ... 
promise, and how he and his -son . afterwards, sunk before the ,. ..■ 
discipline and bravery, of the; Europeans. .The scene of just 
punishment which he so faithfully exhibited might be ow,ing: ... 
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to his policy, his internal sense of right, and to the ostentation 
of displaying it before an Englishman of sense and intelligence, 
or to all of these motives mingled together, but in what pro- 
portions it is not for us to distinguish. 

Hartley reached the coast in safety with his precious charge, 
rescued from a dreadful fate when she was almost beyond 
hope. But the nerves and constitution of Menie Gray had 
received a shock from which she long suffered severely, and 
never entirely recovered. The principal ladies of the settle- 
ment, moved by the singular tale of her distress, received her 
with the utmost kindness, and exercised towards her the most 
attentive and affectionate hospitality. The Nawaub, faithful 
to his promise, remitted to her a sum of no less than ten 
thousand gold mohurs, extorted, as was surmised, almost en- 
tirely from the hoards of the Begum Mootee Mahul, or Montre- 
■ ville. Of the fate of that adventuress nothing was known for 
certainty; but her forts and government were taken into 
Hyder’s custody, and report said that, her power being abol- 
ished and her consequence lost, she died by poison, either 
taken by herself or administered by some other person. 

It might be thought a natural conclusion of the history of 
Menie Gray that she should have married Hartley, to whom 
she stood much indebted for his heroic interference in her 
behalf. But her feelings were too much and too painfully 
agitated, her health too much shattered, to permit her to 
entertain thoughts of a matrimonial connexion, even with the 
acquaintance of her youth and the champion of her freedom. 
Time might have removed these obstacles, but not two years 
after their adventures in Mysore the gallant and disinterested 
Hartley fell a victim to his professional courage in withstanding 
the progress of a contagious distemper, which he at length 
caught, and under which he sunk. He left a considerable 
part of the moderate fortune which he had acquired to Menie 
Gray, who, of course, did not want many advantageous offers 
of a matrimonial character. But she respected the memory of 
Hartley too much to subdue in behalf of another the reasons 
which induced her to refuse the hand which he had so well 
deserved — nay, it may be thought, had so fairly won. 

She returned to Britain — what seldom occurs — unmarried 
though wealthy ; and, settling in her native village, appeared 
to find her only pleasure in acts of benevolence, which seemed 
to exceed the extent of her fortune, had not her very retired 
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life been taken into consideration. Two or three persons with 
whom she was intimate could trace in her character that 
generous and disinterested simplicity and affection which were 
the groundwork of her character. To the world at large her 
habits seemed those of the ancient Roman matron, which is 
recorded on her tomb in these four words, 


DoMUM MANSir — Laijam ysciT. 


MR. CROFTANGRY’S CONCLUSION 


If yon tell a good jest, 

And please all the rest, 

Comes Dingley, and asks you, * What was it V 
And before she can know. 

Away she will go 

To seek an old rag in the closet. 

Dean Swift. 

W HILE I was inditing the goodly matter which my 
readers have just perused, I might be said to go 
through a course of breaking-in to stand criticism, 
like a shooting-pony to stand fire. By some of those venial 
breaches of confidence which always take place on the like 
occasions, my private flirtations with the muse of fiction became 
a matter whispered in Miss Fairscribe’s circle, some ornaments of 
which were, I suppose, highly interested in the progress of the 
affair, while others ‘ really thought Mr. Chrystal Croftangry might 
have had more wit at his time of day.^ Then came the sly in- 
timation, the oblique remark, all that sugar-lipped raillery which 
is fitted for the situation of a man about to do a foolish thing, 
whether it be to publish or to marry, and that accompanied with 
the discreet nods and winks of such firiends as are in the secret, 
and the obliging eagerness of others to know all about it. 

At length the affair became so far public that I was induced 
to face a tea-party with my manuscript in my pocket, looking 
as simple and modest as any gentleman of a certain age need 
to do upon such an occasion. When tea had been carried 
round, handkerchiefs and smelling bottles prepared, I had the 
honour of reading The Sturgeon's Bmighter ion the entertainment 
of the evening. It went off excellently. My friend Mr. Fair- 
scribe, who had been seduced from his desk to join the literary 
circle, only fell asleep twice, and readily recovered his attention 
by help of his snuff-box. The ladies were politely attentive, 
and when the cat, or the dog, or a next neighbour tempted an 
mdividual to relax,' -Katie Fairscribe was on the alert^j like an 
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„t!,e -kiPf™. 'f.t'or vSthSE aSlS 

to a sease oi wbat wa& gomo discipline of her coterie, or 

.ctive of the piece, 

■whether she was leally uw e Ai _ t ,^1 j^ot venture to 

deeiroe. i» eelo^ „.b, , 

®l"m^rown my story here and there flagged f good deal ; 

£ ttay m4ThS: Le? £ oV* ^ t;ve bee». 
deal better. However, -we kindled up at last whp we gof 
the East Indies, although, on the mention of tigers, an old 
Ifldv whose tongue had been impatient for an hour, broke 1 
•with ‘I wonder if Mr. Croftangry ever heard the story of 
Tif^er TuUideph ? ’ and had nearly inserted the whole narrative 
asfn episode m my tale. She was, however, brought to reason, 
and the subsequent mention of shawls, diamonds, turbans, and 
mimmerbands h&d their usual effect in awakenmg the 
tions of the fair auditors. At the extinction of the faithless 
lover in a way so horribly new, I had, as indeed I ejected, e 
good fortune to excite that expression of painful interest which 
fc produced by drawing in the breath through the compressed 

nav, one miss of fourteen actually screamed. ^ ^ 

At length my task was ended, andAhe fam mrele rained 
odours upon me, as they pelt beaux at the ca,rnival with sugar- 
plums, and drench them with scented smces. Theie was 
‘Beautiful,’ and ‘ Sweetly intere^ing, and__ 0, Mr. Crofenpy, 
and, ‘ How much obliged,’ and ‘ What a delightful evenmg, and 
‘ 0 Miss Katie, how could you keep such & secret so long . 
While the dear souls were thus smothering me with rose- 
leaves the merciless old lady carried them all off by a disquisi- 
tion upon shawls, which she had the impudence to say arose 
entirely out of my story. Miss Katie endeavoured to stop the 
flow of her eloquence in vain : she threw all other topics out oi 
the field, and from the genuine Indian _she made a digression to 
the imitation shawls now made at Paisley out of real Ihibet 
wool, not to be known from the actual country shawl, except 
by some inimitable cross-stiteh in the border. ‘ It is well, said 
the old lady, wrapping., herself up in a rich Eashmire, Jhat 
there is some way of knowing a thing that cost, fifty . guineas 
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from an article that is sold for five; but I venture to say there 

understand the 


The. pohteness of some of the Mr ladies would now have 
brought back the conversation to the forgotten subject of our 
meeting ‘How could you, Mr. Croftangry, collect aU the?e 
hard words about India — you were never there ?’ < No madaT 
I have not had that advantage; but, like the imitative otS 
atives of Paisley, I have composed my shawl by incomoratino- 
into the woof a little Thibet wool, which my excellent friend 
and neighbou^polonel Maekerris, one of the best fellows who 
ever trode a Highland moor, or dived into an Indian jungle 
had the goodness to supply me with.’ 

My rehearsal, however, though not absolutely and altogether 
to my taste, has prepared me in some measure for the less 
tempered and guarded sentence of the world. So a man must 
learn to encounter a foil before he confronts a sword ; and to 
take up_ my original simile, a horse must be accustomed to a 
M de joie before you can ride him against a voUey of balls. 
^ ^ m?: - ® philosophy is not the worst that has b^n 

preached. Things must be as they may.’ If my lucubrations 
pve pleasure, I may again require the attention of the cour- 
teous reader; if not, here end the 
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CASTLE DANGEROUS 

Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower, 
And tells the midnight moon her care ; 

The ivinds were laid, the air was still. 

The stars they shot along tte sky, 

The fox was howling on the hill, 

And the distant echoing glens reply. 

Bobeet Bubns* 





INTRODUCTION TO CASTLE 
DANGEROUS 


The following introduction to GastU Dangerous was forwarded by Sir Walter 
Bcott from Naples in February 1832, together with some corrections of the 
text, and notes on localities mentioned in the Novel. 

The materials for the Introduction must have been collected before he left 
Scotland, in September 1831 ; but in the hurry of prejmring for his voyage 
he had not been able to arrange them so as to accompany the first edition of 
this Eomance. 

A few notes, supplied by the Editor, are placed within brackets. 

T he incidents on which the ensuing No tel mainly turns 
are derived from the ancient metrical chronicle of The 
Bruce, by Archdeacon Barbour, and from The History of 
the Houses of Douglas and Angus, by David Hume of Godscrofl ; 
and are sustained by the immemorial tradition of the western 
parts of Scotland. They are so much in consonance with the 
spirit and manners of the troubled age to which they are re- 
ferred, that I can see no reason for doubting their being founded 
in fact: the names, indeed, of numberless localities in the vicin- 
ity of Douglas Castle appear to attest, beyond suspicion, many 
even of the smallest circumstances embraced in the story of 
Oodscroft. 

Among all the associates of Robert the Bruce, in his great 
enterprise of rescuing Scotland from the power of Edward, the 
first place is universally conceded to James, the eighth Lord 
Douglas, to this day venerated by his countrymen as ‘the Good 

Sir James ’: 

And Gud Schyr James of Douglas, 

That ill his time sa worthy was, 

That off his price and his boimte. 

In fer landis renownyt was he. — Babbour. 

The Good Sir James, the dreadful blacke Douglas, 

That in his dayes so wise and worthie was, 

Wha here, and on the infidels of Spain, 

Such honour, praise, and triumphs did obtain. — Gordon, 

Froin the time when the King of England refused to rein- 
state him, on his return from France,' where he had received 
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the education of chivalry, in the extensive possessions of his 
family, which had been held forfeited by the exertions of his 
father, William the Hardy, the young knight of Douglas 
appears to have embraced the cause of Bruce with enthusiastic 
ardour, and to have adhered to the fortunes of his sovereign 
with unwearied fidelity and devotion. ‘'The Douglasse,' says 
Hollinshed, ‘ was jo3d‘uIly received of King Robert, in whose 
service he faithfully continued, both in peace and war, to his 
life's end. Though the surname and familie of the Douglasses 
was in some estimation of nobilitie before those dales, yet the 
rising thereof to honour chanced through this James Douglasse; 
for, by meanes of his advancement, others of that lineage tooke 
occasion, by their singular manhood and noble prowess, shewed 
at sundrie times in defence of the realme, to grow to such 
height in authoritie and estimation, that their mightie puis- 
sance in mainrent,^ lands, and great possessions at length was, 
through suspicion conceived by the kings that succeeded, the 
cause in part of their ruinous decay.' 

In every narrative of the Scottish war of independence, a 
considerable space is devoted to those years of perilous adven- 
ture and suffering which were spent by the illustrious friend 
of Bruce in harassing the English detachments successively 
occupying his paternal territory, and in repeated and success- 
ful attempts to wrest the formidable fortress of Douglas Castle 
itself from their possession. In the English as well as Scotch 
Chronicles, and in Rymer's Fmdera^ occur frequent notices of 
the different officers entrusted by Edward with the keeping of 
this renowned stronghold; especially Sir Robert de Clifford, an- 
cestor of the heroic race of the Cliffords, Earls of Cumberland ; 
his lieutenant, Sir Richard de Thurlewalle (written sometimes 
Thruswall), of Thirlwall Castle, on the Tipalt in Northumber- 
land; and Sir John de Walton, the romantic story of whose 
love-pledge, to hold the Castle of Douglas for a year and day, 
or surrender all hope of obtaining his mistress's favour, with 
the tragic consequences softened in the Novel, is given at 
length in^ Godscroft, and has often been pointed out as one of 
the affecting passages in the chronicles of chivalry.^ 

The Author, before he had made much progress in this, 
probably the last of his Novels, undertook a journey to 

^ Vassalage. 

» [The reader will find both this story and that of Eohert of Paris in 
Scott’s essay on ‘ Chivalry,’ published in 1318, in the Supplement 
to the EMpelopwdi'0 
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Dongias Dale, for the purpose of examining the remains of the 
famous castle, the Idrk of St. Bride of Douglas, the patron 
saint of that great family, and the various localities alluded to 
by Godscroft in his account of the early adventures of Good 
Sir James; but though he was fortunate enough to find a 
zealous and well-informed cicerone in Mr. Thomas Haddow, 
and had eveiy assistance from the kindness of Mr. Alexander 
Finlay, the resident chamberlain of his friend, Lord Douglas, 
the state of his health at the time was so feeble, that he found 
himself incapable of pursuing his researches, as in better days 
he would have delighted to do, and was obliged to be contented 
with such a cursory view of scenes, in themselves most inter- 
esting, as could be snatched in a single morning, when any 
bodily exertion was painfuL Mr. Haddow was attentive enough 
to forward subsequently some notes on the points which the 
Author had seemed desirous of investigating ; but these did 
not reach him until, being obliged to prepare matters for a 
foreign excursion in quest of health and strength, he had been 
compelled to bring his work, such as it is, to a conclusion, ^ 

The remains of the old Castle of Douglas ^ are inconsider- 
able. They consist indeed of but one ruined tower, standing 
at a short distance from the modern mansion, which itself is 
only a fragment of the design on which the Duke of Douglas 
meant to reconstruct the edifice, after its last accidental de- 
struction by fire. His Grace had kept in view the ancient 
prophecy that, as often as Douglas Castle might be destroyed, 
it should rise again in enlarged dimensions and improved 
splendour, and projected a pile of building which, if it had 
been completed, would have much exceeded any noblemafrs 
residence then existing in Scotland, as. indeed what has been' ■ ; 
finished, amounting to about one-eighth part of the plan, is 
sufficiently extensive for the accommodatioB of a large estab- 
lishmeiit, and contains some apartments the dimensions of 
which are magnificent The situation/ is commanding;; : and. 
though the Duke's successors have allowed the mansion to 
continue as he left it, great expense has been lavished on the 
environs, which ■ now present a vast sweep of richly undulated 
woodland, stretching to the borders of the Oairntable mountains, 
repeatedly^ mentioned as the favourite retreat of the great , ,■ 
ancestor of the family in the days of Ms tedsMp and perse- , 
ciition. ^ There remains at the head of .the, ,adjo,iniiig 
the choir of the ancient church of St Bride, having beneath it ' : 


^ See Note 3, 
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the vault which was used till lately as the burial-place of this 
princely race, and only abandoned when their stone and leaden 
coffins had accumulated, in the course of five or six hundred 
years, in such a way that it could accommodate no more. 
Here a silver case, containing the dust of what was once the 
brave heart of Good Sir James, is still pointed out ; and in the 
dilapidated choir^ above appears, though in a sorely ruinous 
state, the once magnificent tomb of the ^varrior himself After 
detailing the well-known circumstances of Sir Jameses death in 
Spain, 20th August 1330, where he fell, assisting the King of 
Arragon in an expedition against the Moors, when on his way 
from Scotland to Jerusalem, to which he was conveying the 
heart of Bruce, the old poet Barbour tells us that — 

Quhen Ms men lang had mad murnyn, 

Thai debowalyt him, and syne 

Gert scher him swa, that mycht be tane 

The flesch all haly fra the bane, 

And the carioune thar in haly place 
, Erdyt, with rycht gi’et worschip, was. 

The banys hane thai with them tane ; 

And syne ar to their schippis gane ; 

Syne to wart Scotland held thair way, 

And thar ar cummyn in full gret hy. 

And the hanys honorabilly. 

In till the kyrk of Douglas war 
Erdyt, with dule and mekill car. 

Schyr Archebald his sone gert syn 
Off alabastre, bath fair and fyne, 

Ordane a tumbe sa richly 
As it behowyt to swa worthy. 

The monument is supposed to have been wantonly mutilated 
and defaced by a detachment of Cromweirs troops, who, as was 
their custom, converted the kirk of St. Bride of Douglas into a 
stable for their horses. Enough, however, remains to identify 
the resting-place of the great Sir James. The effigy, of dark 
stone, is cross-legged, marking his character as one who had 
died ^ after performing the pilgrimage to the Holy Sepulchre, 
and in actual conflict with the infidels of Spain ; and the intro- 
duction of the HEART, adopted as an addition to the old arms 
of Douglas, in consequence of the knight's fulfilment of Bruce's 
dying injunction, appears, when taken in connexion with the 
posture of the figure, to set the question at rest. The monu- 
ment, in its original state, must have been not inferior in any 
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respect to the best of the same period in Westminster Abbey ; 
and the curious reader is referred for farther particulars of it 
to Sepulchral Antiquities of Great Britain^ by Edward Blorej 

R S. A. (London, 4to, 1826), where may also be found interest- 
ing details of some of the other tombs and efSgies in the ceme- 
tery of the first house of Douglas. 

As considerable liberties have been taken with the historical 
incidents on which this novel is founded, it is due to the reader 
to place before him such extracts from Godscroft and Barbour 
as may enable him to correct any mis-impression. The passages 
introduced in the Appendix, from the ancient poem of The 
Brtice^ will moreover gratify those who have not in their pos- 
session a copy of the text of Barbour, as given in the valuable 
quarto edition of my learned friend Dr. Jamieson, as furnishing 
on the whole a favourable specimen of the style and manner of 
a venerable classic who wrote when Scotland was still frill of 
the fame and glory of her liberators from the yoke of Planta- 
genet, and especially of Sir James Douglas, ‘of whom,’ says 
Godscroffy ‘ we will not omit here (to shut up all) the judgment 
of those times concerning him, in a rude verse indeed, yet such 
as beareth witness of his true magnanimity and invincible 
mind in either fortune : — 

Good Sir James Douglas, who wise, and wight, and worthy was, 

Was nerer overglad in no winning, nor yet oversad for no tineing; 

Good fortune and evil chance he weighed both in one balance.’ 


w. s. 
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CHAPTER I 

Hosts have been known at that dread sound to yield, 

And, Douglas dead, his name hath won the field. 

John Home. 

I T was at tlie close of an early spring day, when nature, in a 
cold province of Scotland, was reviving from her winter's 
sleep, and the air at least, though not the vegetation, gave 
promise of an abatement of the rigour of the season, that two 
travellers, whose appearance at that early period sufficiently 
announced their wandering character, which, in general, secured 
a free passage even through a dangerous country, were seen 
coming fi*om the soiith- westward, within a few miles of the 
Castle of Douglas, and seemed to he holding their course in the 
direction of the river of that name, whose dale afforded a species 
of approach to that memorable feudal fortresvs. The stream, 
small in comparison to the extent of its fame, served as a kind 
of drain to the country in its neighbourhood, and at the same 
time afforded the means of a rough road, to, the castle .and'., 
village. The high lords to whom the castle had for ages 
belonged might, had they chosen, have made this access a 
great deal smoother and more convenient ; - but there had been 
as yet little or no exercise for those, geniuses who have taught 
all the world that it is better to take the more circuitous road 
round the base of a hill than the direct course of ascending it 
on the one side ^and descending it directly on the other, . .with- .■ 
out yielding a single step to render the passage more, eas,y. to:' 
ihe traveller ; still less were those , mysteries dreamed of which' 
Mao Adam has of late days expounded. But, indeed, to, what:> 
purpose should^ the ancient , Douglasses have employed .'Ms-' 
principles, even if they had known .them in ever' so much 'per-- ■■ 
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fection 1 Wheel-carriages, except of the most clumsy descrip- 
tion, and for ther most simple operations^ of agriculture, were 
totally unknown. Even the most delicate female had no 
resource save a horse, or, in case of sore infirmity, a litter. 
The men used their own sturdy limbs, or hardy horses, to 
transport themselves frorn place to place ; and travellers, 
females in particular, experienced no small inconvenience firom 
the rugged nature of the country. A swollen torrent some- 
times crossed their path, and compelled them to wait until the 
waters had abated their frenzy. The bank of a small river 
was occasionally torn away by the effects of a thunderstorm, a 
recent inundation, or the like convulsions of nature; and the 
wayfarer relied upon his knowledge of the district, or obtained 
the best local information in his power, how to direct his path 
so as to surmount such untoward obstacles. 

The Douglas issues from an amphitheatre of mountains 
which bounds the valley to the south-west, from whose contri- 
butions, and the aid of sudden storms, it receives its scanty 
supplies. The general aspect of the country is that of the 
pastoral hills of the south of Scotland, forming, as is usual, 
bleak and wild farms, many of which had, at no great length 
of time from the date of the story, been covered with trees, as 
some of them still attest by bearing the name of ^ shaw,' that is, 
wild natural wood. The neighbourhood of the Douglas water 
itself was flat land, capable of bearing strong crops of oats and 
rye, supplying the inhabitants with what they required of 
these productions. At no great distance from the edge of the 
river, a few special spots excepted, the soil capable of agricul- 
ture was more and more mixed with the pastoral and woodland 
country, till both terminated in desolate and partly inaccessible 
moorlands. 

Above all, it was war-time, and of necessity all circumstances 
of mere convenience were obliged to give way to a paramount 
sense of danger; the inhabitants, therefore, instead of trying 
to amend the paths which connected them with other districts, 
were thankful that the natural difficulties which surrounded 
them rendered it unnecessary to break up or to fortify the 
access from more open countries. Their wants, with a very 
few exceptions, were completely supplied, as we have already 
said, by the rude and scanty produce of their own mountains 
and ‘ holms, ^ ^ the last of which served for the exercise of their 

^ plains, by tbe sides of tbe brooks and riyers, termed in 

tne soutn, IngB* 
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limited agriculture, Lrds and flocks. The 

forest glens produced .f |iJese silvan retreats hemg 

recessel of ^he the district had 

seldom <fisturhed, especially sin tPe constant occupation 
laid aside, during this time of ^ 

of hunting the various kmds oi^^^ 

very considerably ; so that not on y ^ describing 

^arts of the hilly and “e ^ung^ even the 

different varieties of deer we -xj^gg showed themselves, 

wild cattle peculiar f®. S®'^*^f;l^nhtTrregular a^^^ 
and other aBDnals, whwh 1 -iTPcnientlv surprised in 

state of the rle ™ 

the dark ravmes or the t ^ Lothians, here 

a stranger to the more , encroachments of man, and 

maiutained his ground “® ^®™hojn he was finally to 

was still himself a was haidly 

he extirpated. In winter x xq he driven to ex- 

yet past— these ®®'^®|®^®'™ased to frequent, in dangerous 

fmes the abodes of living men, f e’i®. t® fox nowada% 

-nTev with as much familiarity as tne lox uuwu-uaj 

will venture to prowl near the mistress’s^ ^^thJv'Sve'made 

From what we have s®id, om r^dem^^f^t ^^Y 

as who in these days !^s not . xn-, wilder and upper part 
to form a tolerably just idea ®f .ffi® 

of Douglas Dale during Xmf ataig a moorlS 

and in the ravines with which his sides are P , . *= ,| .-i , , tl 

S remnants of those ancient forests with which all 
grounds of that quarter were once covered, f ^ P®rticuUily 
SrhiUs in which the rivers— both those which run to the 

east and’ those which seek the west to ^^^^r^their^OTiginal 
into the Solway — hide, like so many hermits, then origina 

^^The^lanLcaprwas still illuminated by the reflection of the 

■ f The sood’uame or wife of a respectable farmer is almost universally 

thus designated in Scotland. 
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evening sun, sometimes thrown back from 

sometimes resting on srev rocks hn<Z 5°^ stream; 

which labour and%ricS?L K ^“1; 

times contentinsf itself wifK +7 and some- 

tinged aIternateV^;™ef 0 ^^^ 
consisted of roclj Sr ^ ""T’ gi-o«nd itself 

looked at a disLce like a ramo^vf or 
Occasionally, too, the eye rested on +L°^+ Porphyry, 

moorland, as the sunbeam danced bmt of 

mountain pooh whosStrfhke that Jf ST 
countenance, gives a life and^ viVfsm'fr + ^ inman 

The elder afd stou^fcTr of 

mentioned was a perton ^4ll whom we have 

according to the finery of the tinmA T? showily, dressed, 

wandering minstrels Ce won^T’caS « 

harp, rote, or viol, or some ruch’snooif'f V 
for accompanying the vdce Tb?wl instrument 

much, altLugh it prSfmed so 

instrument. The coC o??t f of the 

andthatofHshLrSi ? ^s blue, 

of the seme colour which Aowrf » liuh,^ 

mg to ordinary custom to ® ought, accord- 

heat of the sun tli07io-h%lio o Teied this dress; but the 
the wearer to fold up '’his cloa^in^sm^l induced 

into a bundle, attacfod to the shoidd^rf 
coat of the infantry soldier of ^ Iihe the military great- 

with which it was made Present day. The neatness 

traveller, who had been « x precision of a practised 
which 4„ge “i, SuS '5*^ t» every Vnroo 
narrow ribands or T)oint<? profusion of 

our ancestors connected t^eir douWp?^ 
of cordon, composed of faots of ^°™®^ ®' 

rounded the traveUer’s i S ® ®’’ ’"oH which sur- 

withthetwo garments whi?ftt 

to combine. The bonnet n«nalKr ® ™e office of these strings 
was of that kind with which showy dress 

Edward the Sixth, are usually renrespn+P^ Eighth and his son, 
fi^om the gay stuff of which^it wsa “‘°^® Sited, 

public place than to encounter a appear in a 

coioumd, being made of Ifcnt ® W "/ Tu P^^y- 

■Sf by 

“ The Sr^ 




in scenes 


against 


at — for lie 
and warrai 
apparently 
ffown, tiie 
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drooped were in no depeeremarfeble for 

Si Yet in so<iesolatea coantayastMW^^ 

would not have teen ^^Jave met with where there 

“Sctooter of the sceoeiy to arreet the g«e of 

me» I am a man ‘woitn n ^ i^cci on intemretation wliicli 

S„‘ camrf Sh,“iS Srdtog to the 

might be thought fa^urable traveller met. A kmght or 
cliaiacter of the ^ that he had met a merry 

soldier would ^ or tell a wild tale, and 

fellow, who could ^ , ®’ j^ p]^is][riaeuts necessary 

help to empty a ^Jcept perhaps an alacrity 

for a boon «o“P^r^^/XSomS A chnrcWan, on the 
at defraying his stoe ^ J the blue and violet was 

other hand, ml* have litUe to limit himself 

This’S well as of gaiety. A t 

CrtSlI r£’ a professio* tohta, or one *mop^- 

tunity was very hkely to eonv^ +rpatment’ and a youth, or 
have been Webensive of ^ of murder or such direful 

ill-accoutred for any ,,hat we now call a 

weapon V“^,J”omo times wonld have justiSed any 
S;l.iw“i“l his ‘totentions. in being so far mmed 

if a aSSclSto Sn”S in any reject P»itW Um 
1 . L Opinion of those ->J»» ‘»r‘£iSfi,e‘‘^£,1 

his ->>»-» -2* if anSpol« 

“nk for his associate. The younger ^ traveUer was 
in mlv vouth, a soft and gentle boy, whose Sclavonic 
approFiate dress of the 

Insplv drawn^ about him than the coldness of the ^ either 
oopTnpfl to authorise or recommend. His features, imperfe _ y 
under to hood of his pilgrim’s di’ess. were prepossessmg 
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in a tigh degree j and though he wore a walWTiof-omn-w/j ‘j. 
^emed rather to be in compliance with general feshion 
from any violent purpose he did so. 'fhere were 
sadness upon his brow, and of tears upon his cheS anf K?f 
wearmess was such as even his rougher comnauinrT cL ^ 
sympathise with, while he privately particinS a 
sorrow which left its mar£ upo7aTouSanee S hv^t 
They spoke together, and the elder of the two while 
assumed the deferential air proper to a man oflJferTor ra^k 
addressing a superior, showed, in tone and gesture, somethinv 
that amounted to interest and affection sometlung 

ho^hy which we Ieft% <CbS.- ““ >»“* 

my “J" - '““S tta™de»».ea_ 

fiS 

desoeiiJ' to ky Se ’^d!bfe3Lr°8 

M so fi^y emed to me bo} thot I in TffTid mnS, ? 

gam m hout its losiM a stitch ; and since your ladyship to 

etaTd tTtTr.rm"!*'''””'’ *0 conmmnfXu 

nnr+A .n ^ son, shame it were to me if I were 

not to show you the affection of a father, more especiallv as I 
may weU swear my great oath that I oWe youTe Xw 

01 oeei winch they say our domains produce if there is a 

SetKl o1«e‘t- 

“"‘idt-iii; ,h, 

s hfe 'S 

journey without such a calamit^ F shill think 

tomaat, whicia, stooa in a baron's Jaall, was often so 
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myself out of reach of thirst or famine for the whole of my 

lik' 

‘ Thou hast suffered already once or twice by these attacks, 
my poor friend/ said the lady. 

'It is little/ answered Bertram, ‘anything that I have 
suffered; and I were ungrateful to give the inconvenience of 
missing a breakfast, or making an untimely dinner, so serious 
a namk But then I hardly see how your ladyship can endure 
this gear much longer. You must yourself feel that the plod- 
ding along these high lands, of which the Scots give us such 
good measure in their miles, is no jesting matter ; and as for 
Douglas Castle, why, it is still three good miles off.’ 

‘The question then is,’ quoth the lady, heaving a sigh, ‘ what 
we are to do when we have so far to travel, and when the castle 
gates must be locked long before we arrive there 1 ’ 

‘ For that I will pledge my word,’ answered Bertram. ‘ The 
gates of Douglas, under the keeping of Sir John de Walton, 
do not open so easily as those of the buttery hatch at our own 
castle when it is well oiled; and if your ladyship take my 
advice, you will turn southward ho, and in two days at farthest 
we shall be in a land where men’s wants are provided for, as 
the inns proclaim it, with the least possible delay, and the 
secret of this little journey shall never he known to living 
mortal but ourselves, as sure as I am sworn minstrel and man 
of faith.’ 

‘I thank thee for thy advice, mine honest Bertram,’ said the 
lady, ‘but I cannot profit by it. Should thy knowledge of these 
parts possess thee with an acquaintance with any decent house, 
whether it belong to rich or poor, I would willingly take 
quarters there, if I could obtain them from this time until to- 
morrow morning. The gates of Douglas Castle will then be 
open to guests of so peaceful an appearance as we carry with us, 
and — and — it will out — we might have time to make such 
applications to our toilet as might insure us a good reception, 
by drawing a comb through our locks, or such-like foppery.’ 

'Ah, madam I ’ said Bertram, ‘were not Sir John de Walton 
in question, methinks I should venture to reply, that an un- 
washed brow, an unkempt head of hair, and a look far more 
saucy than your ladyship ever wears, or can wear, were the 
proper disguise to trick out that minstrel’s boy whom yon 
wisli to represent in the present pageant/ 

‘Do you suffer your youthful pupils to be indeed so slovenly 
and so saucy, Bertram ? ’ answered the lady. ‘ I for one will not 








CHAPTER II 

Moscdind* Well, this is the Forest of Arden. 

Touchstone. Aye, now am I in Arden ; the more fool I. When I 
at home I was in a better place ; but travellers must be content. 

Rosalind. Aye, be so, good Touchstone. Look you, who comes here * a 
young man and an old, in solemn talk. ’ 

As You Like 1% Act II. Scene 17. 

AS the travellers spoke together, they reached a turn of 
presented a more extensive prospect 
■ fac 6 of til© country had yst shown 

1 valley, through which flowed a small tributary stream, 
exhibited the wild but not unpleasant, features of ‘a lone vale 
1 ^ bracken, here and there besprinkled with groups of 

aider-trees, of hazels, and of copse oak-wood, which had main- 
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lae tann-house, or mansion-house, for, from its size and appear- 
u have been the one or the other, was a large but 
low building, and the waUs of the outhouses were sufficiently 
steong to resist any band of casual depredators. There was 
nothing, however which could withstand a more powerful force ; 
nW by war, the farmer was then, as now, 

chance of the great evils attendant upon 
rma . ® thmgs ; and his condition, never a very eligible 

i°t ’ considerably worse by the insecurity attending 

t. About half a mile farther was seen a Gothic building ol 

miMtr?rnrnifn^°^’ chapel, which the 

Pj°f “cel to be the abbey of St. Bride. ‘ The place,’ 

old mnnv; is aUowed to subsist, as two or three 

bv r i"/® many nuns, whom it contains, are permitted 

to to serve God there, and sometimes to give relief 

ancfS+vf accordingly taken assur- 

k de Walton, and accepted as their superior 

a cJiurchman on whom he thinks he can depend. But if these 
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At tbs moment, two the travellers, and 

the farm-house m a differ o-n-narently of dispute, that the 
speaking so high, in a ^ distino'uish their voices 

^instref and his Sfble screened his 

though the distance was 1 gth ex- 

eyes with Mend Tom Dickson, sure 
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It is ’ - * i-T® b the pot ere he goes 
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toLeroise cruelty and oppression. Now, 1 could P^g™ ^ 

xnf »t rsLltif idoo, 

vnu will find that English and Scottish, within tbs domain, 
and ShbW reach Sf Sir John de Walton’s influenee live 
too'ether as that same flock of sheep and goats do with the 
shenherd’s dog — a foe from whom they fly upon certam ocoa- 
^ons, but around whom they nevertheless eagerly gather for 
protection should a wolf happen to stiow himself. ^ 

Tt is not to your ladysbp,_ answered Bei tom, that 
should venture to state my opinion of such 
young knight, when he is sheathed m armour, is a diiferent 
Lin? from^him who feasts in halls among press of ladies ; and 
he that feeds by another man’s fireside, and when 
of all men in the world, chances to he the Black Doujas, h 
reason to keep his eyes about him as he makes his meal. But 
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So saying, he calledout ina thSrit fofe matters.’ 
- what ho, Thomas Dickson ! will yoS S ac • 

friend, who IS much disposed to trLt h?s snS^^ 
iodmg to your hospitality?’ “Jght’s 

Ihe Scotchman, attracted by the call -a ^ , 

banks of the river, then unwS.tc u ^ the 

and at length ca^t hS S unoi Aif Is ^ 

descending from it. ^ ^ figures wlio were 

Dale farmer wrapped closer arouId*him the^Jf^’ *^^-P°lShs 
from an early penod has been f '^Wch, 

soath of SootLd, „d »f ‘ke 

air to the peasantry and mi^Ie f'rf.®? a rpinantic 


uutterve Dnat tms mend nf h^xv ^ uuc i^uy 

man somewhat past the middle of f 

marks of the approach, butTonTof thl 
a countenance which had beenexnoscd x o^age, upon 

eyes, too, and a quick observation storm. Sharp 

acquired by one 4ho hX3Tonc.®S^a f g^s of vigiknei, 

constant occasion for looHna' arm^n!? •xF’ 
features were still swollen wi+f ^ caution. His 

yonne m.„ who “SdS sSFrii “U- 
one who had undergone no “^^rtented, like 

tion, and who, from ffe snff of his father’s indigna- 

an appearance of shame on . • which mingled with 

affected by anger and remors^ countenance, seemed at once 

theyapSchSSiSdisSneefore?^*^^' Bertram, as 

twenty years which have iiLd Se ‘or have the 

along with them all reSibrancr of I f °®™ed 

minstrel?’ ememorance of Bertram, the BngHah 

k». hardly hi one TSS"- ““ ^ 

Hey, now the day dawns, 

“ ■“*» «f your blithe reheeh ; „d yet 
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such animals are we, that I had forgot Ihe'iEieii 
friend, and scarcely knew him at a distance. But we haye had 
trouble lately : there area thousand of your eountrymen; that 
keep garrison in the Perilous Castle of Douglas yonder, as well 
as in other places through the vale, and that is but a woeful 
sight for a true Scotchman ; even my own poor house has 
not escaped the dignity of a garrison of a maii-at-arms, besides 
two or three archer knaves, and one or two slips of mischievous 
boys called pages, and so forth, who will not let a man say, “ this 
is my own,” by his own fireside. Do not, therefore, think 
hardly of me, old comrade, if I show you a w^elcome something 
colder than you might e.^eot from a friend of other days ; for, 
by St. Bride of Douglas, 1 have scarcely anything left to which 
I can say welcome.^ 

SSmall welcome will serve,’ said Bertram. ‘My son, make 
thy reverence to thy father’s old fnend, Augustine is learning 
my joyous trade, but he will need some practice ere he can 
endure its fatigues. If you could give him some little matter 
of food, and a quiet bed for the night, there ’s no fear but that 
we shall both do well enough ; for I daresay when you travel 
mth my friend Charles there — if that tall youth chance to he 
my old acquaintance Charles — you will find yourself accommo- 
dated when his wants are once well provided for.’ 

‘ Nay, the foul fiend take me if I do,’ ansivered the Scottish 
husbandman. ‘ I know not what the lads of this day are made 
of — not of the same clay as their fathers to be sure — not 
sprung from the heather, which fears neitlier wind nor rain, 
but from some delicate plant of a foreign country, which will 
not thrive unless it be nourished under 'glass, with a murrain ' 
to it 1 The good Lord of Douglas — I have been his 'henchman,; ';:': 
and can vouch for it — did not in his pagehood desire such food 
and lodging as, in the present day, wdll hardly satisfy such a: 
lad as your friend Charles.’ 

‘ Najq’ said Bertram, ‘ it is not that my Augustine is over 
nice ; but, for other reasons, I must request of jon a bed to 
himself : he hath of late been unwell.’ 

‘Ay, I understand,’ said Dickson, ‘your son hath had a 
touch of that illness which terminates so frequently in the 
black death you English folk die oft .We hear much of the 
havoc it has made to the southward. Comes it hitherward 1 ’ 

Bertram nodded. 

‘Weil, my fatlier’s house,’ continued the fanner, ‘hath more 
rooms than one, and your son shall have one well aired and 
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minstrel as thou art to a nmbt’^ hn^n^frl^ ^ skilful 
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house ]ike_ a litter of blind nuS out of you? 

was half-way to Caimtable.’ “ courtesy until he 
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welcome to my abode as when it never held any guest save of 
my own inviting. And you, my young friend, Master Augus- 
tine, shall be looked after as well as if you came with a gay 
brow and a light cheek, such as best becomes the gay science/ 

‘But wherefore, may I ask,' said Bertram, ‘so much dis- 
jdeased but now at my young friend Charles?'^ 

The youth answered before his father had time to speak. 

‘ My father, good sir, may put what show upon it he will, but 
shrewd and wise men wux weak in the brain in these troublous 
times. He saw two or three wolves seize uj)on three of our 
choicest wethers ; and because I shouted to give the alarm to 
the English garrison, he was angry as if he could have murdered 
me — just for saving the sheep from the jaws that would have 
devoured them/ 

‘ This is a strange account of thee, old friend,’ said Bertram. 
‘Dost thou connive with the wolves in robbing thine own 
fold?’ 

‘ Why, let it pass if thou lovest me,’ answered the country- 
man; ‘Charles could tell thee something nearer the truth if 
he had a mindj but for the present let it pass.’ 

The minstrel, perceiving that the Scotchman was fretted and 
embarrassed wdth the subject, pressed it no farther. 

At this moment, in crossing the threshold of Thomas Dick- 
son’s house, they were greeted with sounds from two English 
soldiers within. ‘Quiet, Anthony,’ said one voice — ‘quiet, 
man ! for the sake of common sense, if not common manners ; 
Robin Hood himself never sat down to his board ere the roast 
was ready/ 

‘ Ready I ’ quoth another rough voice ; ‘ it is roasting to rags, 
and small had been the knave Dickson’s share, even of these 
rags, had it not been the express orders of the worshipful Sir 
John de Walton that the soldiers who lie at outposts should 
afford to the inmates such provisions as are not necessary for 
their ewn subsistence/ . 

‘Hush, Anthony — hush, for shame!’ replied his fellow- 
soldier, ‘ if ever I heard our host’s step, I heard it this instant ; 
so give over thy grumbling, since our captain, as we all know,' 
hath prohibited, under strict penalties, all quaiTels between his 
followers and the people of the country.’ 

^ ‘I am sure/ replied Anthony, /that I have; ministered/occa-:^:^ 
sion to none; but I would I; were equally certain of the good 
meaning of this sullen-browed/Thomas' Dickson towards' the ' 
English soldiers, for I seldom go, to bed in 'this' dungeon ':\of 
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liouse but I expect throat will gape as wide as a thirsty 
oyster before I awaken. Here he comes, however/ added 
Anthony, sinking his sharp tones as he spoke ; ^and I hope to 
be excominunicated if he has not brought with him that mad 
animal, his son Charles, and two other strangers, hungry 
enough, 1 11 bo sworn, to eat up the whole supper, if they do 
us no other injury.' 

* Shame of thyself, Anthony,' repeated his comrade ; ‘ a good 
archer thou as ever wore Kendal green, and yet affect to be 
frightened for tw^o tired travellers, and alarmed for the inroad 
their hunger may make on the night's meal. There are four 
or five of iis here; we have our bows and our bills within 
reach, and scorn to be chased from our supper, or cheated out 
of our share of it, by a dozen Scotchmen, whether stationary or 
strollers. How say'st thou 1 ' he added, turning to Dickson — 
^how say ye, quartermaster? it is no secret that, by the direc- 
tions given to our post, we must inquire into the occupations 
of such guests as you may receive besides ourselves, jour un- 
willing inmates ; you are as ready for supper, I w'^arrant, as 
supper is for you, and I will only^ delay you and my friend 
Anthony, who becomes dreadfully impatient, until you answer 
two or three questions which you wot of.' 

*Bend-the-bow,' answered Dickson, ‘thou art a civil fellow; 
and although it is something hard to be constrained to give an 
account of one's friends, because they chance to quarter in one's 
own house for a night or two, yet I must submit to the times, 
and make no vain opposition. You may mark down in 3"our 
breviary there that, upon the fourteenth day before Palm 
Sunday, Thomas Dickson brought to his house of Hazelside, 
in which you hold garrison, by orders from the English gover- 
nor, Sir John de Walton, two strangers, to whom the said 
Thomas Dickson had promised refreshment and a bed for the 
evening, if it be lawful at this time and place.' 

‘ But what are they — these strangers ? ’ said Anthony, some- 
what sharply. 

‘A fine world the while,' murmured Thomas Dickson, ‘that 
an honest man should he forced to answer the questions of 
every paltry companion ! ' But he mitigated his voice and pro- 
ceeded — ‘ The eldest of my guests is Bertram, an ancient Eng- 
lish minstrel, who is bound on his o^vn errand to the Castle of 
Douglas, and will communicate what he has to say of news to 
Sir John de Walton himself, I have known him for twenty 
years, and never beard anything of him save that he was good 



man and true, ^Tlie'-yonnger stranger is liis son, a lad recover- 
ing from the English disorder, which has been raging far and 
wide in Westmoreland and Cumberland/ 


* Tell me/ said Bend-the-Bow, ‘ this same Bertram, was he 
not about a year since in the service of some noble lady in onr 
own country?' 

‘ I have heard so/ answered Dickson. 

^ We shall, in that case, I think, incur little danger/ replied 
Bend-the-Bow, ‘ by allowing this old man and his son to proceed 
on their journey to the castle/ 

‘You are iny elder and my better,' answered Anthony; ‘but 
I may remind you that it is not so clearly our duty to give free 
passage into a garrison of a thousand men of all ranks to^ a 
youth who has been so lately attacked by a contagious dis- 
; order ; and I question if our commander would not rather hear 

that the Black Douglas, with a hundred devils as black as him- 
self, since such is his colour, had taken possession of the out- 
post of Hazelside with sword and battle-axe than that one 
person suffering under this fell sickness had entered peaceably, 
and by the opened wicket of the castle/ 

^ ‘ There is something in what thou sayest, Anthony,’ replied 
his comrade ; ‘and considering that our governor, since he has 
. undertaken the troublesome job of beeping a castle which is 

j esteemed so much more dangerous than any other within Scot- 

i land, has become one of the most cautious and jealous men in 

^ the world, we had better, I think, inform him of the circumstance, 

and take his commands how the stripling is to be dealt with/ 
‘Content am 1/ said the archer; ‘and first, methinks, I 
; would just, in order to -show - that we know what belongs to 

j such a case, ask the stripling' a few questions, as how long he 

has been ill, by what physicians he has been attended, when 
he was cured, and how his cure- is certified, etc/ 

‘True, brother,’ said Bend-the-Bow.' ‘Thou hearest, min- 
strel, we would ask thy son ■ some questions. What has become 
of him ? He was in this apartment but now.’ 

‘So please you,’ answered Bertram,, '‘he did but pass through 
the apartment. Mr. Thomas Dickson, at my entreaty, as well 
j' as in respectful reverence to your 'honour’s health, carried him 

through the room without tarriance, ' judging his oto bed- 
; chamber the fittest place 'for a young man recovering from a 

j severe illness, and after a day of no small fatigue/ 

‘Well/ answered the elder-- archer, -‘though it is uncominoii 
I for men who^ like iis^ live by bow-string and quiver^ to meddle 


180 


CASTLE DANGEROUS 


with interrogations and examinations ; yet, as the case stands, 
we must make some inquiries of your son ere we permit him 
to set forth to the Castle of Douglas, where you say his errand 
leads him ' 

*Eather my errand, noble sir,' said the minstrel, Hhan that 
of the young man himself.' 

‘ If such be the case,' answered Bend-the-Bow^, * we may 
sufficiently do our duty by sending yourself, with the first grey 
light of (lawn, to the castle, and letting your son remain in 
bed, which I warrant is the fittest place for him, until we shall 
receive Sir John de Walton’s commands whetW he is to be 
brought on w^ard or not.' 

‘And we may as well,' said Anthony, ‘since we are to have 
this man's company at supper, make him acquainted with the 
rules of the out garrison stationed here for the time.' So say- 
ing, he pulled a scroll from his leathern pouch, and said, 
‘ Minstrel, canst thou read U 

‘ It becomes my calling,' said the minstrel. 

‘ It has nothing to do with mine, though,' answered the 
archer, ‘and therefore do thou read these regulations aloud; 
for, since I do not comprehend these characters by sight, I lose 
no chance of having them read over to me as often as I can, 
that I may fix their sense in my memory. So beware that thou 
readest the words letter for letter as they are set down ; for 
thou dost so at thy peril, sir minstrel, if thou readest not like 
a true man.' 

‘On my minstrel word,' said Bertram, and began to read 
excessively slow, for he wished to gain a little time for con- 
sideration, which he foresaw would be necessary to prevent his 
being separated from his mistress, which was likely to occasion 
her much anxiety and distress. He therefore began thus: 

‘ “ Outpost at Hazelside,^ the steading of Goodman Thomas 
Dickson." Ay, Thomas, and is thy house so called 1 ' 

‘It is the ancient name of the steading,' said the Scot, 
‘being surrounded by a hazel-shaw, or thicket.' 

‘ Hold your chattering tongue, minstrel,' said Anthony, ‘ and 
proceed, as you value that or your ears, which you seem disposed 
to make less use of.' 

‘“His garrison,"' proceeded the minstrel, reading, ‘“con- 
sists of a lance with its furniture." What, then, a lance, in 
other words, a belted knight, commands this party ? ' 

‘ 'T is no concern of thine/ said the archer. 
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*Biit it is/ answped the minstrel: ‘we have a right to be 
examined by the highest person in presence/ 

‘ I will show thee, thou rascal,’ said the archer, starting up, 
‘that I am lance enough for thee to reply to, and I will break 
thy head if thou say’st a word more/ 

‘Take care, brother Anthony,’ said his comrade, ‘we are to 
use travellers courteously — and, with your leave, those travellers 
best who come from our native land.’ 

‘It is even so stated here,’ said the minstrel, and he pro- 
ceeded to read — ‘“The watch at this outpost of Hazelside 
shall stop and examine all travellers passing by the said station, 
suffering such to pass onwards to^ the town of Douglas, or to 
Douglas Castle, always interrogating them with civility, and 
detaining and turning them back if there arise matter of sus- 
picion; but conducting themselves in all matters civilly and 
courteously to the people of the country, and to those who 
travel in it/’ You see, most excellent and valiant archer/ 
added the commentator Bertram, ‘that courtesy and civility 
are, above ail, recommended to your worship in your conduct 
towards the inhabitants, and those passengers who, like us, 
may chance to fall under your rules in such matters/ 

‘I am not to be told at this time of day,’ said the archer, 

‘ how to conduct myself in the discharge of my duties. Let me 
advise yon, sir minstrel, to be irank and open in your answers 
to our inquiries, and you shall have no reason to complain.’ 

‘I hope, at all events,’ said the minstrel, ‘to have your 
favour for my son, who is a delicate stripling, and not accus- 
tomed to play his part among the crew which inhabit this wild 
world/ 

‘Well,’ continued the elder and more civil of the two 
archers, ‘if thy son be a novice in this ten’estrial navigation, I 
warrant that thou, my friend, from thy look and manner of 
speech, hast enough of skill to use thy compass. To comfort 
thee, although thou must thyself answer the questions of our 
governor or deputy-governor, in order that he may see there is 
no offence in thee, I think there may be permission granted for 
thy son’s residing here in the convent hard by — where the 
nuns, by the way, are as old as the monks, and have nearly as 
long beards, so thou mayst be easy about thy son’s morals — 
until thou hast done thy business at Douglas Oastle, and art ' 
ready to resume thy journey/., 

‘If such permission,’ said the minstrel, ‘can be' obtained,; 
should be better pleased .to leave Mm at the abbey, and go 
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!Diys6l^ in ^6 iirst plac6, to tako tiic dirootions of vour corn 
mandmg-o£6eer.’ ^ 

‘Certainly,’ answered the pcher, ‘that will be the safest 
and best way ■, and with a piece or two of money thou mavst 
secure the protection of the abbot.’ ^ ^ ® 

answered the minstrel; ‘I have known 
life, 1 have Wn every stde, gap, pathway, and pass of this 
TOlderness of ours for some thirty years ; and he that cannot 
steer his course fairly through it like an able seaman, after 
naving served such an apprenticeship, can hardly ever be 
taught, were a century to be given him to learn it in.’ 

biiice thou art so expert a mariner,’ answered the archer 
Antbony, thou hast, I warrant me, met in thy wanderimrs a 
potation caUed a morning’s draught, which they who are con- 
ducted by others where they themselves lack experience are 
used to bestow upon those who undertake the task of guide 
upon such an occasion?’ 

‘I understand you, sir,’ quoth the minstrel; ‘and althonc'h 
money, or drmk-geld,” as the Fleming calls it, is rather^’a 
scarce commodity in the purse of one of my r>^.niTi<Y vet 
according to my feeble ability, thou shaft have no oause^to 
complain that thine eyes_ or those of thy comrades have been 
damaged by a Scottish mist while we can find an Fn g lisb coin 
™ good lifioor which should wash them clear.’ 

j . 0 'rcher; ‘we now understand each other, 

and if difficulties anse on the road, thou shaft not want the 
coimtenance of Anthony to sail triumphantly through them. 
But thou hadst better let thy son know soon of the early 
visit to the abbot to-morrow, for thou mayst guess that we 
cannot and dare not delay our departure for the convent a 
mnute after the eastern sky is ruddy; and, with other infim- 
ities,^ young men often are prone to laziness and a love of 

'■ 0H(S6. 

‘Thou shaft have no reason to think so,’ answered the 
minstrel: not the lark himself, when waked by the first ray 
peeping over the black cloud, springs more lightly to the sky 
than will my Augustine answer the same briUiant summons. 
And now we undratand each other, I would only further pray 
you to forbear hght talk while my son is in your company, 

timid in conversation/ 

^y> jolly minstrel, said the elder archer, ‘ thou givest us 
here too gross an exmple of Satan reproving sin. If thou 
hast followed thy craft for twenty years, as thou pretends, 
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thy son, having kept thee, company since cMldhoo^ Jsnst . by 
this time be fit to open a scnool to teach even devils the 
practice of the seven deadly sins, of which none know the 
theory if those of the gay science are lacking/ 

‘Truly, comrade, thou speakest well,' answered Bertram, 
‘and I acknowledge that we minstrels are too much to blame 
in this matter. Nevertheless, in good sooth, the fault is not 
one of which I myself am particularly guilty ; on the contrary, 
I think that he who would wish to have his own hair honoured 
when time has strewed it with silver should so rein his mirth 
when in the presence of the young as may show in what 
respect he holds innocence, I will, therefore, with your per- 
mission, speak a word to Augustine, that to-morrow we must 
be on foot early/ 

‘Do so, my friend, ' said the English soldier; ‘and do the 
same the more speedily that our poor supper is still awaiting 
until thou art ready to partake of it/ 

‘To which, I promise thee,' said Bertram, ‘I am disposed to 
entertain no delay/ 

‘Follow me, then,' said Dickson, ‘and I will show thee 
where this young bird of thine has his nest/ 

Their host accordingly tripped up the wooden stair, and 
tapped at a door, which he thus indicaled was that of his 
younger guest, 

‘Your father,' continued he, as the door opened, ‘would 
speak with you, Master ■Augustine.'' : 

‘Excuse me, my host,' answered Augustine; ‘the truth is, 
that this room being directly above your eating-chamber, and 
the flooring not in the best possible repair, I have been com- 
pelled to the unhandsome practice of eavesdropping, and not a 
word has escaped me that^ passed concerning my proposed 
residence at the abbey, our journey to-morrow, and the some- 
what early hour at which I must shake off sloth, and, according 
to thy expression, fly down/fi-om the roost,' 

‘And how dost thou relish,' said Dickson, ‘being left with 
the abbot of St. Bride's little flock here ? ' 

‘Why, ■well/ said the youth, ‘if the abbot is a man of 
respectability becoming his .vocation, ' and not one of those 
swaggering churchmen who stretch out. the sword/, and, 'bear ' 
themselves like rank soldiers in.' .these troublous times.' 

^‘For that, young master,' said Dickson, ‘if you let .him puh 
his hand deep enough into your purse, he„wiM hardly .'Ouarret'.' 
with anything/ , . , 
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‘Then I will leave him to my father/ replied Angostiiie, 
Svho will not grudge him an3rthing he asks in reason/ 

‘In that case/ replied the Scotchman, ‘you may trust to our 
abbot for good accommodation ; and so both sides are pleased/ , 

‘It is well, my son/ said Bertram, who now joined in the 
conversation ; ‘ and that thou mayst be ready for thy early 
travelling, I shall presently get our host to send thee some 
food, after partaking of which thou shouldst go to bed and 
sleep off the fatigue of to-day, since to-morrow will bring work 
for itself/ 

‘And as for thy engagement to these honest archers,' an- 
swered Augustine, ‘ I hope you will be able to do what will 
give pleasure to our guides, if they are disposed to be civil and 
true men/ 

‘ God bless thee, my child I ' answered Bertram : ‘ thou 
knowest already what would drag after thy beck all the Eng- 
lish archers that were ever on this side of the Solway. There 
is no fear of a grey -goose shaft, if you sing a r&veillez like to 
that which chimed even now from that silken nest of dainty 
young goldfinches/ 

‘ Hold me as in readiness, then/ said the seeming youth, 

‘ when you depart to-morrow morning. I am wuthin hearing, 

I suppose, of the bells of St. Bride's chapel, and have no fear, 
through my sloth, of keeping you or your company waiting. ' 

‘ Good-night, and God bless thee, my child I ' again said the 
minstrel; ‘remember that your father sleeps not far distant, 
and on the slightest alarm will not fail to be with you. I need 
scarce bid thee recommend thyself, meantime, to the great 
Being who is the friend and father of us all' 

The pilgrim thanked his supposed father for his evening 
blessing, and the visitors withdrew without farther speech at 
the time, leaving the young lady to those engrossing fears 
which, the novelty of her situation and the native delicacy of 
her sex being considered, naturally thronged upon her. 

The tramp of a horse's foot was not long after heard at the 
house of Hazelside, and the rider was welcomed by its garrison 
with marks of respect. Bertram understood so much as to 
discover from the conversation of the warders that this late 
arrival was Aymer de Valence, the knight who commanded the 
little party, and to the furniture of whose lance, as it was 
technically called, belonged the archers with whom we have 
already been acquainted, a man-at-arms or two, a certain pro- 
portion of pages or grooms, and, in short, the command and 
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' .giiMaiiCje of the garrison at Thomas Diokson's^while in' ranh' te 
was depotj-governor of Douglas Castle. 

To prevent all suspicion respecting himself and his com- 
panion, as well as the risk of the latter being disturbed, the 
minstrel thought it proper to present himself to the inspection 
of this knight, the great authority of the little place. He 
found him, with as little scruple as the archers heretofore, 
making a supper of the relics of the roast-beef. 

Before this young knight Bertram underwent an examina- 
tion, while an old soldier took down in writing such items of 
information as the examinate thought proper to express in his 
replies, both with regard to the minutiae of his present journe;;^, 
his business at Castle Douglas, and his route when that busi- 
ness should be accomplished— a much more minute examination, 
in a word, than he had hitherto undergone by the archers, or 
perhaps than was quite agreeable to him, being encumbered 
with at least the knowledge of one secret, whatever more. 
Not that this new examinator had anything stern or severe 
in his looks or his questions. As to the first, he was mild, 
gentle, and ‘meek as a maid,’ and possessed exactly of the 
courteous manners ascribed by our father Chaucer to the 
pattern of chivalry -whom he describes upon his pilgrimage to 
Canterbury. But, with all his gentleness, De Valence showed 
a great degree of acuteness and accuracy in his queries | and 
well pleased was Bertram that the young knight did not insist 
upon seeing his supposed son, although even in that case his 
ready wit had resolved, like a searnan in a tempest, to sacrifice 
one part to preserve the rest He was not, however, driven to 
this extremity, being treated by Sir Ajmev with that degree of 
courtesy which in that age men of song were in general thought 
entitled to. The knight kindly and liberally consented to the 
lad’s remai]iiiig in the convent, as a fit and quiet residence for 
a stripling and an invalid, until Sir- John Walton should,, 
express his pleasure on the subject; and Sir Aymer consented 
to tins arrangement the more willingly, as it averted all possible 
danger of bringing disease into the English garrison. 

By the young Imight’s order, all in Dickson's bouse were 
despatched earlier to rest than 'usual ; the matin bell of the 
neighbouring chapel being the signal -for their assembly by ' day- 
break. They rendezvoused accordingly, and proceeded to St. 
Bride’s, where they heard 'mass,' after which an interview; 'took :';, 
place between the abbot Jerome and the, minstrel,; in which 'the,:,; 
former undertook, with the '.permission of De Valence, to receive 
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Aogastine into his abbey as a guest for a few days, less or 
more, and for which Bertram promised an acknowledgment in 
name of alms, which was amply satisfactory. 

*So be it,^ said Bertram, taking leave of his supposed son; 
‘rely on it I will not tarry a day longer at Douglas Castle than 
shall suffice for transacting my busine»ss there, wffiich is to look 
after the old books you wot of, and I will speedily return ibr 
thee to the abbey of St. Bride, to resume in company our 
journey homeward.' 

'0, lather,' replied the youth, with a smile, ‘I fear, if you 
get among romances and chronicles, you will be so earnest in 
your researches that you will forget poor Augustine and his 
concerns.' 

^ Never fear me, Augustine,' said the old man, making the 
motion of throwing a kiss towards the boy; 'thou art good 
and virtuous, and Heaven will not neglect thee were thy father 
unnatural enough to do so. Believe me, all the old songs since 
Merlin's day shall not make me forget thee.' 

Thus they separated, the minstrel, with the English knight 
and his retinue, to move towards the castle, and the youth in 
dutiful attendance on the venerable abbot, who was delighted 
to find that his guest's thoughts turned rather upon spiritual 
things than on the morning repast,^ of the approach of which 
he could not help being himself sensible. 


CHAPTER III 


Tile night, methinks, is but the daylight sick, 

It looks a little paler ; ’t is a day ^ 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Mercha7it of Venice* 

facilitate the progress of the party on its way to 
I Douglas Castle, the knight of Valence offered the loin- 
JL strel the conTenience of a horse, which the fatigues of 
yesterday made him gladly accept. Any one acquainted with 
equestrian exercise is aware that no means of refreshment car- 
ries away the sense of fatigue from over- walking so easily as 
the exchange to riding, which calls into play another set of 
muscles, and leaves those which have been oyer-exerted an 
opportunity of resting through change of motion more com- 
pletely than they could in absolute repose. Sir Aymer de 
Valence was sheathed in armour, and mounted on his charger ; 
two of the archers, a groom of mean rank, and a squire, who 
looked in his day for the honour of knighthood, completed 
the detachment, which seemed so disposed as to secure the 
minstrel from escape and to protect him against violence. 
‘Not,\said the young knight, addressing himself to Bertram, 

* that there is usually danger in travelling in this country, any 
more than in the most quiet districts of England ; but some dis- 
turbances, as you may have learnt, have broken out here within 
this last year, and have caused the garrison of Castle Douglas 
to maintain a strict^ watch. But let us move on, for the com- 
pdexion of the day is congenial with the original derivation of 
the name of the country, and the description of the chiefe to 
whom it belonged — Sholto Dhi Glass (see yon dark grey man), 
and dark ^xey will our route prove this morning, though by 
good luck it is not long. ^ 

The morning was indeed what '.the origmai Caelie words ." 
implied, a drizzly, dark, moist day ; the mist had settled upon 
the hills, and unrolled itself upon brook, glade, and tarn, and 
'the; 'spring' B powerful enough to raise the veil, 
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though, from the wild sounds which were heard occasionally on 
the ridges, and through the glens, it might be supposed to wail 
at a sense of its own inability. The route of the travellers was 
directed by the course which the river had ploughed for itself 
down the valley, the banks of which bore in general that dark 
grey livery which Sir Aymer de Valence had intimated to be 
the prevalent tint of the country. Some ineffectual struggles 
of the sun shot a ray here and there to salute the peaks of the 
hills; yet these were unable to surmount the dulness of a 
March morning, and, at so early an hour, produced a variety of 
shades, rather than a gleam of brightness, upon the eastern 
horizon. The view was monotonous and depressing, and 
apparently the good knight Aymer sought some amusement 
in occasional talk with Bertram, who, as was usual with his 
craft, possessed a fund of knowledge and a power of conversa- 
tion well suited to pass away a dull morning. The minstrel, 
well pleased to pick up such information as he might be able 
concerning the present state of the country, embraced every 
opportunity of sustaining the dialogue. 

T would speak with you, sir minstrel,’ said the young 
knight. ‘ If thou dost not find the air of this morning too 
harsh for thine organs, heartily do I wish thou wouldst fairly 
tell me what can have induced thee, being, as thou seemest, a 
man of sense, to thrust thyself into a wild country like this, at 
such a time. And you, my masters,’ addressing the archers 
and the rest of the party, ‘ methinks it would be as fitting and 
seeming if you reined back your steeds for a horse’s length or 
so, since I apprehend you can travel on your way without the 
pastime of minstrelsy.’ The bowmen took the hint, and fell 
back, but, as was expressed by their grumbling observations, 
by no means pleased that there seemed little chance of their 
overhearing what conversation should pass between the young 
knight and the minstrel, which proceeded as follows : — 

‘ I am, then, to understand, good minstrel,’ said the knight, 

‘ that you, who have in your time borne arms, and even followed 
St George’s red-cross banner to the Holy Sepulchre, are so 
little tired of the danger attending our profession, that you 
feel yourself attracted unnecessarily to regions where the sword, 
for ever loose in its scabbard, is ready to start on the slightest 
provocation ? ’ 

‘ It would be hard,’ replied the minstrel, bluntly, ‘ to answer 
such a question in the affirmative ; and yet, when you consider 
how nearly allied is his profession who celebrates deeds of arms 
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with that of the knight who performs them, your honour, I 
think, will hold it advisable that a minstrel desirous of doing 
his devoir should, like a young knight, seek the truth of 
adventures where it is to be found, and rather visit countries 
where the knowledge is preserved of high and noble deeds than 
those lazy and quiet realms in which men live indolently, and 
die ignobly in peace, or by sentence of law.^ You yourself, sir, 
and those like you, who hold life cheap in respect of glory, 
guide your course through this world on the very same principle 
which brings your poor rhyming servant Bertram from a iar 
province of Merry England to this dark country of rugged 
Scotland called Douglas Dale. You long to see adventures 
worthy of notice, and I — under favour for naming us two in 
the same breath — seek a scanty and precarious, but not a 
dishonourable, living by preparing for immortality, as well as I 
can, the particulars of such exploits, especially the names of 
those who were the heroes of these actions. Each, therefore, 
labours iti his vocation ; nor can the one be justly wondered at 
more than the other, seeing that, if there be any difference in 
the degrees of danger to \vhich both the hero and the poet are 
exposed, the courage, strength, arms, and address of the valiant 
knight render it safer for him to venture into scenes of peril 
than for the poor man of rhyme.^ 

‘You say welV answered the warrior; ‘and although it is 
something of novelty tome to hear your craft represented as 
upon a level with my Own mode of life, yet shame were it to 
say that the minstrel who toils so much to keep in memory 
the feats of gallant knights^ should not himself prefer fame to 
existence, and a single achievement of valour to a whole age 
without a name, or to affirm that he follows a mean and 
unworthy profession.^ 

‘Yoiir^ worship will then acknowledge,^ said the minstrel, 
‘that it is a legitimate object in such as myself, who, simple as 
I am, have taken my regular degrees among the professors of 
the gay science at the capital town of Aigues-Mortes, to struggle 
forward into this Northern district, where I am well assured many 
things have happened which have been adapted to the harp by 
minstrels of great fame in ancient days, and have become the 
subject of lays which lie deposited in the library of Castle 
Douglas, where, unless copied over by some one who under- 
stands the old British characters and language, they must, with 
whatever they may contain, whether of entertainment or edifi- 
cation, he speedily lost to posterity. If these hidden treasures 
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were preserved and recorded by the minstrel art of my poor 
self and others, it might be held well to compensate for the 
risk of a chance blow of a broadsword, or the meep of a brown- 
bill, received while I am engaged in collecting them; and I 
were iiinvorthy of the name of a man, much more of an inventor 
or finder/ should I weigh the loss of life, a commodity always 
so uncertain, against the chance of that immortality which will 
survive in my lay after my broken voice and shivered harp shall 
no longer be* able either to express tune or accompany tale/ 

‘Certainly,' said Sir Aymer, ‘having a heart to feel such a 
motive, you have an undoubted right to express it ; nor should 
I have been in any degree disposed to question it had I found 
many minstrels prepared, like yourself, to prefer renown 
even to life itself, which most men think of greatly more 
consequence.' 

‘There are, indeed, noble sir,^ replied Bertram, ‘minstrels, 
and, with your reverence, even belted Imights themselves, who 
do not sufficiently value that renown which is acquired at the 
risk of life. To such ignoble men we must leave their own 
reward : let us abandon to them earth, and the things of earth, 
since they cannot aspire to that glory which is the best reward 
of others.' 

The minstrel uttered these last words with such enthusiasm 
that the knight drew his bridle and stood fronting Bertram, 
with his countenance kindling at the same theme, on which, 
after a short silence, he expressed himself with a like vivacity. 

‘ Well fare thy heart, gay companion 1 I am happy to see 
there is still so much enthusiasm surviving in the world. Thou 
hast fairly won the minstrel groat ; and if I do not pay it in 
conformity to my sense of thy merit, it shall be the fault of 
dame Fortune, who has graced my labours in these Scottish 
wrars with the niggard pay of Scottish money. A gold piece or 
two there must be remaining of the ransom of one French 
knight whom chance threw into my hands, and that, my 
friend, shall surely be thine own ; and hark thee, I, Aymer de 
Valence, who now speak to thee, am born of the noble house 
of Pembroke ; and though now landless, shall, by the grace of 
Our Lady, have in time a fitting establishment, wherein I will 
find room for a minstrel like thee, if thy talents have not by 
that time found thee a better patron.' 

‘Thank thee, noble knight,' said the minstrel, ‘as well for 
thy present intentions as I hope I shall for thy future per- 
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formance ; but I may say with. 'truth, that I haTO not the sordid 
inclination of imny of my brethren/ 

*He who partakes.' the- 'true' thirst of noble fame/ said the 
' young* knight, ‘ can ha?e little room in his heart for the love of 
^ golcL'' But -thou hast not' yet' told me, friend minstrel, what 
are the motives, in particular, which have attracted thy 
wandering steps to this wild country ? ’ 

Were I to do so,' replied Bertram, rather desirous to avoid 
tlie question, as in some respects too nearly bordering on the 
>secret purpose of his journey, ‘ it might sound like a studied 
panegyric on thine own hold deeds, sir knight, and those of 
your companions'-in-arms ; and such adulation, minstrel as I 
am, 1 hate like an empty cup at a companion's lips. But let 
me say in few^ words, that Douglas Castle, and the deeds of 
valour which it has witnessed, have sounded wide through 
England ; nor is there a gallant knight or trusty minstrel 
whose heart does not throB at the name of the stronghold, 
which in former days the foot of an Englishman never entered, 
except in hospitality. There is a magic in the very names of 
Sir John de Walton and Sir Aymer de Valence, the gallant 
defenders of a place so often won back by its ancient lords, and 
with such circumstances of valour and cruelty that it bears in 
England the name of the Dangerous Castle.' 

, . , * Yet I' wmld .fain hear/ .answered the knight, ^your own 
minstrel account of those legends which have induced you, for 
the amusement of future' times,, .to visit a country which, at 
this. period., .is so distracted: and .■'perilous.' 

‘ If you can, endure the length of a minstrel tale/ said 
Bertram,:’.^ ! for ^ always, amused by the exercise of my 

.'vocation,, and have mo objection :to. tell my story, provided you 
do not prove an impatient listener.' , 

*Nay, for that matter/ said the young knight, fair 
listener thou slialt have of me; and if iriy reward be not great, 
iiiy attention at least shall be remarkable/ 

^Ancl he/ said the minstrel, ‘must be a poor gleemanwho 
does not hold himself .better., paid with that than with gold or 
silver, were^the pieces English rose-nobles. On this condition, 
then, I begin a long -story, which may, in one oi^ other of its 
details, find subject for better minstrels than myself, and be 
listened to by such warriors as you hundreds of years hence/ 


CHAPTER IV 


While many a merry lay and many a song 

Cheer’d the rough road, we wish’d the roiigli road long ; 

The rough road, then returning in a round, 

Mark’d their impatient steps, for^all was fairy ground. 

Dii. Johnson. 

I T was about the year of redemption one thousand two 
hundred and eighty-five years/ began the minstrel, 
‘when King Alexander the Third of Scotland lost his 
daughter Marg^et, whose only child, of the same name, 
called the Maiden of Norway, as her fether was king of that 
country, tecame the heiress of this kingdom of Scotland, as 
well as of her father’s crown. An unhappy death was this for 
Alexander, who had no nearer heirs left of his own body than 
this grandchild. She indeed might claim his kingdom by 
birthright, but tbe difficulty of establishing such a claim of 
inheritance must have been anticipated by all who bestowed a 
thought upon the subject. The Scottish king, therefore, en- 
deavoured to make up for his loss by replacing his late queen, 
who was an English princess, sister of our Edward the First) 
with Juletta, daughter of the Count de Dreux. The solemnities 
at the nuptial ceremony, which took place in the town of Jed- 
burgh, were very great and remarkable, and particularly when, 
amidst the display of a pageant which was exhibited on the 
occasion, a ghastly spectre made its appearance in the foim of 
a skeleton, as the King of Terrors is said to be represented. 
Your worship is fi-ee to laugh at this, if you think ft a proper 
subject for mirth ; but men are alive who viewed it with their 
own eyes, and the event showed too well of what misfortunes 
this apparition was the singular prognostication.’ 

‘I have heard the story,’ said the knight; ‘hut the monk 
who told it me suggested that the figure, though unhappily 
chosen, was perhaps purposely introduced as a part of the 
pageant.^ , .a; V, 
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know not that/ said the minstrel, drily ‘but there is 
no doubt that shortly after this apparition King Alexander 
died, to the great sorrow of his people. The Maid of Norway, 
his heiress, speedily followed her grandfather to the grave, and 
our English king, sir Icnight, raked up a claim of dependency 
and homage due, he said, by Scotland, which neither the 
lawyers, nobles, priests, nor the very minstrels of Scotland had 
ever before heard of/ ^ 

* Now, beshrew me/ interrupted Sir Aymer de Valence, 
‘this is beyond bargain. I agreed to hear your tale with 
patience, but I did not pledge myself that it should contain 
matter to the reproach of Edward the First, of blessed memory ; 
nor will I permit his name to be mentioned in my hearing 
without the respect due to his high rank and noble qualities/ 

‘Nay/ said the minstrel, ‘lam no Highland bagpiper or 
genealogist, to carry respect for my art so far as to quarrel 
with a man of ’worship who stops me at the beginning of a 
pibroch. I am an Englishman, and wish dearly well to my 
country ; and, above ail, 1 must speak the truth. But I will 
avoid disputable topics. Your age, sir, though none of the 
ripest, authorises me to suppose you may have seen the battle 
of Falkirk, and other onslaughts in which the competition of 
Bruce and Baliol has been fiercely agitated, and you will permit 
me to say that, if the Scottish have not had the right upon 
their side, they have at least defended the wrong with the 
efforts of brave men and true/ 

‘ Of brave men, I grant you,’ said the Imight, ‘ for I have 
seen no cowards amongst them ; but as for truth, they can 
best judge of it who know how often they have sworn faith to 
England, and how' repeatedly they have broken their vow.’ 

‘I shall not stir the question,’ said the minstrel, ‘leading it 
to your worship to determine which has most' falsehood, he 
who compels a weaker person to take an unjust oath, or he 
who, ^ compelled by necessity, takes the imposed oath without 
the intention of keeping his word.’ 

‘Nay — nay,’ said De Valence,' ‘let us keep our opinions, for 
we are not likely to force each other from the faith we have 
adopted on this subject.^ But take my advice, and, whilst thou 
travellest under an English pennon, .take heed that thon keepest ' 
off this ^conversation in . the hall -and. kitchen, where ,perhap.s, .. 
the soldier may be less .tolerant than the' officer. .And' now,, in 
a word, what is thyjegend of this' DangerouS' Castle!'’ . , . 

‘ P or that, ’ replied Bertram,. ■'* methinks , , your ,wors.hip, ..is; . ". 
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most likely to have a better edition than I, who have not been 
in this country for many years ; but it is not for me to bandy 
opinions with your knightship. I will even proceed ’^yith the 
tale as I have heard it. I need not, I presume, inform your 
worship that the Lords of Douglas, who founded this castle, 
are second to no lineage in Scotland in the antictuity of their 
descent. Nay, they have themselves boasted that their family 
is not to be seen or distinguished, like other great houses, until 
it is found at once in a certain degree of eminence. You 
may see us in the tree,” they say, “you cannot discover us in 
the twig ; you may see us in the stream, you cannot trace us 
to the fountain.” In a word, they deny that historians or 
genealogists can point out the first mean man named Douglas 
who originally elevated the family ; and true it is that, so far 
back as we have known this race, they have always been 
reno^med for valour and enterprise, accompanied with the 
power which made that enterprise effectual.' 

'Enough,' said the laiight, ‘I have heard of the pride and 
power of that great family, nor does it interest me in fche least 
to deny or detract from their bold claims to consideration in 
this respect.' 

' Without doubt you must also have heard, noble sir,' replied 
the minstrel, 'many things of James, the present heir of the 
house of Douglas U 

' More than enough,' answered the English knight ; ' he is 
Imowm to have been a stout supporter of that outlawed traitor, 
William Wallace; and again, upon the first raising of the 
banner by this Robert Bruce, who pretends to be King of 
Scotland, this young springald, James Douglas, must needs 
start into rebellion anew. He plunders his unole, the Arch- 
bishop of St. Andrews, of a considerable sum of money to fill 
the Scottish usurper's not over-burdened treasury, debauches 
the servants of his relation, takes arms, and, though repeatedly 
chastised in the field, still keeps his vaunt, and threatens mis- 
chief to those who, in the name of his rightful sovereign, 
defend the Castle of Douglas Dale/ 

' It is your pleasure to say so, sir knight,' replied Bertram ; 
'yet I am sure, were you a Scot, you would with patience hear 
m.e tell over what has been said of this young man by those 
who have known him, and whose account of his adventures 
shows how differently^ the same tale may be told. These men 
talk of the present heir of this ancient lamily as fully adequate 
to maintain and augment its reputation; ready, indeed, to 
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/^laiergo ayerj peril in tiie cause of "Eobert tlie Brucej because" 
tlie Brace is esteemed 'by. Mm Ms lawfal king; and sworn '.and. 
ffeToted, with' such small strength as,, he can musterj to,re?'6nge' 
himself on th,ose Soiithro.ns who have, for several years, as.; he,,,' 
thinks, unjustly possessed themselves of his father's abode/ 

'0,’ replied Sir Aymer de Valence, ‘we have heard much of 
his achievements in this respect, and of his threats against our 
governor and ourselves ; yet we think it scarce like!}- that Sir 
John de Walton will move from Douglas Dale without the 
King’s order, although this James Douglas, a mere chicken, 
take upon himself to crack his voice by crowing like a cock of 
the game/ 

‘ Sir,’ answered Bertram, ‘our acquaintance is but brief, and 
yet I feel it has been so beneficial to me, that I trust there is 
no harm in hoping that James Douglas and you may never 
meet in bodily presence till the state of the two countries shall 
admit of peace being between you/ 

‘Thou art obliging, friend,’ answered Sir Ajmer, ‘and, I 
doubt not, sincere ; and truly thou seemest to have a w^holesome 
sense of the respect due to this young knight -when men talk 
of him in his native valley of Douglas. For me, I am only 
poor Ajmer of Valence, without an acre of land, or much hope 
of acquiring any, unless I cut something huge with my broad- 
sword out of the middle of these hills. Only this, good min- 
strel, if thou livest to tell my story, may I pray thee to use 
thy scrupulous custom of searching out the verity, and wiiether 
I liyej}r die thou shalt not, I think, discover that thy late 
acciimintance of a spring', morning.' ■ hath added more to the 
laurels of James of Douglas' than any man’s death must give 
to him by whose stronger arm, or more lucky .chance, it is Ms.:,, 
lot to fall/ 

‘I nothing fear you, ^ sir knight,’ said the' minstrel,; ‘for.':' 
yours is that happy brain wMch, bo.ld in. youth, as beseems .a:. :: 
young laiight, is in more advanced life the, happy :Source of' ■.! 
prudent counsel, of which I would not, by an early death, wish 
thy country to be deprived/ ■ 

‘Thou art so candid, then, as to wvish ' OH' England the 
benefit of good advice,’ said Sir Aymer, ‘ though thou leanest to 
the side of Scotland' in the controversy f- 

‘Assuredly, sir knight,’ said the minstrel, ‘since, in wishing:' 
that Scotland and .England' each knew their, own true interest,,''" 
I am bound to wish, them both alike 'well; and,. they should, I:,: 
think, desire to live', in 'friendship togethe.'!'.., Occupying, each..' 
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their own portion of the same island, and living under the 
same laws, and being at peace with each other, they might, 
without fear, face the enmity of the whole world/ 

^ If thy faith be so liberal/. answered the knight, * as becomes 
a good man, thou must certainly pray, sir minstrel, for the 
success of England in the war, by which alone these miirderoos 
hostilities of the Northern nation can end in a solid peace. The 
rebellions of this obstinate country are but the struggles of the 
stag when he is mortally wounded : the animal grows weaker 
and weaker with every struggle, till his resistance is effectually 
tamed by the hand of death. ^ 

‘Not so, sir knight,' said the minstrel; ‘if my creed is well 
taught me, we ought not so to pray. We may, without 
offence, intimate in our prayers the end we wish to obtain; 
but it is not for us poor mortals to point out to an all-seeing 
Providence the precise manner in which our petitions are to be 
accomplished, or to wish the downfall of a country to end its 
commotions, as the death-stab terminates the agonies of the 
wounded stag. Whether I appeal to my heart or to my under- 
standing, the dictate would be to petition Heaven for what is 
just and equal in the case ; and if I should fear for thee, sir 
knight, in an encounter with James of Douglas, it is only be- 
cause he upholds, as I conceive, the better side of the debate, 
and powers more than earthly have presaged to him success.' 

‘Do you tell me so, sir minstrel,' said De Valence in a 
threatening tone, ‘ knowing me and my office 1 ' 

‘Your personal dignity and authority,' said Bertram, ‘can- 
not change the right into wrong, or avert what Providence has 
decreed to take place. You know, I must presume, that the 
Douglas hath, by various devices, already contrived to make 
himself master of this Castle of Douglas three several times, 
and that Sir John de Walton, the present governor, holds it 
with a garrison trebled in force, and under the assurance that 
if, without surprise, he should keep it from the Scottish powder 
for a year and a day, he shall obtain the barony of Douglas, 
with its extensive appendages, in free property for his reward ; 
while, on the other hand, if he shall suffer the fortress during 
this space to be taken, either by guile or by open force, as has 
happened successively to the holders of the Dangerous Castle, 
he will become liable to dishonour as a knight and to attainder 
as a subject; and the chiefs who take share with him and 
serve under him will participate also in his guilt and his 
punishment.' 
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*AII this I know well/ said Sir A 3 nmer; ^and I only, wonder 
that, having become public, the conditions have, nevertheless, 
been told with so much accuracy ; but what has this to do with 
the issue of the combat, if the Douglas and I should chance to 
meet 1 I wull not surely be disposed to fight with less animation 
because I wear my fortune upon my sword, or become coward 
because I fight for a portion of the Douglas's estate, as well as 
for fame and for fatherland ? And after all ' 

Mdear me/ said the minstrel; ‘an ancient gleeman has said 
that in a false quarrel there is no true valour, and the los or 
praise won therein is, when balanced against honest fame, as 
valueless as a wreath formed out of copper compared to a 
chaplet of ^ure gold ; but I bid you not take me for thy war- 
rant in this important question. Thou well knowest how 
James of Thirlwall, the last English commander before Sir 
John de Walton, was surprised, and the castle sacked with 
circumstances of great inhumanity.' 

‘Truly,' said Sir Aymer, ‘I think that Scotland and England 
both have heard of that onslaught, and of the disgusting pro- 
ceedings of the Scottish chieftain, when he caused transport 
into the wild forest gold, silver, ammunition, and armour, 
and ail things that could be easily removed, and destroyed a 
large quantity of provisions, in a manner equally savage and 
unheard of.' 

‘Perhaps, sir Imight,' said Bertram, ‘you were yourself an 
eyewitness of that transactioB, which has been spoken of far 
and wide, and is called the Douglas Larder ? ' 

‘I saw not the actual aecompfishment of the deed,' said De 
Yalence — ‘ that is, I witnessed it not a-doing — but I beheld 
enough of the sad relies to make the Douglas Larder never by 
me to be forgotten as a record of horror and ahomiiiatioiL I 
would speak it truly, by the- hand of my father and by my 
honour as a knight! and I will.,- leave it to thee to judge 
whether it was a deed .calculated- -to, secure the smiles of ^ 
Heaven in favour of the actors. This is my edition of the 
story : — 

‘A large quantity of provisions had during t-wo years or 
thereabouts been collected from, different points, and the castle 
of Douglas, newly repaired,- and, .as. was. thought, .carefully 
guarded, was appointed as the place where the said . provisions: / 
were to be put in store for the service, of .the. King of England,-.;,.,..'' 
or of the Lord Clifford, whichever should .first enter,. the. western, 
marches with an English- army, and stand in.^need, of,'' such,.,'a 
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■supply. This army was also' to . relieve oiir wants — I mean 
those of my uncle the Earl ^ of Pembrokes who for some time 
before had lain with a considerable force in the town called 
Ayr, near the old Caledonian Forest, and where we had hot 
wars with the insurgent Scots. Well, sir, it happened, as in 
similar cases, that Thirlwall, though a bold and active soldier, 
was surprised in the Castle of Douglas, about Hallowmass, by 
this same w’orthy, young James Douglas. In no very good 
humour was he, as you may suppose; for his father, called 
William the Hardy, or William Long-legs, having refused, on 
any terms, to become Anglicised, was made a lawful prisoner, 
and died as such, closely confined in Berwick, or, as some say, 
in Newcastle. The news of his father’s death had put young 
Douglas into no small rage, and tended, I think, to suggest 
what he did in his resentment. Embarrassed by the quantity 
of provisions which he found in the castle, which, the English 
being superior in the country, he had neither the means to 
remove nor the leisure to stay and consume, the fiend, as I 
think, inspired him with a contrivance to render them unfit for 
human use. You shall judge yourself whether it was likely to 
be suggested by a good or an evil spirit. 

* According to this device, the gold, silver, and other trans- 
portable commodities being carried to secret places of safety, 
Douglas caused the meat, the malt, and other corn or grain, to 
be brought down into the castle cellar, where he emptied the 
contents of the sacks into one loathsome heap, striking out the 
heads of the barrels and puncheons, so as to let the mingled 
drink run through the heap of meal, grain, and so forth. The 
bullocks provided for slaughter were in like manner knocked 
on the head, and their blood suffered to drain into the mass of 
edible substances ; and lastly, the flesh of these oxen was 
buried in the same mass, in which were also included the dead 
bodies of those in the castle, who, receiving no quarter from 
the Douglas, paid dear enough for having kept no better watch. 
This base and unworthy abuse of provisions intended for the 
use of man, together with throwing into the well of the castle 
carcasses of men and horses, and other filth for polluting the 
same, has since that time been called the Douglas Lakber.’ 

U pretend not, good Sir Aymer,’ said the minstrel, Ho vindi- 
cate what you justly reprove, nor can I conceive any mode of 
rendering provisions arranged after the form of the Douglas 
Larder proper for the use of any Christian ; yet this young 
gentleman might perhaps act under the sting of natural resent- 
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fenclering hk singala?' exploit more exciisa1}le than it 
. Ilia j , seem at first. Think, if yoor own noble llitlior kwijiif4 
died in, lingering captivity, his inheritance seized upon, and 
■ oceupiedms a by a foreign enemy, would not these 

tilings stir yon to a mode ■of .resentment tvhicli, in cold blood, 

, and judging of it as the action of an e.nemy, yoor honour might 
'hold ill imtiiral and laudable abhorrence 1 Would you pay 
respect to dead and senseless objects, which no one could blame 
yoiir appropriating' to your own use, or even s(3ru|)Ie the ^refusal 
of' quarter to prisoners, which is so often practised even in wars 
which are otherwise termed -fair and 'huma,ne I ^ , 

* Yon press me close, minstrel/ said Aymer de Valence. M 
at least, have no great interest to excuse the Douglas in this 
matter, .since its consequences were, that I myself, and the rest 
of my ..uncle's host, laboured .wdth Clifford and his army to re* 
build .:this 'Same Dangerous Castle; and feeling^ no stomach for 
the cheer that the Douglas had left us, we suffered hard com- 
/moBS, though I acknowledge we did not hesitate to adopt for 
.our-: own, use' such sheep and oxen as the miserable Scots had 
still left around their farm-houses ; and I jest not, sir minstrel, 
when I acknowledge in sad earnest that we martial men ought- 
to make our petitions with peculiar peni'teiiee to Heaven .for 
.'mercy, when we reflect on the various miseries which, the nature 
of our profession compels us to inflict on each other/ 

'It; seems to .me/ answered the . minstrel, 'Hhat those who 
feel the stings of their own 'conscience should be more lenient 
when they, spe.ak,-of the 'offences '-of others; nor do I greatly 
rely on ,-a-, sort of prophecy. which was de.I,ivered,,as the men of 
..this hill district 'say, to the yo'iing Douglas, ^,by a man who in 
the course of nature should have been long since dead, promis- 
;ing him n course of success against the English for having 
sacrificed his, owui castle to prevent their making it a garrison/ 
We have time enough for 'the .story/ said Sir Aymer, *aiid 
methiiiks , it would suit a 'knight .and. a minstrel better than 
the grave converse we .have hitherto held,' 'which would have 
beseemed — so God save me!'— the mouths of two travelling 
friars/ 

^So be it/ said the minstrel : ‘the rote or, the viol easily 
ohangCvS its time and varies 'its note/ 



CHAPTER V 

A tale of sorrow, for your eyes may weep ; 

A tale of horror, for your flesh may tingle ; 

A tale of wonder, for the eyebrows arch, 

And the flesh curdles, if you read it rightly. 

Old Play, 

* Y" OUR honour must be informed, gentle Sir Aymer de 
V Valence, that I have heard this story told at a great 

A distance from the land in which it happened, by a 

sworn minstrel, the ancient friend and servant of the house of 
Douglas, one of the best, it is said, who ever belonged to that 
noble family. This minstrel, Hugo Hugonet by name, attended 
his young master when on this fierce exploit, as was his wont. 

‘ The castle was in total tumult ; in one corner the war-men 
were busy breaking up and destroying provisions ; in another, 
they w^ere slaying men, horses, and cattle, and these actions 
were accompanied with appropriate sounds. The cattle, par- 
ticularly, had become sensible of their impending fate, and 
with awkward resistance and piteous cries testified that reluct- 
ance with which these poor creatures look instinctively on the 
shambles. The groans and screams of men undergoing, or about 
to undergo, the stroke of death, and the screeches of the poor 
horses which were in mortal agony, formed a fearful chorus. 
Hugonet was desirous to remove himself from such unpleasant 
sights and sounds; but his master, the Douglas, had been a 
man of some reading, and his old servant was anxious to secure 
a book of poetry, to which he had been attached of old. This 
confined the lays of an ancient Scottish bard, who, if an 
ordinary human creature while he was in this life, cannot now 
perhaps be exactly termed such. 

‘ He was, in short, that Thomas, distinguished by the name 
of the Rhymer, and whose intimacy, it is said, became so great 
with the gifted people called the faery folk that he could, like 
them, foretell the future deed before it came to pass, and united 
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in his own person the quality of bard and of soothsayer, But 
of late jm,m he Imd vanished almost entirely from this mortal 
scene ; and although the time and manner of his death were 
never publicly known, yet the general belief was, that he was 
not severed from the land of the living, but removed to the 
land of firciry, from whence he sometimes made excursions, and 
concerned himself only about matters wliirih were to come 
hereafter. Hugoiiet was the more earnest .to, prevent the loss 
of the works of this ancient bard, as many of Ms .poems and 
predictions were said to be preserved in the castle, and were 
supposed to contain much especially connected with the old 
house of Douglas, as well as other families of ancient descent,"^ 
who had been subjects of this old matins prophecy'; and accord- 
ingly he determined to save this volume from destruction in 
the general conflagration to wMch the building was about to 
be consigned^ by the heir of its ancient proprietors. With this': 
view he hurried up into the little old vaulted room called ^^the 
Douglases study, in which there might be some dozen old books 
written by the ancient chaplains, in what the minstrels call 
the letter black. He immediately discovered the celebrated 
lay, called Sir IMstrem, which has been so often altered and 
abridged as to bear little resemblance to the original. Hugonet, 
who well knew the value in which this poem was held by the 
ancient lords of the castle, took the parchment volume from the 
shelves of the library, and laid it upon a small desk adjacent to 
the baron's chair. Having made^ such preparation for putting 
it in safety, lie fell into - a brief reverie,, .in wfrich the decay 
of light, and the preparations for the Douglas Larder, but 
especially the last sight, of objects which ' had beeU' feniiliar 
to Ms eyes, now on the eve of ■ destruction, engaged Mm. at'' 
that moment. 

^ The bard, therefore, w^as thinking within himself upon the 
uncommon mixture of the mystical. scholar and warrior .in : his ■. 
old master, when, as he bent .Ms eyes 'upon the book of the 
ancient Rhymer, he was astonished to observe it slowly removed 
from the desk on which it lay by an invisible hand. The old 
man looked with horror at. the, 'spontaneous motion of the book 
for the safety of which he was' mtere.sted, and had the courage;:., 
to approach a little nearer, the table, in order 'to discover by ■ 
what means it had been withdrawn . 

^ I have ^said the room was already becoming dark, so as to 
render it difficult; to distinguish any person in the chair, though ' 
it now appeared, on closer examination, that a kind, of shadowy.. 
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outline of a hiiman form was seated in it, but neitber precise 
enoagh to convey its exact ^figure to the mind nor so detailed 
as to intimate distinctly its mode of action.^ The bard of 
Douglas, therefore, gazed upon the object of his fear, as if he 
had looked upon something not mortal; nevertheless, as he 
gazed more intently, he became more capable of discovering 
the object which offered itself to his eyes, and they grew by 
degrees more keen to penetrate what they witnessed. A tall 
thin form, attired in, or rather shaded with, a long flowing 
dusky robe, having a face and physiognomy so wild and over- 
grown! with hair as to be hardl}^ human, were the only marked 
outlines of the phantom ; and, looking more attentively, Hugo- 
net was still sensible of two other forms, the outlines, it seemed, 
of a hart and a hind, which appeared half to shelter themselves 
behind the person and under the robe of this supernatural 
figure/ 

‘A probable tale,^ said the knight, ‘for you, sir minstrel, a 
man of sense as you seem to be, to recite so gravely 1 From 
what wise authority have yon had this tale, which, though it 
might pass well enough amid clanging beakers, must be held 
quite apocryphal in the sober hours of the morning?' 

‘By my minstrel word, sir knight,' answered Bertram, ‘I am 
no propagator of the fable, if it be one ; Hugonet, the violer, 
when he had retired into a cloister near the Lake of Pembel- 
mere in Wales, communicated the story to me as I now tell it. 
Therefore, as it was upon the authority of an eyewitness, I 
apologise not for relating it to you, since I could hardly discover 
a more direct source of knowledge/ 

‘Be it so, sir minstrel,' said the knight; ‘tell on thy tale, 
and may thy legend escape criticism from others as well as 
.from, me/, . ■ . 

‘ Hugonet, sir knight,' answered Bertram, ‘ was a holy man, 
and maintained a fair character during his whole life, notwith- 
standing his trade may be esteemed a light one. The vision 
spoke to him in an antique language, like that formerly used 
in the kingdom of Strathclyde, being a species of Scots or 
Gaelic, which few would have comprehended 

‘“You are a learned man," said the apparition, “and not 
unacquainted with the dialects used in your country formerly, 
although they are now out of date, and yon are obliged to 
translate them into the vulgar Saxon of Deira or Northumber- 
land ; but highly must^ an ancient British bard prize one in 
this ‘remote term of time^ who sets upon the poetry of his 


aatke eoiiiitiy a value, wHch invites Mni^ tO' think of its pres- 
ervation at a moment of such terror as .influences the present 
evening.” 

* It is, indeed” said Hugonet, a night of terror, that calls 
even the dead from the g^ve, and makes them the ghastly 
and fearful companions of the living. .Who or what^art thou, 
in God’s name, who breakest the bounds which divide them, 
and revisitest thus strangely the state thou hast so long bid 
adieu to f” 

am,” replied the vision, “that celebrated Thomas the 
Ehymer, by some called Thomas of Ercildoun, or Thomas 
the True Speaker. Like other sages, l am permitted at times 
to revisit the scenes of my former life, nor am I incapable of 
removing the shadowy clouds^ and darkness which overhang 
futurity; and know, thou afflicted man, that what thou now 
seest in this woeful country is not a general emblem of what shall 
therein befall hereafter ; but in proportion as the Douglasses 
are now suffering the loss and destruction of their home for 
their loyalty to the rightful heir of the Scottish kingdom, so 
hath Heaven appointed for them a just reward ; and as they 
have not spared to burn and destroy their own house and that 
of their fathers in the Bruce’s cause, so is it the doom of 
Heaven that, as often as the walls of Douglas Castle shall be 
burnt to the ground, they shall be again rebuilt still more 
stately and more magnificent than before.” 

* A cry was now heard like that of a multitude in the court- 
yard, joining in a fierce shout of exultation ; at the same time 
a broad and ruddy glow seemed to burst from the beams and 
rafters, and sparks flew fi-om them .as from the smith’s stithy, ; 
while the element caught to its fuel, and the conflagration 
broke its way through every aperture. 

“ See ye that ? ” said the vision, casting his eye towards the 
windows, and disappearing. “Begone! The fated' hour of 
removing this book is not yet 'come, 'nor are thine the destined 
hands. But it will be safe where I have placed it, and the 
time of its removal shall come.” The voice was heard after 
the form had vanished, and the brain of Hugonet almost turned 
round at the wild scene which, he beheld; his utmost exertion: .' 
was scarcely sufficient to withdraw him from the terrible spot; 
and Douglas Castle that . night' sunk into ashes and smoke, to 
arise, in no great length of time,' in a form stronger' than ever.’ 
The minstrel stopt, and his hearer, .the English knight, remained . 
silent for some minutes ere at length he replied. 


204 


CASTLE ■ DANGEROUS 


‘It is true, minstrel/ answered Sir Aymer^ ‘that your tale 
is so far undeniable, that this castle, three times burned down 
by the heir of the house and of the barony, has hitherto been 
as often reared again by Henry Lord Clifford and other generals 
of the English, who endeavoured on every occasion to build it 
up more artificially and more strongly than it had formerly 
existed, since it occupies a position too important to the safety 
of our Scottish border to permit our yielding it up. This I 
myself have partly witnessed. But I cannot think that, be- 
cause the castle has been so destroj^ed, it is therefore decreed 
so to be repaired in future, considering that such cruelties as 
surely cannot meet the approbation of Heaven have attended 
the feats of the Douglasses. But I see thou art determined to 
keep thine own faith, nor can I blame thee, since the wonderful 
turns of fate which have attended this fortress are sufficient to 
warrant any one to watch for what seem the peculiar indica- 
tions of the will of Heaven; but thou mayst believe, good 
minstrel, that the fault shall not be mine if the young Douglas 
shall have opportunity to exercise his cookery upon a second 
edition of his family larder, or to profit by the predictions of 
Thomas the Rhymer/ 

‘ I do not doubt due circumspection upon your own part and 
Sir John de Walton's,’ said Bertram ; ‘ but there is no crime in 
my saying that Heaven can accomplish its own purposes. I 
look upon Douglas Castle as in some degree a fated place, and 
I long to see what changes time may have made in it during 
the currency of twenty years. Above all, I desire to secure, if 
possible; the volume of this Thomas of Ercildoun, having in it 
such a fund of forgotten minstrelsy, and of prophecies respect- 
ing the future fates of the British kingdom, both northern and 
southern,’ 

The knight made no answer, but rode a little space forward, 
keeping the upper part of the ridge of the water, by which the 
road down the vale seemed to be rather sharply conducted. It 
at length attained the summit of an acclivity of considerable 
length. Prom this point, and behind a conspicuous rock, which 
appeared to have been pushed aside, as it were, like the scene 
of a theatre, to admit a view of the under part of the valley, 
the travellers beheld the extensive vale, parts of which have 
been already shown in detail, but which, as the river became 
narrower, was now entirely^ laid bare in its height and depth as 
far as it extended, and displayed in its precincts, at a little 
distance from the course of the stream, the towering and lordly 
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eastle to which it gave the naiae. The mist, which contimieci 
to eiiciittiber the valley with its fleecy clouds, showed imperfectly 
the rude fortifications which served to defend the small town 
of Douglas, which was strong enough to repel a desultory 
attack, but not to withstand what was called in those days a 
formal siega The most striking feature was its church, an 
ancient Gothic pile raised on an eminence in the centre of the 
town, and even then extremely ruinous. To the left, and lying 
in the distance,, might be seen other towers and battlements ;■ 
an(l, divided from the town by a piece of artificial water, which 
extended almost around it, arose the Dangerous Castle of 
Douglas. 

Sternly was it fortified, after the fashion of the middle ages, 
with donjon and battlements; displaying, above others, the tall 
tower, which bore the name of Lord Henry's, or the Clifford's, 
Tower. ^ ^ ^ 

‘Yonder is the castle,' said Aymer de^ Valence, extending his 
arm, with a smile of triumph upon his brow; ‘thou mayst 
judge thyself whether the defences added to it under the 
Cli&rd are likely to render its next capture a more easy deed 
tliaii the last.' 

The minstrel barely shook his head, and^ quoted from the 
Psalmist — ‘ Nisi Domimis aistodiet ' N or did he proseo u te the 
discourse, though De Valence answered eagerly, ‘ My own 
edition of the text is not very different from thine; but, me- 
thinks, thou art more spiritually-minded than can always be 
predicated of a wmidering minstreL’^ 

‘God knows/ said Bertram,' ‘that. if - 1, or such as I, are for- 
getful of the finger of Providence in accomplishing its purposes 
in this iow'er world, we have heavier blame than that of other 
people, since we are perpetually called upon, in the exercise of 
our fanciful profession, to admire the turns of fate which bring 
good out of evil, and which render those who think only of 
their own passions and purposes . the executors of the will of 
Heaven.' 

‘I do submit to' what you '''say, "sir minstrel,' answered the 
knight, ‘and it would Be unlawful to express any doubt of the 
truths which you speak so solemnly, any more than of your 
own belief in them.^ Let me add, sir, that I think I have 
power enough in this garrison . to hid ' you; welcome, and Sir 
John de Walton, I . hope, will not refuse access to hall, castle, 
or knight's bower to a person of' your profession, and by whose 
conversation we shall' perhaps profit' somewhat. I cannot, how- 
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ever, lead. you to expect such indulgence' for .your ' soHj, consider- 
ing the present state of his health; but if I procure him tie 
privilege to remain at the convent of St. Bride, he will be there 
unmolested and in safety, until you have renewed your ac- 
quaintance with Douglas Dale and its history, and are disposed 
to set forward on your journey.' 

‘I embrace your honour's proposal the more willingly/ said 
the minstrel, ‘ that I can recompense the father abbot/ 

^ A main point with holy men or women/ replied De Valence, 
‘who, in time of warfare, subsist by affording the visitors of 
their shrine the means of maintenance in their cloisters fora 
passing season.' 

The party now approached the sentinels on guard at the 
castle, who were closely and thickly stationed, and who re- 
spectfully admitted Sir Aymer de Valence, as next in command 
under Sir John de Walton. Fabian — for so was the young 
squire named who attended on De Valence — mentioned it as 
his master's pleasure that the minstrel should also be admitted. 

An old archer, however, looked hard at the minstrel as he 
followed Sir x\ymer. ‘ It is not for us,’ said he, ‘ or any of our 
degree, to oppose the pleasure of Sir Aymer de Valence, nephew 
to the Earl of Pembroke, in such a matter; and for UvS, Master 
Fabian, welcome are you to make the gleeman your companion 
both at bed and board, as well as your visitant, a week or two 
at the Castle of Douglas; but your worship is well aware of 
the strict order of watch laid upon us, and if Solomon king of 
Israel were to come here as a travelling minstrel, by my faith 
I durst not give him entrance, unless I had positive authority 
from Sir John de Walton.' 

‘Do you doubt, sirrah,' said Sir Aymer de Valence, who 
returned on hearing an altercation betwixt Fabian and the 
archer — ‘ do you doubt that I have good authority to entertain 
a guest, or do you presume to contest it ? ' 

‘ Heaven forbid ! ' said the old man, ‘ that I should presume 
to place my own desire in opposition to your worship, who has 
so lately and so honourably acquired your spurs ; but in this 
matter I must think what will be the wish of Sir John de 
Walton, who is your governor, sir knight, as well as mine; 
and so far I hold it worth while to detain your guest until Sir 
John return from a ride to the outposts of the castle ; and this, 
I conceive, being my duty, will be no matter of offence to your 
worship.' 

‘ Metbinks/ said the knight, ‘ it is saucy in thee to suppose 
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tliat commands can haye anything in tiiem iiiiproperj or 
contradictory to those of Sir John de Walton; them niayst 
trust to riie at least that thon shalt eoiiie to no harm. Keep 
this mail in the gaard“room ; let him not "wont good elieei; and 
'when Sir John de Walton returns, report him as a person 
admitted by my iiivitatidn, and if anything more he wwited to 
make out your excuse, I shall not be reluctant in stating it to 
the gOYemor/’ ■ ^ ^ ^ ■ 

Tlie archer made a signal of obedience with the pike which 
he held in his hand, and' resumed the grave and solemn manner 
of a sentinel upon his post. He first, however, ushered in the 
minstrel, and furnished^ him with food and liquor, speaking at 
the same time to Fabian, who remained behind. ThO' smart 
young stripling had become very proud of late, in consequence 
of obtaining the name ^ of Sir Aj-mer's squire, and adYancing 
a step in chivalry, as Sir Aymer himself had, somewhat earlier 
than the usual period, been advanced from squire to knight. 

"■ *1' tell thee, Fabian,' said the old archer, whose gravity,' '■ 

sagacity, and sbll in his vocation, \Thile they gained him the 
confidence of all in the castle, subjected him, as he himself 
said, occasionally to the ridicule of the young coxcombs, and 
at the same time, w’-e may add, rendered him somewhat prag- 
matic and punctilious towards those who stood higher than 
himself in birth and rank ‘ I tell thee, Fabian, thou wilt do 
thy master, Sir A 3 'mer, good , service if thou wilt give him a 
hint to suffer an old archer, man-at-arms, or such-like, to give 
him a fair and civil answer respecting that which he commands ; 
for 'undoubtedly it is^not:in the first score of a man's years 
that he learns the various'- proper forms of military service; 
and KSir John de Walton, - a most excellent conimancler no 
doubt, is one earnestly bent on pursuing the strict line of Ms 
duty, and will be rigorously severe, as w^eii, believe me, with 
tliy master as with a lesser person. lie also possesses 

that zeal for his duty which induces him to throw blame, if 
there be the slightest ground for it, upon Aymer de Valence 
himselfi alfchoiigli his uncle, the Eaii of Pembroke, was Sir 
John de Walton's steady patron, and ^ laid the begiiiiiing of 
his good fortune ; for -all which, by training up his nephew'' in 
the true discipline of the Prench 'wars, Sir lohii has taken the 
best way of showing himself grateful to the old earl.' 

'Be it as you 'will, old Gilbert Ureenleaff answered Fabian, 
'thoii knowest I never 'quarrel with' .thy sermoniBiug, and 
therefore give me credit for ' submitting do many a lecture from 
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Sir John de Walton and thyself ; but thou Rriyest this a little 
too far, if thou canst not let a day pass without giving me a 
flogging. Credit me, Sir John de Walton will not thank thee if 
thou term him one too old to remember that he himself had once 
some green sap in his veins. Ay, thus it is, the old man will 
not forget that he has once been young, nor the young that he 
must some day be old ; and so the one changes his manners 
into the lingering formality of advanced age, and the other re- 
mains like a midsummer torrent swollen with rain, every drop 
of water in it noise, froth, and overflow. There is a maxim for 
thee, Gilbert ! Heardest thou ever better ? Hang it up amidst 
thy axioms of wisdom, and see if it will not pass among them, 
like fifteen to the dozen. It mil serve to bring thee off, man, 
when the wine-pot — thine only fault, good Gilbert — hath 
brought thee on occasion into something of a scrape/ 

^ Best keep it for thyself, good sir squire,' said the old man ; 
'methinks it is more like to stand thyself one day in good 
stead. Who ever heard of a knight, or of the wood of which a 
knight is made, and that is a squire, being punished corporally 
like a poor old archer or horseboy ? Your worst fault will be 
mended by some of these witty sayings, and your best service 
will scarce be rewarded more thankfully than by giving thee 
the name of Fabian the Fabler, or some such witty title.' 

Having unloosed his repartee to this extent, old Greenleaf 
resumed a certain acidity of countenance, which may be said 
to characterise those whose preferment hath become frozen 
under the influence of the slowness of its progress, and w^ho 
display a general spleen against such as have obtained the 
advancement for which all are struggling earlier, and, as they 
suppose, with less merit than their own. From time bo time 
the eye of the old sentinel stole from the top of his pike, and 
with an air of triumph rested upon the young man Fabian, as 
if to see how deeply the wound had galled him, while at the 
same time he held himself on the alert to perform whatever 
mechanical duty his post might require. Both Fabian and his 
master were at the happy period of life when such discontent 
as that of the grave archer affected them lightly, and, at the 
very worst, was considered as the jest of an old man and a 

f ood soldier; the more especially as he was always willing to 
0 the duty of his companions, and was much trusted by Sir 
John de Walton, who, though very much younger, had been 
bred up like Greenleaf in the wars of Edward the First, and 
was tenacious in upholding strict discipline, which, since the 


CASTLE DANGEROUS 209 

death of that great monarch, had been considerably neglected 
by the yoiing^aiid warm-blooded Talour of EiiglancL 

Meantime it occurred to Sir Aymer de Valence that, though, 
in displaying the usual degree of hospitality shown to siicb a 
man as Bertram, he had merely done what was becoming his 
own, rank, as one possessed of the highest honours of chivalry, 
the self-styled minstrel might not in reality be a man of that 
worth which he assumed. There was certainly something in 
his conversation, at least more grave, if not more austere, than 
was common to those of his calling; and when he recollected 
many points of Sir John de Walton's minuteness, a doubt arose 
in his mind that the governor might not approve of his having 
introduced into the castle a person of Bertram's character, who 
was capable of making observations from which the garrison 
might afterwards feel much danger and inconvenience. Secretly, 
therefore, he regretted that he had not fairly intimated to the 
wandering minstrel that his reception, or that of any stranger, 
within the Dangerous Castle was not at present permitted by 
the circumstances of the times. In this case, the express line 
of his duty would have been his vindication, and instead, per- 
haps, of discountenance and blame, he would have had praise 
and honour fi'om bis superior. 

With these thoughts passing through his mind, some tacit 
apprehension arose of a rebuke on the part of his commanding- 
officer, for this officer, notwithstanding his strictness, Sir Ajmaer 
loved as well as feared. He went, therefore, towards the guard- 
room of the castle, under the pretence of seeing that the rites 
of hospitality had been duly observed towards his late travelling 
companion. The minstrel arose respectfully, and from the 
manner in which he paid his compliments seemed, if he had 
not expected this call of inquiry, at least to be in no degree 
surprised at it. Sir A3Tner, on the other hand, assumed 
an air something more distant than he had yet used towards 
Bertram, and in reverting to his former invitation, he now 
so far qualified it as to say, that the minstrel knew* that he 
was only second in command, and that effectual permission 
to enter the castle ought to be sanctioned by Sir John de 
Walton. 

There is a civil way of seeming to believe any^ apology which 
people are disposed to receive in ^payment, without alleging 
suspicion of its currency. ;The minstrel, therefore, tendered 
his thanks for the civility which, :had^so far been shown to him. 
Mt was a mere wish of passing curiosity,' he said, * which, if 
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not granted, could be attended ydtb no consequences eitber in- 
convenient or disagreeable to bim. Thomas of Ercildoun was, 
according to the Welsh triads, one of the three bards of Britain 
who never stained a spear with blood, or was guilty 
taking or retaking castles and fortresses, and thus far not a 
person likely, after death, to be suspected of such v/aiiike 
feats. But I can easily conceive why Sir ^ John de Walton 
should have allowed the usual rites of hospitality to fall into 
disuse, and why a man of public character like myself ought 
not to desire food or lodging where it is accounted so dangerous ; 
and it can surprise no one why the governor did not even 
invest his worthy young lieutenant with the power of dispens- 
ing with so strict and unusual a rule.' 

These words, very coolly spoken, had something of the effect 
of affronting the young knight, as insinuating that he was not 
held sufiSciently trustworthy by Sir John de Walton, with 
whom he had lived on terms of affection and familiarity, though 
the governor had attained his thirtieth year and upwards, and 
his lieutenant did not yet write himself one-and-twenty, the 
full age of chivalry having been in his case particularly dis- 
pensed with, owing to a feat of early manhood. Ere he had 
fully composed the angry thoughts which were chafing in his 
mind, the sound of a hunting-bugle was heard at the gate, and 
from the sort of general stir which it spread through the garri- 
son, it was plain that the governor had returned from his ride. 
Every sentinel, seemingly animated by his presence, shouldered 
his pike more uprightly, gave the word of the post more 
sharply, and seemed more fully awake and conscious of his 
duty. Sir John de Walton, having alighted from his horse, 
asked Greenleaf what had passed during his absence ; the old 
archer ‘thought it his duty to say that a minstrel, who seemed 
like a Scotchman, or wandering Borderer, had been admitted 
into the castle, while his son, a lad sick of the pestilence so 
much talked of, had been left for a time at the abbey of St. 
Bride.' This he said on Fabian's information. The archer 
added, that ‘ the father was a man of tale and song, who could 
keep the^whole garrison amused, without giving them leave to 
attend to their own business.' 

‘ We want no such devices to pass the time,' answered the 
governor; ‘and we would have been better satisfied if our 
lieutenant had been pleased to find us other guests, and fitter 
ff)r a direct and frank communication, than one who, by his 
is a detractor of God and a deceiver of man.' 
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* Yet/ said the^okl soldier, who eonld hardly listen eTon to 
his eomnmmhr without indulging the humour of contradiction^ 
^ I have heard your honour intimate that the trade of a minstrel, 
■wlieiijt is Justly acted up to, is as worthy. as even the degree 
of knigiitliood itself/ ^ 

SSuch it may have been in former days/ answered the 
knight; *biit in modern minstrelsy the duty of rendering, 
the art an incentive to virtue is forgotten, and it is well if the 
poetry which fired our fathers to. noble deeds does not now 
push on^ their children to such as are base and unworthy. 
But I will speak this to my friend Aymer, than whom I 
do not know a more excellent or a more high-spirited young 
.■man.’ . . ' . ' ' 

While discoursing with the archer in this irianiier, Sir John 
de Walton, of a tail and handsome figure, advanced and stood 
within the ample arch of the guard-room chimney, and was 
listened to in reverential silence by^trusty ^Gilbert, who filled 
up with nods^and signs, as an attentive auditor, the pauses in 
the conversation. 

The oondiict of another hearer of what passed was not 
' equally respectful, but, from his position, he escaped observa- 
tion. This third person was no other than the squire Fabian, who 
was concealed from observation by Ms position behind bhe hob, 
or projecting portion of the old-fashioned fireplace, and hid him- 
self yet more carefully when he heard .'the conversation between 
the governor and the archer', turn 'to the., prejudice, as he 
thought, of his master, Tim s'quire's 'employment at this time 
was the servile task of cleaning Sir AymeFs arms, which was 
conveniently performed by heating, upon the projection already 
specified, the pieces of steel armour for the usual ■ thin coating 
of varnish. He could not, therefore, if he should be discovered, 
be considered as guilty of anything insolent or disrespectful 
He was better screened from view, b>b a thick smoke arose from 
a quantity of oak panelling, carved in .many cases with the crest 
and achievements of the Douglas fain.ily, which, being the fuel 
nearest at hand, lay smouldering in the chimney, and gathering 
to a blaze. ^ 

The governor, unconscious of ^this addition to his audience, 
pursued his conversation with Gilbert Greenleaf. ^ I need not 
tell you/ he said, Hhat I ain int6re.sted'. in the speedy termina- 
tion of this siege or blockade with which Douglas continues to 
threaten us; my own honour and 'affections are engaged in 
keeping this Dangerous Castle safe .in England’s behalf^ but I 
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am troubled at the admission of this stranger ; and young De 
Yaleiice would have acted more strictly in the line of his duty 
if he had refused to this wanderer any communication with this 
garrison without my permission/ 

'Pity it is/ replied old Greenleaf, shaking his head, 'that 
this good-natured and gallant young knight is somewhat drawn 
aside by the rash advices of his^ squire, the boy Fabian, who 
has bravery, but as little steadiness in him as a bottle of 
fermented small beer/ 

' Now hang thee,' thought Fabian to himself, ' for an old relic 
of the wars, stuffed full of conceit and warlike terms, like the 
soldier who, to keep himself from the cold, has lapped himself 
so close in a tattered ensign for a shelter, that his very out- 
side may show nothing but rags and blazonry/ 

'I would not think twice of the matter, were the party less 
dear to me,' said Sir John de Walton. 'But I would fain be 
of use to this young man, even although I should purchase his 
improvement in military Imowledge at the expense of giving 
him a little pain. Experience should, as it were, be burnt in 
upon the mind of a young man, and not merely impressed 
by marking the lines of his chart out for him with chalk ; 
I will remember the hint you, Greenleaf, have given, and 
take an opportunity of severing these two young men; and 
though I most dearly love the one, and am far from wish- 
ing ill to the other, yet at present, as you well hint, the 
blind is leading the blind, and the young knight has for his 
assistant and counsellor too young a squire, and that must be 
amended.' 

^ ' Marry, out upon thee, old palmer- worm ! ' said the page 
within himself ; ' have I found thee in the very fact of maligning 
myself and my master, as it is thy nature to do towards all 
the hopeful young buds of chivalry? If it were not to dirty 
the arms of an item of chivalry, by measuring them with one 
of thy rank, I might honour thee with a knightly invitation 
to the field, while the scandal which thou hast spoken is still 
foul upon thy tongue; as it is, thou shalt not carry one kind 
of language publicly in the castle, and another before the 
governor, upon the footing of having served with him under 
the banner of Long-shanks. I will carry to my master this tale 
of thine evil intentions ; and when we have concerted together, 
it shall appear whether the youthful spirits of the garrison or 
the grey beards are most likely to be the hope and protection 
of this same Castle of Douglas.' 
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It is enongli to say that Fabian piireued his piiri>osej ia 
carrying to liis master, and in no very good humour, the report 
of what had passed between Sir John de Walton and the old 
soldier. ^ He succeeded in representing the whole as a formal 
offence intended to Sir Ayiner de Yalence ; while all that the 
governor did to remove the suspicions entertained by the 
young knight could not in any respect bring, him to take a 
kindly view of the feelings of his, commander towards him. 
He retained the impression which he had formed from Fabian’s 
recital of what he had heard, and did not think he was ' cloing 
Sir John de Walton any injustice in supposing him desirous 
to engross the greatest share of the fame acquired in' the 
defence of the castle, and thruvSting back his companions, who 
might reasonably pretend to a foir portion of it. 

The mother of mischief, says a Scottish proverb, is no bigger ■ 
.than ,a midge’s wing.^ In this matter of quarrel neither the 
young man nor the older knight had afforded each other any 
just 'Cause of offence. De Walton was a strict observer of mili- 
tary discipline, in which he had been educated from his ex- 
treme youth, and by which he was almost as completely ruled 
as by his natural disposition ; and his present situation added 
force to his original education. 

Common report had even exaggerated the militaiy skill, the 
love of adventure, and the great variety of enterprise ascribed 
to James, the young Lord of Douglas. He had, in the eyes of 
this Southena garrison, the Laculties of a fiend, rather than 
those of a mere mortal j for if dhe' English soldiers cursed the 
tedium of the perpetual , w^atch and ward upon the Dangerous 
Castle, which admitted of no relaxation from the severity of 
extreme duty, they agreed ^that a tall form was sure to appear 
to them with a battle-axe in his hand,; and, entering into con- 
versation in the most insinuating manner, never failed, with an 
ingenuity and eloquence .equal" to- that of a fallen spirit, to 
recommend to the discontented, sentinel some mode in which, 
by giving Ms assistance to betray the English, he might set 
himself at liberty. The variety of '.these, devices, and the fre- 
quency of their recurrence, kept Sir John.nJe Walton’s anxiety 
so perpetually upon the stretch, that 'he at no time thought 
himself exactly out of the Black Douglas’s reac.h any more than 
the good Christian supposes himself out of reach of the wiles of 
the Devil; while every new temptation, instead of confirming 
Ms hope, seems to announce that ; the immediate , retreat of the 
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Evil One will be followed by some new attack yet more cun- 
ningly devised. Under this general state of anxiety and appre- 
hension, the temper of the governor changed somewhat for the 
worse, and they who loved him best regretted most that he 
became addicted to complain of the want of diligence on the part 
of those who, neither invested with responsibility like his nor 
animated by the hope of such splendid rewards, did not enter- 
tain the same degree of watchful and incessant suspicion as 
himself. The soldiers muttered that the vigilance of their 
governor was marked with severity ; the officers and men of 
rank, of whom there were several, as the castle was a renowned 
school of arms, and there was a certain merit attained even 
by serving within its walls, complained, at the same time, 
that Sir John de "Walton no longer made ^parties for hunt- 
ing, for hawking, or for any purpose which might soften 
the rigours of warfare, and suffered nothing to go forward 
but the precise discipline of the castle. On the other hand, 
it may be usually granted^ that the castle is well kept - 
where the governor is a disciplinarian ; and where feuds and 
personal quarrels are found in the garrison, the young men 
are usually more in fault than those whose greater experience 
has convinced them of the necessity of using the strictest 
precautions. 

A generous mind — and such was Sir John de Walton's — is 
often in this way changed and corrupted by the habit of over- 
vigilance, and pushed beyond its natural limits of candour. 
Neither was Sir Aymer de Valence free from a similar change ; 
suspicion, though from a different cause, seemed also to threaten 
to bias his open and noble disposition, in those qualities which 
had hitherto been proper to him. It was in vain that Sir John 
de Walton studiously sought opportunities to give his younger 
friend indulgences, which at times were as far extended as the 
duty of the garrison permitted. The blow was struck : the 
alarm had been given to a proud and fiery temper on both 
sides ; and while De Valence entertained an opinion that he 
was unjustly suspected by a friend who was in several respects 
bound to him, De Walton, on the other hand, was led to con- 
ceive that a young man of whom he took a charge as affec- 
tionate as if he had been a son of his own, and who owed to 
his lessons what he knew of warfare, and what success he had 
obtained in life, had taken offence at trifles, and considered 
himself ill treated on very inadequate grounds. The seeds of 
disagreement thus sown between them failed not, like the 
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tares sown by the Enemy among the, wheats to pass frona one 
class of the garrison to another ; the soldiers, tliongh irithout 
any better reason^ than merely to pass the time, took cliflereiit 
sides between their governor and his young lieutenant ; and so 
the kill of contention, being "once thrown up between them, 
never lacked some arm or other to keep, it in inotion. , , 



CHAPTER VI 


Alas ! they had been friends in youth ; 

But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 

And constancy lives in realms above, 

And life is thorny, and youth is vain, 

And to be wroth with one we love 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 

Each spoke words of high disdain, 

And insult to his heart’s dear brother, 

But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining ; 

They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 

Like cliffs which had been rent asunder. 

A dreary sea now flows between, 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 

Shall wholly do away, I ween, 

The marks of that which once hath been. 

Coleridge, 

I N prosecution of the intention which, when his blood was 
cool, seemed to him wisest. Sir John de Walton resolved 
that he would go to the verge of indulgence with his 
lieutenant and his young officers, furnish them with every 
species of amusement which the place rendered possible, and 
make them ashamed of their discontent by overloading them 
with courtesy. The first time, therefore, that he saw Aymer 
de Valence after his return to the castle, he addressed him in 
high spirits, whether real or assumed, 

^ ‘ What thinkest thou, my young friend/ said De Walton, 
‘ if we try some of the woodland sports proper, they sa}^ to this 
country f There are still in our neighbourhood some herds of 
the Caledonian breed of wild cattle,^ which are nowhere to be 
found except among the moorlands, the black and rugged 
frontier of what was anciently called the kingdom of Strath-* 
Clyde. There are some hunters, too, who have been accustomed 
to the sport, and who vouch that these animals are by far the 
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most bold and fierce subjects of ebase in the island of 
Britain/ 

* You will do as you please/ replied Sir Aymer, coldly; ‘but 
it is not I, Sir John, who would recommend, for the sake of^a 
hunting-match, that you should involve the y^^ole garrison in 
danger"; you know best the responsibilities incurred by your 
oiFice here, and no doubt must have heedfuliy attended to them 
before making a proposal of such a nature/ 

/I do indeed know my own duty/ replied De Walton, 
oflended in turn, ^ and might be allowed to think of yours also, 
without assuming more than my own share of responsibility; 
but it seems to me as if the commander of this Dangerous 
Castle, among other inabilities, were, as old people in this 
country say, subjected to a spell, and one which renders it 
impossible for him to guide his conduct so as to afford pleasure- 
to those whom he is most desirous to oblige. Not a great 
many weeks since, whose eyes would have^ sparkled like those 
of Sir Aymer de Valence at the proposal of a general^ hunting- 
match after a new object of game ; and now wfoat is his bearing 
when such sport is proposed — merely, I think, to disappoint my 
purpose of obliging him ? A cold acquiescence drops half-frozen 
from his lips, ^ and he projposes to go to rouse the wild cattle 
with an air of gravity, as if he were undertaking a pilgrimage 
to the tomb of a martyr/ 

‘Not so, Sir John/ answered the: young knight ‘In our 
present situation we stand conjoined in more charges than one, 
and although the greater and- controlling trust is no doubt laid 
upon you as the elder and abler knightj.yet still I feel that I 
myself have my own share of a serious responsibility. I trust, 
therefore, you will indulgently hear my opinion, and bear with 
it, even though it should appear to have relation to that part 
of our common charge which is more especially entrusted to 
your keeping. The dignity of knighthood which I have the 
honour to share with you,' the accolade 'laid on my shoulder 
by the royal Plantagenet, entities' m-e, unethinlcs, to so much 
grace/ 

‘I cry you mercy,' said the 'elder cavalier; ‘I ^forgot how 
important a person I had before me, dubbed by King Edward 
himself, who w^as moved no doubt -by -special reasons to confer 
such an early honour; and T ceitamly feel that I overstep my 
duty when 1 propose anything -that savours like idle sport to a 
person of such grave pretensions.' ' ; 

‘Sir John de Walton/’ 'retorted De Valence, ‘we have had 
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something too much of this — let it stop here. All that I mean 
to say is that, in this wardship of Douglas Castle, it will not 
be by my consent if any amusement^ which distinctly infers a 
relaxation of discipline be unnecessarily engaged in, and espe- 
cially such as compels us to summon to our assistance a number 
of the Scots, whose evil disposition towards us we well know ; 
nor will I, though my years have rendered me liable to such 
suspicion, suffer anything of this kind to be imputed to me; 
and if unfortunately — though I am sure I know not why — we 
are in future to lay aside those bonds of familiar friendship 
which formerly linked us to each other, yet I see no reason 
why we should not bear ourselves in our necessary com- 
munications like knights and gentlemen, and put the best 
construction on each other\s motives, since there can be no 
reason for imputing the worst to anything that comes from 
either of us."* 

*You may be right, Sir Aymer de Valence,’ said the 
governor, bending stiffly; ‘and since you say we are no longer 
bound to each other as friends, you may be certain, neverthe- 
less, that I will never permit a hostile feeling of which you are 
the object to occupy my bosom. You have been long, and I 
hope not uselessly, my pupil in the duties of chivalry. You 
are the near relation of the Earl of Pembroke, my kind and 
constant patron, and if these circumstances are well weighed, \ 
they form a connexion which it would be difficult, at least for \ 

me, to break through. If you feel yourself, as you seem to \ 

intimate, less strictly tied by^ former obligations, you must f 

take your own choice in fixing our relations towards each; t 

"■other*’:',:; I ’ 

‘ I can only say,’ replied De Valence, ‘ that my conduct will * 
naturally be regulated by your own ; and you. Sir John, cannot ' 
hope more devoutly than I do that our military duties ma}^ 
be fairly discharged without interfering with our friendly 
intercourse.’ 

The knights here parted, after a conference which onec^nii" 
twice had very nearly terminated in a full and cordial extds of -M 

tion; but still there was wanting one kind heartfelt were to be 
either to break, as it were, the ice which was fast freezingugged ■ -fn 
their intercourse, and neither chose to be the first in ma^ath- k 
the necessary advances with sufficient cordiality, though 
would have gladly done so had the other appeared desirous p 
meeting it with the same ardour ; but their pride was too higl 
and prevented either from saying what might at once have put 
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them upon an open and manly footing. ^ They parted^ there- 
fore, mtliout again returning to the subject of the proposed 
diversion until it was afterwards resumed in a formal note, 
praying Sir^ Aymer de Yalence to accompany the commandant 
of Dooglas Castle apoii a solemn hunting-match, which had for 
its object the wild cattle of the neighbouring dale. 

The time of meeting was appointed at six in the morning, 
beyond the gate of the outer barricade; and the chase was 
declared to be ended in the afternoon, when the recheat should 
be blown beneath the great oak, loiown by the name of Sholto's 
Club, which stood a remarkable object where Douglas Dale 
was bounded by several scattered trees, the outskirts of the 
forest and hill country. The usual warning was sent out to 
the common people, or vassals of the district, which they, not- 
withstanding their feeling of antipathy,^ received in general 
with delight, upon the great epicurean principle of ca?'pe diem 
— that is to say, in whatever circumstances it happens to pre- 
sent itself, be sure you lose no recreation which life affords, A 
hunting-match has still its attractions, even though an English 
knight take his pleasure in the woods of the Douglas. 

It was no doubt afflicting to these faithful vassals to acknowl- 
edge another lord than the redoubted Douglas, and to wait by 
wood and river at the command of English officers, and in the 
company of their archers, whom they accounted their natural 
enemies. Still it was the only species of amusement which 
had been permitted them for a long time, and thej?' were not 
disposed to omit the' rare ■.opportunity _ of joining m-fli: The' 
chase of the wolf, the wild boar, or even the timid stag, required 
silvan arms ; the wild 'Cattla still more demanded this equip- , 
ment of war-bows and shafts, boar-spears and sharp swords, and . 
other tools of the chase similar to those used in actual wari^' ; 
Considering this, the Scottish inhabitants ' were seldom allowed 
to join in the chase, except under' '.regulations as to number 
and arms, and especially in preserving a balance of force on 
the side_ of the English soldiers, which was very offensive to 
them. The gi-eater part of the garrison was upon such occasions 
kept on foot, and several detachments, formed according to the 
governors direction, were , stationed in different positions, in 
case any quarrel should' suddenly, break out. 
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pages, to whom such menial services were not accounted dis- 
graceful, but, on the contrary, a proper step of their education. 
The number of those distinguished persons seated upon the 
present occasion at the table of dais, as it was called, in virtue of 
a canopy of green boughs with which it was overshadowed, 
comprehended Sir John de Walton, Sir Aymer de Valence, and 
some reverend brethren dedicated to the service of St. Bride, 
who, though Scottish ecclesiastics, were treated with becoming 
respect by the English soldiers. One or two Scottish retainers 
or vavasours, maintaining, perhaps in prudence, a suitable 
deference to the English knights, sat at the bottom of the 
table, and as many English archers, peculiarly respected by 
their superiors, were invited, according to the modern phrase, 
to the honours of the sitting. 

Sir John de Walton sat at the head of the table ; his eye, 
though it seemed to have no certain object, yet never for a 
moment remained stationary, but glanced from one counte- 
nance to another of the ring formed by his guests, for such they 
all were, no doubt, though he himself could hardly have told 
upon what principle he had issued the^ invitations ; and even 
apparently was at a loss to think what, in one or two cases, had 
procured him the honour of their presence. 

One person in particular caught De Walton's eye, as having 
the air of a redoubted man-at-arms, although it seemed as if 
fortune had not of late smiled upon his enterprises. He was a 
tall raw-boned man, of an extremely rugged countenance, and 
his skin, which showed itself through many a loophole in his 
dress, exhibited a complexion which must have endured all the 
varieties of an outlawed life ; and akin to one who had, accord- 
ing to the customary phrase, ^ ta'en the bent with Robin Bruce ' 
— in other words, occupied the moors with him as an insur- 
gent. Some such idea certainly crossed De Walton's mind. Yet 
the apparent coolness and absence of alarm with which the 
stranger sat at the board of an English officer, at the same time 
being wholly in his power, had much in it which was irreconcil- 
able with any such suggestion. De Walton, and several of 
those about him, had in the course of the day observed that 
this tattered cavalier, the most remarkable parts of whose garb 
and equipments consisted of an old coat-of-mail and a rusted 
yet massive partisan about eight feet long, was possessed of 
superior skill in the art of hunting to any individual of their 
numerous party. The governor having looked at this suspicious 
figure until he had rendered the stranger aware of the special 
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iiiterest which he attracted, at length filled a goblet of clioieo 
wine, an.d requested him, as one of the best injpiJs of Kir 
" Tristrem who had attended upon the chase, to pledge 
him in a vintage superior to that supplied to the general 
company, 

* I suppose, however, sir,’ said De Walton, ‘you will have no 
objections to put off my challenge of a briminer iintii you eioi 
answer my pledge in Gascoigne wine, which grew^in^ the King’s 
own demesne, was pressed for his own lip, and is therefore 
fittest to be emptied to his Majesty’s health and prosperity.’ 

-One half of the island of Britain,’ :said the woodsman, with 
great composure, ‘will he of your, honour’s opinion; but, as I 
belong to the other half, even the choicest, liquor in Gascony 
cannot render that health acceptable to me.’ 

A murmur of disapprobation ran through the warriors 
present ; the^priests hung their heads, looked deadly grave, and 
muttered their paternosters. 

‘You see, stranger,’ said De .Walton, sternly, ‘that }mur 
speech discomposes the company.’ 

‘It may be so,’ replied the man, in the same Hunt tone; 
‘and it may happen that there is no harm in the speech 
notwithstanding.’ 

‘ Do you consider that it is made in my presence 1 ’ answered 
De Walton. 

‘Yes, sir governor.’ 

‘And have you thought what must be the necessary infer- 
ence ?’ continued De Walton. 

‘I may form a round guess,’' answered the stranger, ‘what 
I might have to fear, i,f your safe-conduct and word of honour, 
when inviting me to this, hunting, were less trustworthy than 
I know full well it really is. . But I am your guest ; your meat 
is even now passing my throat; your cup, filled with right 
good wine, I have just; .now qua.ffed o,ff .; ;an(l I would not fear 
the rankest paynim infidel, if we stood in such relation to- 
gether, much less" an English; knight. . I tell you besides, sir 
knight, you undervalue the mne we have quaffed. The high 
flavour and contents of 'your cup, grow' where it will, give me 
spirit to tell you one or two circumstances, which cold cautious 
sobriety would, in a moment- like this, have left unsaid. .You., 
wish, I doubt not, to know who I am f ' My Christian name is 
Michael; my surname is that- of Turnbull— a. redoubted clan, 
to whose honours, even in the -field 'of hunting or of battle, I 
have added something. My abode 'is beneath the mountain of 
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pages, to whom such menial services were not aceonnted dis- 
graceftil, but, on the contrary, a proper step of their education. 
The number of those distinguished persons seated upon the 
present occasion at the table of dais, as it was called, in virtue of 
a canopy of green boughs with which it was overshadowed, 
comprehended Sir John de Walton, Sir Aymer de Valence, and 
some reverend brethren dedicated to the service of St. Bride, 
who, though Scottish ecclesiastics, were treated with becoming 
respect by the English soldiers. One or two Scottish retainers 
or vavasours, maintaining, perhaps in prudence, a suitable 
deference to the English knights, sat at the bottom of the 
table, and as many English archers, peculiarly respected by 
their superiors, w^ere invited, according to the modern phrase, 
to the honours of the sitting. 

Sir John de Walton sat at the head of the table ; his eye, 
though it seemed to have no certain object, yet never for a 
moment remained stationary, but glanced from one counte- 
nance to another of the ring formed by his guests, for such they 
all were, no doubt, though he himself could hardly have told 
upon what principle he had issued the invitations ; and even 
apparently was at a loss to think what, in one or two eases, had 
procured him the honour of their presence. 

One person in particular caught De Walton’s eye, as having 
the air of a redoubted man-at-arms, although it seemed as if 
fortune had not of late smiled upon his enterprises. He was a 
tall raw-boned man, of an extremely rugged countenance, and 
his skin, which showed itself through many a loophole in his 
dress, exhibited a complexion which must have endured all the 
varieties of an outlawed life ; and akin to one who had, accord- 
ing to the customary phrase, ‘ ta’en the bent with Robin Bruce ’ 
— in other words, occupied the moors with him as an insur- 
gent. Some such idea certainly crossed De Walton’s mind. Yet 
the apparent coolness and absence of alarm with which the 
stranger sat at the board of an English officer, at the same time 
being wholly in his power, had much in it which was irreconcil- 
able with any such suggestion. De Walton, and several of 
those about him, had in the course of the day observed that 
this tattered cavalier, the most remarkable parts of whose garb 
and equipments consisted of an old coat-of-mail and a rusted 
yet massive partizan about eight feet long, was possessed of 
superior skill in the art of hunting^ to any individual of their 
numerous party. The governor having looked at this suspicious 
figure until he had rendered the stranger aware of the special 


CASTLE DANGEROUS 


2M' 

interest wliich lie attracterl, at length filled ti goblet of elioice 
wiiiOs and requested Mm, as one of the best pupils of Sir 
■ Tristreiii who had attended.. upon the fky Is eliase, to pledge 
him ill a vintage simerior .to that supplied to the geiif^ral 
company, . "V ■ ■ . 

I sjippose, however, sir/' said De Walton, *you will liave no 
objections to put off my challenge of a hriimiicr initii yon cmi 
answer my pledge in Ga.scoig'ne wine, which grew in the King's 
own demesne, wms pressed .for' his own lip, and is therefore 
fitte.st 'to be emptied to liis Majesty’s health and prosperity/ 

‘One half of the island of Britain./ said the woodsman, with 
great composure, ‘will be of your honours opinion; but, as I 
belong to the other .half, even the choicest liquor in Gascony 
cannot render that health acceptable to me/ 

A" murmur of disapprobation ran through the warriors 
present'; the ^priests hung their heads, looked deadly grave, and 
muttered their paternosters. 

. .‘Yon see, stranger/ said De Walton, sternly, ‘that yoiiT' 
speech discomposes the company/ 

. ‘It m.ay be so,’ replied the man, in the same blunt tone; 
‘and it may happen that there is no harm in the rspeech 
notwithstanding/ 

‘ Do you consider that it is made in my presence ! ’ answered 
De Walton. 

‘ Yes, vsir governor/ 

‘And have you thought .what' must be the necessary infer- 
ence U contmued De Walton* 

‘ I may form a round guess,’ answered, the stranger, ‘ wfoat 
I might have to fear, if your safe-conduct and wwd of honour, 
when inviting me to this hunting, were less trustworthy than 
I know full well it really is. But I am your guest ; your meat 
is even now passing my throat; your cup, filled with right 
good wine, I have just nowo quaffed off'; and I would not fear 
the rankest paynim infidel, if we -stood in such relation to- 
gether, much less an English, knight. I tell ;fou besides, sir 
knight, you undervalue . .the wine we have quaffed. The high 
flavour and contents of your cup, gro.w where it will, give^me 
spirit to tell you one or two circumstances, wh.ich cold cautious 
sobriety would, in a moment like .this, have left ^unsaid. You 
wish, I doubt not, to ..know who 'I am ? -My .'Christian name is 
Michael; my surname .is that- of. Turnbull — a redoubted clan, 
to whose honours, even ■ in the .field of hunting or of battfo, I 
have added something. My abode is beneath the mountain of 
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Ruberskw, by the fair streams of Teviot. Yon, are surprised 
that I know how to hunt the wild cattle — I, who' .have made 
them my sport from infancy in the lonely forests of Jed and 
Southdean, and have killed more of them than you or any 
Englishman in your host ever saw, even if you include the 
doughty deeds of this dayJ 

The bold Borderer made this declaration with the same pro- 
voking degree of coolness which predominated in his whole 
demeanour, and was indeed his principal attribute. His 
effrontery did not fail to produce its effect upon Sir John de 
Walton, who instantly called out — ^To arms — to arms ! Se- 
cure the spy and traitor. Hoi pages and yeomen— William, 
Anthony, Bend-the-Bow, and Greenleaf — seize the traitor, and 
bind him with your bowstrings and dog-leashes — bind him, I 
say, until the blood start from beneath his nails.^ 

^Here is a goodly summons I ' said Turnbull, with a sort of 
horse-laugh. ‘Were las sure of being answered by twenty 
men I could name, there would be small doubt of the upshot 
of this day/ 

The archers thickened around the hunter, yet laid no hold 
on him, none of them being willing to be the first who broke 
the peace proper to the occasion. 

‘Tell me,' said De Walton, ‘thou traitor, for what waitest 
thou here V 

‘ Simply and solely,' said the Jed forester, ‘ that I may 
deliver up to the Douglas the castle of his ancestors, and that 
I may ensure thee, sir Englishman, the payment of thy deserts, 
by cutting that very throat which thou makest such a bawling 
use of.' 

At the same time, perceiving that the yeomen were crowding 
behind him to carry their lord's commands into execution so 
soon as they should be reiterated, the huntsman turned himself 
short round upon those who appeared about to surprise him, 
and having, by the suddenness of the action, induced them to 
step back a pace, he proceeded — ‘Yes, John de Walton, my 
purpose was ere now to have put thee to death, as one whom I 
find in possession of that castle and territory which belong to 
my master, a knight much more worthy than thyself ; but I 
know not why I have paused — ^ thou hast given me food , when 
I have hungered for twenty-four hours, I have not therefore 
had the heart to pay thee at advantage as thou hast deserved. 
Begone from this place and country, and take the fair warning 
of a foe : thou hast constituted thyself the mortal enemy of this 
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people, and tliere are those among them who have ^elflorii hmu 
injured or defied with impunity. Take no care in searcdiiiig 
after me ^ — it will be in vain — iititil I meet thee at a fiiiie whieii 
will come at my pleasure, not thine. Push not iiiquisitioii 
into cruelty, to discover by what means I have decei\t*tl yim, 
for it is impossible for 3-011 to learn; and with this frieiirliy 
advice, look at me and take 3^oiir leave, for, although we skill 
one day meet, it may be long ere I see you again/ 

l)e Walton remained silent, ho|)ing that liis prisoner (for he 
saw no chance of his escaping) might, in. his conuiiiiriicative 
humour, drop vsome more information, and was not desirous to 
precipitate a fray with which the scene was likely to couckde, 
unconscious at the same time of the advantage which he 
thereby gave the daring hunter. 

As Turnbull concluded his sentence, lie made a sudden 
spring backwards, which carried him out of the circle jbrmed 
around him, and, before they were aw^are of liis intentions, at 
once disa|;)peareci among the underwood. 

‘ Seize him — seize him I ^ repeated De Walton ; ^et us have 
him at least at our discretion, unless the earth has actually 
swallowed him.^ 

This indeed appeared, not unlikely, for near the place ’where 
Turnbull had made the spring -there yawned a steep ravine, 
into which he plunged, and. descended by the assistaiiee of 
branches, bushes, and -copsewood until he reached the bottom, 
where he found some road. ■, to the ■ -outskirts of the forest, 
through w'hich he made. his. escape,: jeaving the most expert 
woodsmen among the pursuers totally at fault, and unable to 
trace Ms footsteps. 


CHAPTER VIII 


T his interlude carried some confusion into the proceedings 
of the hunt, thus suddenly surprised by the apparition 
of Michael Turnbull, an armed and avowed follower of 
the house of Douglas, a sight so little to be expected in the terri- 
tory where his master was held a rebel and a bandit, and where 
he himself must have been well known to most of the peasantry 
present. The circumstance made an obvious impression on 
the English chivalry. Sir John de Walton looked grave and 
thoughtful, ordered the hunters to be assembled on the spot, 
and directed his soldiers to commence a strict search among the 
persons who had attended the chase, so as to discover whether 
Turnbull had any companions among them ; but it was too late 
to make that inquiry in the strict fashion which De Walton 
directed. 

The Scottish attendants on the chase, when they beheld 
that the hunting, under pretence of which they 'were called 
together, was interrupted for the purpose of laying hands 
upon their persons, and subjecting them to examination, took 
care to suit their answers to the questions put to them — in a 
word, they kept their own secret, if they had any. Many of 
them, conscious of being the weaker party, ^ became afraid of 
foul play, slipt away from the places to which they had been 
appointed, and left the hunting-match like men who conceived 
they had been invited with no friendly intent. Sir John^ de 
Walton became aware of the decreasing numbers of the Scottish, 
their gradual disappearance awakening in the English Imight 
that degree of suspicion which had of late become his peculiar 
characteristic. 

^ Take, I pray thee,' said he to Sir Aymer de Valence, as 
many men-at-arms as thou canst get together in five minutes' 
space, and at least a hundred of the mounted archers, and ride 
as fast as thou canst, without permitting them to straggle from 
thy standard, to reinforce the garrison of Douglas ; for I have 
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my own thoughts what. may haire been attempted on the castle, 
when we observe with our own eyes such a nest of traitors here 
assembled/ 

With reverence. Sir John/ replied Aymer, * you shoot in 
this matter rather beyond the mark. That the Scottii^li peas- 
ants have had bad thoughts ' against us, I will be the last to 
deny ; but, long debarred from any silvan sport, you cannot 
w^onder at their crowding to any diversion by wocid or river, 
and still less at ^ their being easily alarmed as to the certainty 
of the' safe .footing on which they stand with us. The least 
rough usage is likely to strike them with fear and with the 
desire of escape, and so- 

* And so/ said Sir John de Walton, who had listened with a 
degree of ^impatience scarce eon.sistent with the grave and 
formal politeness which one knight was accustomed to bestow 
upon another — ‘ and so I would rather see Sir Aymer de Val- 
ence busy his horse’s heels to execute my orders than give his 
tongue the trouble of impugning them.' 

At this sharp reprimand, all present looked at each other 
with indications of marked displeasure. Sir Aymer wns highly 
offended, but saw it was no time to indulge in reprisal He 
bowed until the feather which was in his barret-cap mingled 
with his horse's mane, and without reply — ^for he did not even 
choose to trust his voice in reply at the moment — headed a 
considerable body of cavalry by the straightest road back to the 
Castle of Douglas. 

When he came to one of those eminences from which he 
could observe the massive and complicated towers and walls of 
the old fortress, with the glitter of the broad iake which sur- 
rounded it on three sides, he felt much pleasure at the sight of 
the great banner of, England, which streamed from the highest 
part of the building. ‘I knew it,' he internally said — ‘ 1 was 
certain that Sir John de Walton had become a very w'oiiian in 
the indulgence of Ms ' fears .-and .susp.iciori.s. Alas! that ^ a 
situation of responsibility should so much have altered a dis- 
position which I have known: so noble and so, knightly ! By 
this good day, I scarce know in what ma.nner ,I -should demean 
me when thus publicly rebuked before the garrison. Certainly 
he deserves that I should, at. some time or other, let him under- 
stand that, however he may triumph in the exercise of his 
short-lived command,. ,yet,^.when man is to;meet with man, it 
will puzzle Sir John de Walton to show himself the superior of 
Aymer de Valence, or perhaps to establish himself as his equal 
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Blit if, on the- contrary, his fears, however, fantastic, , are. sincere' 
at the moment he expresses them, it becomes me to obey 
punctually commands which, however absurd, are imposed in 
consequence of the governor's belief that they are rendered 
necessary by the times, and not inventions designed to vex and 
domineer over his officers in the indulgence of his official powers. 
I would I knew which is the true statement of the case, and 
whether the once famed De Walton is become afraid of his 
enemies more than fits a knight, or makes imaginary doubts 
the pretext of tyrannising over his friend. I cannot say it 
would make much difference to me, but I would rather have it 
that the man I once loved had turned a petty tyrant than a 
weak-spirited coward ; and I would be content that he should 
study to vex me, rather than be afraid of his own shadow.’ 

With these ideas passing in his mind, the young knight 
crossed the causeway which traversed the piece of water that 
fed the moat, and, passing under the strongly fortified gateway, 
gave strict orders for letting down the portcullis and elevating 
the drawbridge, even at the appearance of De Walton’s own 
standard before it. 

A slow and guarded movement from the hunting-ground to 
the Castle of Douglas gave the governor ample time to recover 
his temper, and to forget that his young friend had shown less 
alacrity than usual in obeying his commands. He was even 
disposed to treat as a jest the length of time and extreme 
degree of ceremony with which every point of martial discipline 
was observed on his own re-admission to the castle, though the 
raw air of a wet spring evening whistled around liis own un- 
sheltered person and those of his followers, as they waited before 
the castle gate for the exchange of passwords, the delivery of 
keys, and all the slow minuti^ attendant upon the movements 
of a garrison in a well-guarded fortress. 

Come,’ said he, to an old knight, who was peevishly blam- 
ing the lieutenant-governor, ‘ it was my own fault : I spoke but 
now to Aymer de Valence with more authoritative emphasis 
than his newly-dubbed dignity was pleased with, and this pre- 
cise style of obedience is a piece of not unnatural and very 
pardonable revenge. Well, we will owe him a return, Sir 
Philip — shall we not? This is not a night to keep a man at 
the gate.’ 

This dialogue, overheard by some of the squires and pages, 
was bandied about from one to auother, until it entirely lost 
the tone of good-humour in which it was spoken, and the 
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offence was one for^ wMeh Sir Jobn de Walton and old Sir 
Philip were to meditate revenge, and was said to have been 
represented by tlie governor as a piece of laortal and iiitem 
tional offence on the part of bis subordinate officer. 

Thus an increasing feod^ went on from day to day between 
two warriors w'ho, with no just cause of quarrel , bad at heart 
.every reason to esteem and Jove each other. It became visible 
in^the fortress even to those of the lower rank, wiio hoped to 
gain some consequence by intermingling in the species of eniii- 
.lation produced by the jealousy of the commaiiding-oflieers — 
an emulation which may take place, indeed, in the present day, 
but can hardly have the same sense ^ of wounded pride and 
jealous dignity attached to it which existed in times wiien the 
personal honour of Imighthood rendered those wffio possessed it 
jealous of every punctifio. 

, So many little debates took place betw^een the ti.vo kriiglits, 
that Sir Aymer de Valence thought himself under the iieces-, 
sity of writing to his uncle and namesake, the Earl of 
Pembroke, stating that his officer, Sir .John de Walton, had 
imfortunately of late taken some degree of prejudice against 
him, and that, after having borne with many ^provoldog in- 
stances of his displeasure, he was now compelled to request 
that his place of service should be changed from the Castle of 
Douglas to wherever honour could be acquired, and time .might 
be given to put an end to his present cause of complaint 
against his commanding-officer. Through the wdiole letter 
young Sir Aymer was particularly cautious how he expressed 
his sense of Sir John de Walton's jealousy or severe usage ; 
but such sentiments are not easily concealed, and in spite of 
him an air of displeasure glanced out from several passages, 
and indicated his discontent with his uncle's old friend and 
companion-in-arms, and with the sphere of military duty wffiich 
his uncle had himself assigned him. 

All accidental movement among the English troops brouglit 
Sir Aymer an answer to his letter sooner than he could have 
hoped for at that time of day, in the ordinary course of corre- 
spondence, which was then, extremely slow and interrupted. 

Pembroke, a rigid old warrior, entertained the most- partial 
opinion of Sir John de Walton, who was a work asjt were of 
his own hands, and was indignant to find that his nephew, 
whom he considered as a mere boy, elated by having had the 
dignity of knighthood conferred upon him at an age unusually 
early, did not absolutely coincide with him in this opinion. He 
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replied to him, accordingly, in a tone of high displeasure, and 
expressed himself as a person of rank would write to a young 
and dependent kinsman upon the duties of his profession ; and, 
as he gathered his nephew^s cause of complaint from his own 
letter, he conceived that he did him no injustice in making it 
slighter than it really was. He reminded the young man that 
the study of chivalry consisted in the faithful and patient dis- 
charge of military service, whether of high or low degree, 
according to the circumstances in which war placed the cham- 
pion. That, above all, the post of danger, which Douglas Castle 
had been termed by common consent, was also the post of 
honour; and that a young man should be cautious how he 
incurred the supposition of being desirous of quitting his pres- 
ent honourable command, because he was tired of the discipline 
of a military director so renowned as Sir John de Walton. 
Much also there was, as was natural in a letter of that time, 
concerning the duty of young men, whether in council or in 
arms, to be guided implicitly by their elders ; and it was ob- 
served, with justice, that the commanding-officer, who had put 
himself into the situation of being responsible with his honour, 
if not his life, for the event of the siege or blockade, might 
justly, and in a degree more than common, claim the implicit 
direction of the whole defence. Lastly, Pembroke reminded 
his nephew that he was, in a great measure, dependent upon 
the report of Sir John de Walton for the character which he 
was to sustain in after life; and reminded him that a few 
actions of headlong and inconsiderate valour would not so 
firmly found his military reputation as months and years spent 
in regular, humble, and steady obedience to the commands 
which the governor of Douglas Castle might think necessary in 
so dangerous a conjuncture. 

This missive arrived within so short a time after the 
despatch of the letter to which it was a reply, that Sir Aymer 
was almost tempted to suppose that his uncle had some mode 
of corresponding with De Walton unknown to the young knight 
himself and to the rest of the garrison. And as the earl alluded 
to some particular displeasure which had Been exhibited by 
De Valence on a late trivial occasion, his uncle's knowledge 
of this and other minutim seemed to confirm his idea that his 
own conduct was watched in a manner which he did not feel 
honourable to himself or dignified on the part of his relative ; 
in a word, he conceived himself exposed to that sort of sur- 
veillance of which, in all ages, the young have accused the old. 
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It hardly needs to say that the admonition of the Eari of 
Pembroke greatly chafed the ^ fiery spirit ^ of his nephew, inso- 
much that, if the eari had ’Wished to write a letter purposely 
to increase the prejudices which he desired to put an end to, 
he could not have made use of terms better calculated for that 
effect. , 

^The truth was, that the old archer, Gilbert Greenleaf had, 
without the knowledge of the young kriiglit, gone to Pem- 
broke's camp, in Ayrshire, and was recommended by Sir John 
de ^.Walton to the earl as a person who could give such minute 
infonnatioii respecting Aymer de Valence as he .might desire to 
receive. ■ The old archer wras, as we have seen, a forinaiist, and 
when pressed on some points of Sir Aymer de Valence's dis- 
cipline, he did not hesitate to throw out hints which, connected 
with those in the knight’s letter to his uncle, made the severe 
old,.. earl adopt too implicitly the idea that his nephew was. 
indulging a spirit of insubordination, and a sense of iiiipatie.nce 
under authority, most dangerous to the character of a young 
soldier. A little explanation might have produced a complete 
agreement in the sentiments of both ; but for this fate allowed 
neither time nor opportunity; and the old earl was unfortu- 
nately induced to become a party, instead of a negotiator, in the 
quarrel, 

And hy decision more embroil’d the fray. 

Sir John de Walton soon perceived that the receipt of 
Pembroke’s letter did^not in 'any respect alter theysold, cere- 
monious conduct of his lieutenant towards him, wliich limited 
their intercourse to what their situation rendered indispensable, 
and exhibited no advances . to any more frank or intimate 
connexion. Thus, as may sometimes be the case between 
officers in their relative situations even at the present day, 
they remained in that cold, stiff degree of official eommurii ca- 
tion in which their intercourse was limited to as few expressions 
as the respective duties’ of their situation absolutely demanded. 
Such a state of misunderstanding- is, in feet, worse than a 
downright quarrel: the latter may be explained or apologised 
for, or become the subject of mediation, but in such a case as 
the former an edaircissement is as unlikely to take place as 
a general engagement : between two armies which have taken 
up strong defensive positions on -both .sides. Duty, however, 
obliged the two principal. persons in the garrison of Douglas 
Castle to be often together, when they were so far from seetong 
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Mf?!iiai‘T aad e.xtraordiiiary, a>: is osoal in siieli ctases^' and to 
! riiJ'ia not lany IroEi t\m bat frurn the tUiole Imi* 

lory Jifjagiru Itde, iiiaJerpain of scourging, if tliey be again 
hukt\ %'^dh^knin^ in 

‘ a k jj^ hi) opioion '/ail Valence^ Sanil^joii sliall 
Iro* it, u KaLbi^Mf "Wall ai, a- ired} and lairiy a > if nadtcrs 
‘Jnnd netw.,a u-i !)ii a footing it/ frieiidlj^as tliey ever did, I 
lagai* with vuii that him^4 of tlso/e wliu in these dayfs profess 
thf aieiico of inln/trelsj are altogether nnipialjlied to support 
I be idgiicr |‘i{ of that noiiie order. Minstrels by right 

are jiierj svho have dedicaterl themselves to tlie noble oeciipatioii 
Ilf koightly detuL and generous principles : it is in 

their verse that the vaiiant knight is handed down to fame, 
and t!ie poet has a right, nay, is hound, to emulate the virtues 
which iitj praises, the looseness of the times lias diminished 
thij in:iiiftC‘i|ueiice and impaired the morality of this class of 
wanderers : their satire and their praise are now too often 
distributed on no other principle than love of gain ; yet let us 
Impe that tlmre are still among them some who ^know, and 
also willingiy perform, their duty. My own opinion is, that 
this Bijrtrfiiii holds himself as one who has not shared in the 
degrafiatioii of Iiis brethren, nor bent the knee to the mammon 
of the times ; it must remain with you, ^sir, to judge whether 
siidi a person, honourably and morally liisposed, can cause any 
danger to the Castle of Douglas. But believing, from, the' 
Hentiineiits lie has manifested to me, that he is inoaijable of ■ 
playing the part of a traitor, 1 must strongly remonstrate 
aga'iiid his being punished as one, or subjected to the torture 
within tiiii walls of an English garrison. I should blush for my 
ijf'Uiiitry if it required of us to inflict such wwitoii misery upon 
wanderers w'hose .sole fault is poverty; and your own knightly 
seiitiiiieiits will suggest more than would become me to state 
to Sir^ John tie Walton, unless in^ so far as is necessary to 
for retaining my own opinion.^ 
riir Joliii de Walton's dark brow was stricken with red when 
he heard an tipinion delivered in opposition to his own, which 
pkiuly went to stigmatise his advice as ungenerous, unfeeling, 
and iiiikiiiglitly. He made an effort to preserve Ms temper, 
while fie thus replied with a degree of calmness — ^ You have 
given your opinion, Sir Ajmer de Valence ; and that you have 
given It opeuiy and boldly, without regard to my own, I thank 
yoii. It IS not quite so clear that I am obliged to defer my 
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owfi sentiments to yoiir% in case the rules on whidi I iiokl iii? 
office, the commands of the King, and the ohsemi-tioiis idiic.*! 
I laa^" personally have made, shall tecomiiiend to me a ditler 
eiit line of eoiidnet from that which yon think it right- to 
suggest"’ 

I)e Waitoii ^bowed, in coBclusioD, with great gravity : and 
the young knight, returning the reverence with exactly the 
same degree of stiff formality, asked whether there were any 
particular orders respecting his duty iu the castle and having 
received an answer in the negative, took his departure. 

Sir John de Walton, after an expression of impatience, as if 
disappointed at hurling that the advance wdiicli he had made 
towards an explanation with his young friend had proved nri** 
expectedly abortive, ^composed his brow as if to deep thought, 
Mc! walked several times to and fro in the apartment, consider- 
ing what course he was to take in these eircumstaiices. ‘ It is 
hard to censure him severely,’ he said, ® when I recollect that, 
on first entering upon life, my own thoughts and feelings 
would have been the, same with those of this giddy and hot- 
bawled, but generous, boy. Now prudence teaches me to sus- 
pect mankind in a thousand instances where perhaps there is 
not sufficient ^ground. If I am disposed to venture my own 
honour and fortune, rather than an idle travellin|| minstrel 
should suffer a little pain, which at all events I might make 
up to him by money, stilh have I a right to run the risk of 
a conspiracy against the King, and thus advance the treason- 
able surrender of the Castle of Douglas, for which I knrnv so 
many schemes are formed ; for which, too, none can be imagined 
so desperate but agents will be found bold eiiough to iiiider- 
take the execution f A man who holds my situation, although 
the slave of conscience, ought to. learn to set aside those Ikise 
scruples which assume the appearance of flowing from our own 
moral feeling, whereas they are in fact instilled by the sugges- 
tion of affected delicacy. -I will not, I swear by Heaven, be 
infected by the follies of a hoy. such as Ayiner; I will not, that 
I may defer to his caprices, lose all that love, honour, ami 
ambition can propose for the reward. of twelve months’ service, 
of a nature the most watchM • and iinpleasant.^ I ^will go 
straight to my point, and use the ordinary precautions in Scot- 
land which I should employ, in'' Normandy or Gascoigne. 
What ho! page, who waits there?’ ' 

One of his attendants replied -. 'to, Ms summons. *Seek me 
out Gilbert Greenleaf the ' archer,; and tell him I would speak 
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fifth !ihn touffliiiig tlie two liow.^aiicl the ariws coii- 

i r.n,ir ;4 ffiiio'l* { him a eomKifssion to Ayr.' 

.1 hfw ;iiif-*u’C!?CAhiiler the order wa^ when 

tli.^ .ffihcr entered, In liL hand iwm hnwJavts,jiof, 

if'f ;i:id a. ii”ejler of arru\v>. neeured to|/eth«jr wiili a 

flioi'etc- Ih 3 i>;)re tlie iHy.'iterions lot'}ks of one wlio,se apfiareiit 
i»;r-ine‘ i.iif/ of ^ciy^^reot coiiHeffaoiieo, but is liieani as a 
r! f r rel^rr wbiVli are in tiieiniH.Ivcs of a secret 

hia i:e, ^leeoidin^Iy, as the knight was silent, and afforderi 
no fclar cfeidiig tor direenhrah tliat jadicioirs iie^,o3tiator pro- 
eeerJed to enter iipfjii sat-li as "was open to him. 

*ihre are the bow-^O'.ves noble sir, which yon desired me 
to olite'n ndiihi i was at Ayr with the Earl of Pembroke’s 
arijij. 'f'hey are not so g^jod as I could have wished, yet are 
perhaps of bettor f|oa!ity than could have been procured by 
any other than a fair judge of the wmpon. dlie Earl of Pern- 
bruke’rt whole camp are Iraiitic mad in order to prooiire real 
Siiaiiish staves from the firoyrie and other jjorts in Spaiiij but 
tiioiigli two vessels laden with siieli came^ into the port of Ayr, 
said to be for the King’s army, yet I believe never one-half of 
them have come into English hands. ^ These two grew in 
Hiiciwood, wHeli, having been seasoned since the time of Eobin 
Ho^jd, are not likely to fail either in strength or in aim, in so 
.strt4'iga hand, and with so just an eye, as those of the men 
\\dir) wait rm your worship.’ ■ 

h'lmi wi:aj has got tho rest, since two ships’ cargoes of new 
bow-staves arc arrived at Ayivaml thou with difficulty hast 
niil} procured me tivo old ones?’ said the governor. 

^ Faith, ,{ pretend not ^skili enough to knoiv/ answered 
Krecnleuf, shrugging iiis shoniders. ^Talk there is of plots in 
ib.at country well as here. ..It is said that their Bruce and 
tlii^ re-t of fils kill-men intend a new May “game, aucl that the 
ouilawed king proposes to iand near to Tiirnborry early in 
hiiiciiier, with a nuiuher of stout kernes from Ireluiicl; and no 
floiibt} tlyj men of his mock erirldom of Garrick arc getting them 
reedy with Ijow and spea.r for so hopeful an iindortakiiig. I 
leckoii ihat it will not cost us- the expense of more than a few 
scon* of Kiieavo- of arrows to put all that matter to riglitsF 
^ 'Em you talk^then of conspiracies in this part of the country, 
(fFt^eiJeaff ’ said De Walton, know you are a sagacious 
toilow, well bred for many a day to the use of the bent stick 
and Ftriiig. and will not allow such a practice to go on under 
t!iy iKise without taking notice of il;’ 


CASTLE DANGEROUS 


230 


am old eiioiigbj Heaven laiows/ said GreeriJeaC ‘‘’and 
have iiafl good esperienee of these Scotti.si'i ivars^ atid know 
w'ell whether these native Scots are a people to be trusted to 
by knight ^ or yeoman. Say they are a false generation., and 
say a good arclier told yon h\ who, with ti lair aim, f^elclom 
Bjissed a haiid's-breadtii of the white. Ah ! sir, your hmiour 
knows liow to deal with them : ride them stojnglj and rein 
them hard; yon are not like those simple liovices who iinagiue 
that all is to be done by gentleiiess, and wibli to jiurade tliein- 
selves as courteous and generous to those faithless moun- 
taineers, wiio never, in the course of their lives, knew any 
tinctore either of courteoiisness or generosity/ 

^Thoii alluclest to soiiio one/ said ^ the governor, haul I 
charge thee, Gilbert, to be plain, and sincere with me. Thou 
kiiowest, methiaks, that in trusting me th,oii wilt come to no 
harm f ^ . 

. * It i.s tme — it is true, sir,^ said the. old rem.iiarit of the wars, 
carrying his hand to his brow- ; ‘ but it were impriideiit to com- 
muiiioate aii the remarks which float through a,E old laaii^s 
brain in the idle moments of such a garrisoii^as this. One 
stumbles unawares on fantasies as well as realities, and thus 
one gets, not altogether imcleservediy, the character of a tale- 
bearer and mischief-maker among his eomrades, and methinks 
I would not willingly fall under that accusation/ 

‘Speak frankly to me/ answered l)e Walton, ‘and have no 
fear of being miseonstrued, whosoever the conversation may 
concern/ 

‘Nay, in plain truth/ answered ^Gilbert, M fear not the 
greatness of this young knight, Joeing, as I am, the oldest 
scildier in the garrison, and having drawn a bowstring long 
and many a day ere he was weaned from his nurse's breast/ 
‘It is then/ said De Walton, ‘my lieutenant and friend, 
Aymer de Valence, at whom your suspicions point U 

‘At nothing,' replied the archer, ‘touching the honour of the 
young knight himself, who is as brave as the sword he w^ears, 
and, his youth considered, stands high in the roil of ^ English 
chivalry ; but ho is young, as your worship knows, and I own 
that in the choice of his company he distiiihs ami alarms me/ 
‘Why, you know, Greenleaf/ answered the governoiy ‘that 
in the leisure of a garrison a toig,ht cannot alw^ays confine his 
sport-B and pleasures among those- of his own rank, yylio are not 
Buuierous, and may not be so gamesome or fond of frolic as he 
wmid desire them to be/ 
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4 know that wnil/ aiiAvered the areliOFj *iioi woiilii I say 
a iiord ymt honunrV iieateimjf^ for joiuiiig any 

}ioiie?f felkrtr:., however inferior their rank, in the wre,^llini4 
rifi4 at a hoiit of fiiiartor-staE Bot if Sir AymnY ifc ?ale!it-e 
h-d'^ .'i fMndbf!’*.- for leartiai tales of^foruior days, jnethinks lie 
hud heifer kam them from the ancient sohliers whc^ have fol- 
lotted Ilflward the First-™- whoio (Ma^stdkie ! — and who have 
known bidhre his rime the barons' wars and other oimla ugh is, 
m whieli tiie kidghts and archers of Merry Eiiglaiid tramsiuitted 
so nnitiy gallant' actions to be recorded by fame; this trulv, I 
say, were iiiore i^eseemin^^ the Earl of Pembroke's nephew than 
tcfsee hiiii closet hioiself day after day with a strolling minstrel, 
who gains his livelihood by reciting nonsense and lies to such 
young men as are fond eiimigh to believe iiirn, of wdiom hardly 
any one kiiowus whether he be English or Scottish in his opinions, 
and still less can any one pretend to say whether he is of Eiig- 
lihii or Scottish birth, or with what purpose he lies lounging 
alwut this castle, and is left free to communicate eyerjrtMng 
which passes withm it to^ those old mutterers of matins at Si 
Brick’s, wlio say with theiiy tongues *Mjrod save King Edward,” 
but pray in their hearts God save King Kobert the Bruce.” 
Such a commujiicatioB ^he can easily carry on by means of his 
.son, wlio lie.s .at St Bride s .ceil, as your worship knows, under 
pretence of illness/ 

41c>W'rlo jQii sayf e.velaimed the governor under pre- 
tciicc? Is he not then really indisposed f ' 

* May, lie may be sick to the death lor aught I know/ said 
I lie iindier ; ‘but if so, were it not then more natural that the 
fallior should atteml his son's sick-bed than that he should be 
ranging about this castle, where one eternally meets liim in 
thiyoid hxrorts study, or in some corner, where you least expect 
to find himr' 

* If he has no lawful object,^ replied the knight, * it might be 
a< y*m say ; but he i» said to be in quest of aricient poems or 
|irop!iceies of Merlin, of the Blijmer, or some other old bait! ; 
and in truth it is natural^ foiyhim to wish to enlarge his stock 
of knowledge and power of giving amusement, and where should 
he tiud the means save in a stuiiy filled w ith ancient books 1 ' 

'Mo doubt/ replied the arclier, with a sort of dry, civil 
sneer of iricjredulity ; have Beldom known an msurrection in 
Scotland but that it w^as prophesied by some old forgotten 
rhyme, conjured out of dust and cobwebs, for the sake of giving 
courage to those North Country rebels wlio durst not otherwise 
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hiiVQ abidfkri the whistling of ^the grey -goose shaft ; hnt ourlofl 
iieiuls are aiidj with HeeBsOj even your own triiiii, sir 

kniglit, retains too jiineh of the fii^e of joatli for such iiiieertaiii 
tiiiies as the present/ 

*Tliou hast convinced 1110^ ' Gilbert Greenleaf^ and J ri!l 
look into this iiiai/s' business 'and occupatioii mure cc-sely tiiaii 
hitherto. This is no time to' peril the safety of a rojaTVastle 
lor the sake of affecting' generosity towards a man fif w‘lj?,)iri we 
know ;so little^ and to whom, till w^e receive a very full explana- 
tion, we may, witliont doing him injustice, attach grave sus- 
picious, Is he now in the apartment called the barcm’s study f ^ 

^Your Worship will be ceitein to find hiiii there/ replied 
Greenleaf. ■ . ^ 

^Tiien follow me, with tw’'o .or three of thy eonirades, and 
keep out of sight, but within hearing : it iii.ay be necessiry to 
.arrest this man/ 

* My assistance/ said the old archer, * shall be at hand when 
you. call, hut — 

*.Bat whatf’ said the knight ; *I hope I am not' to find 
doubts and disobedience on ail hands V 

‘Certainly not on mine/ replied Greenleaf; \I would ^only 
remind your worship that what I have said was a sincere opinion 
expressed i.n aiisirer to your worship’s question, and that, as 
Sir x 4 .ymer de Yalence has avowed himself the patron f)f this 
man, I wmld not willingly be deft.' to the hazard of his revenge/ 

‘ Pshaw 1 ’ answered De Ifalton, ■ ‘ is Aymer de Valence 
governor of this castle or am If. or '.to whom do you imagine 
you are responsible for answeri'ug 's'uch questions as I may put 
to you V 

*Nay/ replied the archer, secretly not displeased at seeing 
Do Walton show some little jealousy of his own authority, 

‘ believe me, sir knight, that I know my own station and your 
worship’s, and that I am not now to be told to whom 1 owe 
obedience/ 

‘To the study then, andAet us' find the man/ saiii the 
governor. ^ ; ■' 

‘A fine matter Jrideed,’ subjoined Greenleaf, following him, 
‘that your worship should have to go in person to look after 
the arrest of so mean an individual- ' But your honour is right : 
these minstrels are often jugglers, and possess power of 
making their escape by means which borrel ^ folk iik vygelf are 
disposed to attribute to necromancy/ 
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Wiflioiit attendiBg to these last words. Sir Joliii cle Walton ' 
set ifirili towards the study, walking at a quick pace, as Jf tlds 
eoHvcTsatioii had augmented his desire to find himself in pos- 
Kesftin!! of the person of the suspected uiiiistreL 
1Va¥er.«.irig the ancient passages of the castle, the gOYcriior 
hul no riiflieiilty in reaching the study, which was strongly 
vaulted with stone, and furnished with a sort of iron cabinet, 
interided for the preservation of- articles and papers of value, in ■ 
ease of lire. Here he found the minstrel seated at a small 
table, sustaining before him a manuscript, apparently of great 
aotitiiiity, from which he seemed engaged in making extracts. 
The window's of the room were very small, and ^ still show^ed 
some traces that they had originally been glazed with a painted 
history of St. Bride —another mark of the devotion of the great 
family of Douglas to their tutelar saint. 

Tlif3 minstrel, who had seemed deeply wrapped in the contem- 
plation of his task, on being disturbed by the unlooked-for 
entrance) of Sir John de Walton, rose with every mark of respect 
and humility, and, ramaming standing in 
once, ^ appeared to wait ^for his iuterroga<ii^|i||^ 
antici|mtcjd that the visit concerned himser^'T" 

*I am to suppose, sir minstrel/ said % * inkier 
^that yon have been siiecessful in Ji/'* ’ nd 

the ivill of poetry or prophecies that 

tlioso broken shelveH and tat 1^.. vtSiniics I ^ ^ 

/More soecessfii! than I could expected, 
iroiistrel, ‘cousidonng the eileets m the coiilkgrlWrn^^ 

,dr kiiighf, apparently the fata! volume for whieh i sought, 
and /trange it is, eonsideriiig tfie heavy chaiicc of father books 
contained in this iibraiy, that I have teen able to find a 
though imperfect, fragments of it' 

therefore, you have been permitted to indulge your 
miriodty/ said the 'I tnn4., minstrel, you will have 

no otjeetio'B to ' 

llie repIW ^^^9* the same humility, Hhat, if there 

was auythifig wufbiii compass of his skill which could 

gnuity Sir John* ile Wi&oii in any degree, he would but reach 
lii^« bite and pnf^eiiily obey Ms comiiiaudsd 
* Yciu^ B'libtoke, sir, ^ said Sir John, somewhat liarshly, M am 
none cJ/ those who have hquj3__to spend in listening to tales or 
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biit'jny ear IS _ so incapable of j Edging of your art, tiliieli 3 "oe 
dtiolitiess tliiiik u noble one, that 1 c-an seareely tell ilia liioiiii- 
ktioii of uae tiHie froEi another*’ ■ 

^ 111 that ease/ replied the minstrel, coiiiposethj, * i can 
hardij promise myself the pleasare of alfbrdhig yc^ir woi‘.diip 
the nMiiiseiueiit which I .might otherwise have done/ 

‘ Xor do I look for any at your iiaml/ tljo go\Tiiior5 
advaiieiiig a step nearer to hini, and speaking in a bteriior tsaie, 
‘ 1 want iiifomiation, sir, which I am assured yo;i can give me, 
if you incline; and it is my duty to tell you that, if yicf show 
iniwillirigriess to speak the truth, I know means by which it 
will become my painful duty to extort it in a more dl.-agreeable 
manaer than 1 would wi.sh/ 

*If your rpiestioiis, sir laiight/ answered Bertram, ^be such 
■ as I can or ought to answer, there shall be no occasion to put 
them more than one. If they are such as I caiiiiot c^r ought 
not to reply to, believe me that no threats of violenoe will 
extort an ansiver from me/ . 

* You speak boldly/ said Sir John de Walton ; ^ but take my 
word for it, that jmiir courage will be put to the test. I am as 
little fond of xiroceeding to such extremities as you can be cd* 
ondergoirig toein, but such will be the natural conseiiuence 
of your own obstinacy. I therefore ask you, whether Bertram 
be your real name; whether you have any other profession 
than that of a travelling minstrel ; and, lastly, whether you 
have any acquaintance or connexion with any Eiiglislmian or 
Scottishman beyond the walls of this Castle of Douglas ! ’ 

* To these qiiestions/ replied the minstrel, ^ I have already 
aiisw^erecl the ivorshipful knight, Sir Ayiner de Vaieiiee, and, 
having fully satisfied him, it is not, I conceive, piepe>si;ry that 
I should iiiidergo a second examination ; nor is it consistent 
either with your ivorship’s honour or that of tli€'» lieiitcfitiiit- 
governor that such a re-exaiuiiiation should take place/ 

'You are very considerate/ replied the goverurfr, *of my 
honour and of that of Sir Aymer de Valence. Take my W'ord 
for it, they are both in perfect safety in our own k^qiing, 
and may dispense with 3’oiir attention. I ask you, will you 
answer the iniiuiries which it is my duty to make, or ain^ i to 
enforce obedience by putting you under the penalties of the 
question 1 I have already, it is my duty to say, seen tlio 
answers you have returned to my lieutenant, and they do not 
satisfy me/ 

He at the same time dapped his hands, and or three 
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themselves, stripped of their tunics, and only 
ill tlieir shirts and hose. 

^ 1 iiiiderhtaiid/ said the minstrel, ‘that you intend to iiiflicjt 
ripiifi punishment which is foreign to the genius of the 
Kfigli.di laws, in that no proof is adduced of iny guilt. I liave 
already trhl that 1 am by birth an Englishman,^ by profession 
a iiiiiiCtrel, and that I am totally unconnected with any person 
likely t** nonrldi an} flesigii against this Castle of iloiiglas, 
hjlin de Walton, or his ganisom What answfirs you may 
ihiiu me by bodily agony, I cannot, to speak as a plain- 
dciiling Clinstiaii, li(?!d myself responsible for, I think that I 
can mirluri? as iiiuch pain as any one; I am sure that I never 
yet felt a degree of agony that I would not willingly prefer to 
breaking ray plighted word, or becoming a false informer against 
irtiioi'eiit persons ; but I own I do not know the extent to which 
the art of torture may be carried ; and though I do not: fear 
you, Sir de Walton, yet I must acknowledge that I fear 
myself, since I know not to what extremity your cruelty may 
te capable of subjecting me, or how fer I may he enabled to bear 
it. t therefore, in the first place, protest, that I shall in no 
wiaiMier be liable for any words whicn I may utter in the course 
of any oxaniiuation enforced from me by torture ; and you must 
tk^referre,^ under such circumstonces, proceed to the execution 
of an olfjce which, permit me to ^say, is hardly that which I 
cxpect-eci to have found thus adniinistered by an accomplished 
kjiiglit like yourself/ 

*i;fark you, sir/ replied the gd%mor, *yoii and I are at 
i.ssne, and in^ doing mj duty I ought instantly to proceed to 
the extremities 1 have threatened ; but perhaps you yourself 
feel less reliietanee to undergo^ the examination as proposed 
than I shall do in communding it ; I will therefore consign you 
for the present to a place of confinement suitable to one wlm 
is hiispected of being a spy upon this fortress. Until you are 
pleased to reiiiove such suspicions, your lodgings and nourish- . 
ineijt are those of a prisoner. In the meantime, before sub- 
jecting you to the question, take notice, I will myself ride 
to the abbey of St. Bride, and satisfy myself whether the 
young person whom you would pass as your son is p^ossessed of 
the same determination as that which you yourself seem to 
asHort. It inay so happen that his examination and yours may 
throw siicli light upon each other as will decidedly prove either 
jemr guilt or innocence, without its^ being cemfirmed by the use 
of the extraordinary question. If it be otherwise, tremble for 
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your sorils sake^ if not for your own. Have I shaken jm, sir ; 
or do you /ear ^ for your boy's young sinews and joints the 
engines wMchj in your own case, yon^ seem willing to defy I ^ 

‘Sir/ answered the minstrel, recovering from the nioinentary 
emotion he had shown, ‘ I leave it to yourself as a man of 
honour and eaiidoiir, whether yon ought, in eonmion fairness, to 
form a worse^ opinion of any man because he is not oiiwi’Iliiig 
to incur ' ill his own per^n severities which he would not desire 
to be inflicted upon his child, a sickly youth, just recovering 
from a dangero'us disease/ 

'‘It IS' my duty/ answered De Walton, after a short pause, 

* to leave' no stone unturned by which this business may be 
traced to the so'uree ; and if thou desirest mercy for thy son, 
thou wilt thyself most easijy attain it, by setting him the 
example of honesty and plain-dealing/ 

The minstrel threw himself back on the seat, as if fully 
resolved to bear every extremity that could be inflicted, rather 
than make any farther answer than ^ he had already ofiered. 
Sir John de Walton himself seemed in some degree uncertain 
what might now be Ms best course. He /elt an invincible 
■repugnance to proceed, without due consideration, in what 
most people would have deemed the direct line of his duty, by 
inflicting the torture both upon father and son; but deep as 
was his sense of devotion, towards the King, and numerous as 
were the hopes and expectatio.Es he-had formed upon the strict 
discharge of' his present high'.- tru.'st, he could not resolve upon 
having recourse at once '.to," this cruel method of cutting the 
knot Bertram's appearance- was venerable, ..and his power of 
words not unworthy of his aspect and- bearing. The governor 
remembered that Aymer de Valence, whose jiiclgmeiit in general 
it was impossible to deny, had described him as one of those 
rare individuals who vindicated the honour of a corrupted 
profession by their personal good- behaviour ; and he acknowb 
edged to himself that there was gross cruelty and injustice in 
refusing to admit the prisoner to toe^credit of being a true and 
honest man until, by way of pro%dng his rectitude, he had 
strained every sinew and crushed every joint in his body, as 
well as those of his son,^ have no touchstone/ he said 
intenmlly, ‘ •which can distinguish truth from falsehood. The 
Bruce ana his followers are on the alert; : he has certainly 
equipped the galleys which lay at' .Rachrin during winter. 
This story, too, of Greenleaf, about arms 'being procured for a 
new insurrection, tallies strangely -with the, appearance of that 
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fore.^ter at the hunt; mid all teiiils to '4owtiiat; 
ih'iipou the anvil which it k^my fluty to ptovide 
aaainit, M wilJ, therefore, pass over no circiiiiistanee ly which 
I t-aii alFeet the mind through hope or fear; btih pjea.NO (lot! lo 
giuj im light from any other source, I will iiofetliiiik it lawf’iil 
to formtnt these iiufortiiiiate, and, it may yet be, honest, mmiJ 
ife aecMrilijigiy tof^k his departure fixan the library, wliisperiiig 
a 'A"nr»l to lireeileaf respecting the prisoner. 

Ih’^ liiid rciacheJ the outward door of the study, and his 
StOelliies luic! already taken the minstrel into their gimsp, wlieii 
the voii’e «)f the ohi mail was heard calliiig upon I)e Walton to 
return for a singlfi laoment. 

“Wiiat hast 'thou to say, sirT said the governor. ^Be 
speedy, for 1 have already lost more time in listening^ to thee 
tha-ii 1 am answerable for, and so 1 advise thee for thine own 
sake 

‘ 1 advise thee/ said the minstrel, * for tliiiie own sake, Sir 
JViliii de Walton, to beware how thou dost^ insist on thyj)reseiit 
I'l'urpose, by which tliou thyself alone, of all men living, will 
liiOHt severely suffer. If thou harniest a hair of that young 
maids head — nay, if thoo permittest him to undergo any priya- 
tioii which it is in thy power to prevent — thou wilt, in doing 
so, iirepare for thine own suffenng a degree of agony more 
mrjie tiian anything eke in this mortal world could causeytliee* 

1 %\mir by the most Idessed objects of our holy religion, I 
fijiili to irituess that holy sepulchre, of which I have been an 
iiuwortliy visitor, that I speak nothing but the truth, and that 
tlu'ni wilt one day testify thy gratitude for the part I am now 
acting.^ It i^ my intepst, as wail as yours, to secure you in 
the safe possession of this castle, although assuredly I know 
some tilings respecting it, and respecting your worship, which 
I am not at liberty to tell without the consent of that youth. 
Bring me bat a note under his hand, eoiisentiiig to my taking 
you yiir mystery, and believe me, you will soon see those 
clomis eiiOTned away ; since there w'as^never a doleful iincer- 
tmmty which more sjieodily changed to joy, or a tlsriiider-cloiid 
of a,«h'ersity which more instantly gave w'ay to siiiisliiiie, than 
would then, the suspieions which appear now so foriniilable/ 

I le spoke with so much earnestness as to make some im- 
pi'e.sd|4!i lipcin Sir John de Walton, who was once more wholly 
lit a loss to know what line Ms duty called upon him to 
piirsiia 

" i would most gladly,* said the governor, * follow out my 
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purpose hj tlie gentlest means in iiij poTCf, and I slia!! i)riiig 
ni) further diatresi^ upon this poor lad tliaii thine oivii oliMiiiuey 
and Ills shall appear to deserve. In the iseaEtiiiie, thiiiL sir 
miBBtreh that my duty has limits, and if I slack it ibr a clay, 
it will become ^tliee to exert e%’'ery eilbrt in tliy power to meet 
my condescension. I wiE give thee leave to addreis thy son 
by a line under tliy hand, and I will await his answer before I 
proceed farther in this matter, which scemn to be very mys- 
terious. Meantime, as thou hast a soiii to be saved, I conjure 
tliee to speak the truth, and tell me whether tlie secrets of 
wliif3h thou seeriiest to be a too faithful treasurer have regard 
to the pra<3tices of Douglas, of Bruce, or of any in their names, 
against this Castle of Dougias f *' 

The prisoner thought a moment, and then replied — * I am 
aware, sir knight, of the severe charge under ^ which this 
command is entrusted ^to your. hands, and were it in my power 
to assist you, as a faithful minstrel and loyal subject, either 
with hand or t023||!ie, I should feel myself called iipon^so to do ; 
but so far am I irom being the character your suspicions have 
apprehended, ^ that I should have held it for certain that the 
Bruce and Douglas had assembled their fbliow’ers, for the 
purpose of renouncing their rebellious attempts, and hiking 
their departure for the Holy. Land, but for the apparition of 
the forester who, I hear, bearded you at the hiinting, wdiich 
impresses upon me the belief ;■ that, .when so^ resolute a Ibiloww 
and henchman of the Douglas -was .sitting fearless among yon, 
his master and comrades could be at no great distance, flow 
far his intentions could be friendly to you, I niiist leave it to 
yourself to judge; only believe me thus far, that the rack, 
pulley, or pincers would not have, compelled me to act the 
iiifomier, or adviser, in a ciuarrel wherein I have little or no 
share, if I had not been desirous of fixing the belief upon you 
that you are dealing with a true .man, and one w'ho has your 
welfare at heart. Meanwhile, permit me to have writing- 
riiaterials, or let my own be restored, for I posse>s, in s<jme 
degree, the higher arts of my ealling ; nor do I fear but that I 
can procure for you an expkn.atio,tt of these marvels, without 
much more loss of time/ y ■' 

*God grant it prove so, .said .the governor; *tlioiigli I see 
not well how I can hope for bo ■■.favourable a termination, and I 
may sustain great harm by trusting too much on the present 
occasion. My duty, however,.' requires that, in the meantime, 
you ha removed into strict confinement/ ■ ■ 
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ffe kiTiiIerl to the prisoner as he spoke the writirig-mafeerials, 
whirk liiit'i hemi seized upon by the archers on their first en- 
traou*, and then comnianded those sateiiites to iiiiliaiMi the 

M iimst, theii/^ said .Bertram^ * remain subjected to all the 
ul a strict captivity 1 But I deprecate no hardship 
\rii/dcvfurin niy own person, so I miiy secure! you from acting 
with a (le.i:ti*ee of rashness of which you will al! your life repeiit, 
wilimui the of atoning/ 

‘No liif'ce words minstreV said the governor; ‘but since I 
iiave made riiy choice, |)er!iaps a very dangerous one for myself, 
let m carry this spell into execution, wiiich thou sayest is to 
servo lue, as marioers^ say that oil spread upon the raging 
!)ill,ows will assuage their fury/ 


CHAPTER IX 


Beware ! l)eware ! . of the Black Friar. 

He still retains his sway, 

For he is yet the chiireh’s heir by right, 

Whoever may be the lay. 

Amaiideville is lord by day, 

But the monk is lord by night, 

Nor wine nor wassel conld raise a vassal 
To question that friar’s right. 

Dmi t/uaUf Canto :svii. 

minstrel made no vain boast of the skill which he 
- .1 possessed in the use of pen and ink. In feet, no priest ■ 

•: JL of the time could have produced his little scroll more 

speedily, more neatly .composed, or more fairly written, .than 
were the lines addressed ‘ To the youth called Augustine, son of 
Bertram the Minstrel.^ 

have not folded this letter/ said he, ‘nor tied it with 
silk, for it is not expressed so -.as to explain the mystery to 
you ; nor, to speak frankly, do I';- think that it can convey to 
you any intelligence ; but it may be satisfactory to show you 
what the letter does not -contain, and that it is written from 
and to a person who both- mean kindly towards you and your 
garrison.' ■ . 

‘That/ said the governor, ‘is a deception wiiich is easily 
practised; it tends, however, ''to show, though not with cer- 
•laintj, that you are disposed to mt upon good faith ; and until 
the contrary appear, I shall consider it a point of duty to treat 
you with as much gentleness :-as the matter admits of. Mean- 
time, I will ^myself ride to -the abbey of St Bride, and in 
person examine the young priso-ner ; and as you say he has 
the power, kSO I pray to Meaven he may have the will, to read 
this riddle, whieli seems to throw .us.aU into coiifasion.' So 
saying, he ordered his horse, '-and while it was .getting. ready, he 
perused with great composure the .minstreFs letter. Its contents 
ran thus: — 
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. 'lims Augusxine— .. . 

^ Sir Joiiii de WaltoB* the governor of 
l-j.- eoiievived iho.^e .-jti'^picioiia which I poiiitet! out as liheiy to 
he iJiC COliSetjB-GBCO of WIT CsBOIBg to tliis eotiiitT}’ without HU 
auoiod ornuitL f at 1 (h4 Lim &eb-'d, and tlimiteiicd mith ox« 
.'UiihiHtIv;]! lihder torture, to foi'ce rue ti» tell tlio purpose of ruir 
joiiriiey ; hut they shaii tear wiy ilesli from rny bones ere they 
be je i!‘ 0 ‘ to fcre?;k the ttatli which 1 have iakeii. And the pur- 
|5<>|1 uf thU letter i« to apprise yon of the danger in whieli yon 
of being pbeed in similar circiimbniiice.s lailesH you are 
di'^ posed to aut!iori,-e me to make the discovery to this knight; 
hut mi this sahjei'i you have only to express your own wishes, 
being assured they shall be in every respect attended to by your 
devoted EEiiTBAMd 

This letter did not throw the smallest light upon the mys- 
tery of the writer. The governor read it more than once, and 
turned it repeatedly in his hand, as if he had hoped by that 
aiecliaiiieal process to draw something irom the missive which 
at II irst view the words did not express ; but as no re«uit of 
tfiis sort appearetl, De Walton retired to the hall, wiiere he 
ipfoniied Sii Ayirier de Valence that he was going abpmd as 
liu‘ as the abbey of St. Bri«ie, and that he would bo obliged by 
his taking upon him the duties of governor during his absenee. 
Sir Ayiner, ii course, iiitiinnted his ac^tpiieseeiice in the charge ; 
and the state of disimion in which they stood to each other 
perniiitecl no further explanation. 

Upon the amval of Sir John de Walton at tlie dilapidated 
shriiii?, tliO abbot, with trembling haste, made it his business 
immediately to attend the commander of the English garrison, 
ii|mu wlioiB, for the present, their house depended for e’^'ery 
iiididgence they experieneed, as well as for the siibsistcnee and 
jindection necessary to them in so perilous a period.^ Having 
iiiteri'tigaierl this old man respecting the youth residing in the 
Jiiibey, ile Walton wus informed that he liad been indisposed 
i'irjc{} kft there by his lather, Bertram, a miiistrel It appeared 
ii? tiio aiibot that his indisposition might be of that contagious 
kind whii,th,^ at that period, ravaged the English Borders, and 
made pine incursions into »Scotland, where it afterwards ^worked 
II fearful progress. After some farther coiivf3rsatiori, Sir John 
de Walton put into the abbot{s hand the letter to the young 
person under his roof ; on delivering which to Augustine, the 
revereiid father was charged.. with a message to the Eiigiisli 
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governor bo bold tbat lie was afraid to be tlic bearer of it. Ifc 
sigiiitied tlia^ the youth eookl liot, and woald not, ai that 
liioiiieiit receive the English knight; hut timr, if lie eaiiici kick 
on the morrow after niassj it was probaHe liti iiiigiit learn some- 
tiling of what was requested. ^ 

^Tliis is iiot an aiiBwar/ said Sir John de Waltoiq ‘to be sent 
by a hoy like this to a person in my charge; and inetliiiiks, 
lather abbot, you consuife your own. safety but sleiulerij in 
delivering such an insolent message/ 

The abbot trembled under the folds of his large coarse 
habit ; and De Walton, imagining that his discom|.)osi,i,re wm 
the consequence of guilty fear, called upon him to remember 
the duties which he ^ow^ed to .England, the benefits which he 
had received from himself, a.iid-the probable coiiseqiieiice of 
taking part in a |)ert boy's insolent defiance of the pmrer of the 
governor of the province. ’ ' 

The abbot vindicated himself from these ehaiges wi’th the 
utmost anxiety. He pledged his sacred w^ord that the incoii- 
siderate character of the boy's message was owi,B,g to the way- 
wardness arising from indisposition. He reminded the governor 
that, as a Christian and an Englishman, he had duties to 'Ob- 
serve towards the community, of St. Bride, ^ which had never 
given the English government the least subject of complaint. 
As he spoke, the churchman seemed to gather courage from 
the immunities of his order. He said he could not permit a 
sick boy, who had taken refuge mthin the sanctuary of the 
church, to be seized or subjected to any species of fjrco, unless 
he w^as accused of a specific crime, capable of being iiaiiiecliately 
proveci The Douglasses, a headstrong race, had, in former 
days, uniformly respected the sanctuary of St. Bride, and it 
was not to he so,pposed that the King of Eiigknd, the diitifiil 
ami obedient child of the Church of Eome, would act with less 
veneration for her rights than the ibliowcrs of a usurper, humi- 
oide, and exeommuiiicatod person like Robert Bruce. 

Walton considerably shaken with this remonstrance. 
He knew that, in the circiimstanoes of the times, the Pope had 
great potver in every controversy in which it was his pleasure 
to interfere. He knew that, even in the dispute respeeting the 
supremacy of Scotland, his Holiness had set up a claim to the 
kingdom which, in the ^temper of the times, might perhaps 
have been deemed superior both to that of Robert Bruce and 
that of Edward of England, and he conceived Ms monarch 
w^ouidgive Mm little thanks -for any fresh eiubroilmeiit which 
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might teke place with the church. Moreover^ it was easy to 
place a watch, so as to prevent Augustine from escaping during 
the night ; and on the following moniiiig ha would be still as 
effectiiiiily in the power of the English governor as if he were 
soned on by open force at the present moment Sir John de 
Waltm, however, so far exerted his authority over the abbot, 
that lie engaged, in consideration of the sanctuary being re- 
spected for this space of time, that, when it expired, he wunld 
be aiding and assisting with his spiritinal authority to surrender 
tlie pjiitli, should he not allege a sufficient reason to the con- 
tniry. This arrangement, wiiich appeared still to flatter the 
governor with the prospect of an easy terinination of this 
tronblewsoriic dispute, induced him to grant the delay which 
Augustine rather demanded than petitioned for. ^ 

* At your request, lather abbot, whom I have hitherto found 
a true man, I will indulge this youth with the grace he as'ks 
before taking him into custody, understanding that he shall 
not 1)6 permitted to leave this place ; and thou art to be re- 
Hponsible to tMs efiect, ^giving thee, as is reasonable, power to 
command our little garrison at Ha^selside, to which I will send 
a reiiiforeeriieiifc on my return to the castle, in case it should 
te neees'sary to use the strong hand, or circumstances impose 
{ipuri rue other measures.^ 

* \ITirtliy sir knight J replied the abbot, have no idea that 
the irCfwardnesB of this youth will render any course iiecesnary 
saving that of persuasion ; and I venture to say that you your- 
self will ill the highest degree approve of the method in which 
I skill accpiit Hiyseif of my present trust. ^ 

Tim abbot went through the duties of hospitality, enumerat- 
ing what simple cheer the cloister of tie convent permitted 
him to offer to the English knight Sir John do Walton de- 
clined the offer of refreshment, however, took & courteous leave 
of ^the churelimao, and did not spare his horse until the noble 
aaiinal had brought him again before the Castle of Douglas. 

Sir Aymer de Valence mat him on the drawbridge, and re- 
ported the state of the garrison to be the same jn which lie had 
left it, excepting that intimation had been received that tw^elve 
cir fifteen men were expected on their way to tlie town of 
Litnark ; and being on march from the iieighbourhood of Ayr, 
Wiiiilii ^fJiat night take up their quarters at the outpost of 
ffciy.elside. 

* I am glad of it/ replied the governor : ^ I was about to 
strengthen that detachment This Htripliiig, the son of Her- 
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tra,m tlie minsfcrelj or whoever he is, 1ms engaged to deliver 
liiBiself tip for examination in the morning. As this party of 
soldiers are followers of your nnele, Lord Pembroke, may I 
request yon will ride to meet them, and coiiiinand them to 
remain at Hazelside nntil you make farther inquiries about 
this youth, who has still to clear up the mystery which hangs 
about him, and reply to a letter \vbicli I delivered with my 
own hand to the abbot of St. Bride. 1 have shown too much 
forbearance in tliis matter, and I trust to your looking to the 
security of this young man, and conveying him hither, with ail 
due care and attention, as being a prisoner of some importance.' 

MJertaiiily, Sir John,' answered Sir Aymer ; ^your orders 
shall be obeyed, since you have none of greater importance for 
one who hath the honour to be second only to yourself in this 
■placeJ 

‘I crave your mercy. Sir Aymer,’ returned the governor, 
Uf the commission be in any degree beneath your dignity; 
but it is our misfortune to misunderstand each other, w’lien w’a 
endeavour to be most intelligible.’ 

'But what am I to do,’ said Sir Aymer — 'no way disputing 
your command, but onij asking for information — what am I 
to do, if the abbot of St. Bride offers opposition ? ’ 

' How I ’ answered Sir John de Walton ; ' with the reinforce- 
ment from my Lord of Pembroke, you will command at least 
twenty war-men, with bow and spear,, against five or six timid 
old monks, with only gown and hood/ 

'True,' said Sir Aymer, ''but ban and '.excommunication are 
sometimes, in the present , day^ too hard'^ .for the mail coat, and 
I would not willingly be thrown' out- of the pale of the Christian 
ckireh.’ _ 

'Well, then, thou very suspicious and scrupulous young 
man/ replied De Walton, ‘ know that, if this youth does not 
deliver himself up to thee ^of. his own accord, the abbot has 
promised to put him into thy hands/ . 

There was no farther .answer To he made, and Be Yaience, 
though still thinking himself -unnecessarily harassed with the 
charge of a petty commission, took the sort of half arms which 
were always used when the .knights stirred beyond the walls of 
the garrison, and proceeded to execute' the commands of De 
Walton. ^ A horseman or two, together with his squire Fabian, 
accompanied him. 

The evening closed in with one. of those Scottish mists which 
are commonly said to be equal to the showers of happier 
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ciiiiiafos; f!ie patli beeama more aiid^iiiore tlio bills nioro 
wicul’iied ill vapcmr/s, ami more diltieiilt to Iruverse; ajsd all 
the little petif iTieoiiveaiei!ces whicli rericlereii travelling 
the di-triet slow and iiaeertahi were aiigaieiiied hy ike 
dandify of the log wiiidi ovcrhiuig everytiiing. 

Sir Aymet, therefore^ ^oeeaidoiialij mended his pac^e, iiiid 
often ilk iirr?!d the iate of one who L over- late, delaying hian 
self by hi.s er'lbr'-s to make greater expeditiom ^ l1.ie knight 
Iwdlioii-ht himself that he would get into a straiglti road by 
IMissiiig through the almost deserted town of Douglas, the 
i'fdialdtaiits of wlii^di had ]'}eea treated so severedy by the 
Ihiglisla ill the course of those fierce troubles, that most of 
tiieiii wlio were capable of bearing arms liaii left it, and with- 
cira'wii tliemselves to different parts of the country* This 
rthiifist deserted place was defended by a rude palisade, and a 
ruder drawbridge, which gave eritnuice into streets m iiaiTOW 
an to adrait with diftifuilty three horses abreast, and cviiiciiig 
with wind strictness the ancient lords of the^ village adhered to 
their prejiidieo against fortitieatioiis, and thoir opiition in favour 
of keepirtg the held, so cjuaintly os:pressed in the weitdiriowTi 
proven) of the family— Ut is better to hear the lark sing than 
I he irmiiso elKV 3 pd Hie streets, or gather the iaiies, were dark 
Itiii if.ir a d'litting gleam of moonlight, which, as that planet 
be,.(aTi to rhe, then vhibie upon soiiio sieep and 

lUiiTiiW gable* Nii soHifdi uf doiiiestio industry or domestic 
fisrviry was heard, and j: p lav of bundle or hn k'ght: glanccil, 
from tJie winrlow'^ of the Ijoiiscs : the ancient orrlinaiice called 
liio eiirfcw, which tiie Cozuiueror had iiitrodiieed iiiP) England, 
was at thi.'^ time iu foil farce in such parts of Scotland an w'ere 
tlioiiglit doubtliil, and likely to rebel, piiider which {inscription 
it iie«jd not be said the ancient possessions of the Doiifglas were 
ino-it e>pccialiy regarded. Ihe church, whose Ckrihie momi- 
iiifmtH were of a magnilieent character, had been, as lar as 
prH.dlhu destreyed by tinj; but the niins, held tf)get}ier by the 
ttihht Riasd\e of which they were ronipined, 

i’-till saffiihiiitly evmeed the greatness of the fuiiily at whfj.so 
vijA It had h^eii raised, and whose bones, frum inmieiiiorial 
time, had been entoiiibed in its crypts. 

l*a)‘ing little atteiition to these reKcs of departed s])leiwlour, 
Bir i\vmer da Yaleiice adv'aneed with liis srnail dotaclimeiit, 
and barl passed the scattered fragmonts of tlie eemeiery of the 
Douglasses, when, to Mb siii^prise, the noise of liis^ horse's feet 
wim ceeiiikgly replied to by rounds which Tiiiig like those of 
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aiiAtlier steed advaHciiig hmYilj iiiU-'lie street, as if it 

wore to meet him. Valence was imaWe to e43jiject'iira what might 
be the eain^c of these warlike sonnds ; the ring and the ckriif of 
armour was distinct, and the heavy tramp of a war-li was 
not to be midaktn by the ear of a- warrior. The of 

keeping soldiers from straying out of quarters by night would 
have siiffieieritiy acjcoonted for the appearance of a stragglifig 
foof-solclier ; but it was more difficult to aecount iur a iiioiinted 
horseman, in iiill armour; and such was the apparition wliicli 
a peeiiiiariy bright glimpse of moordight now sliow*ed at the 
bottom of the caiisew^ayed hiU, Perhaps the unknown warrior 
obtained at the same time a glanee of Ayiner deyVaience and 
his armed followers — at least each of them shouted, ‘ Who goes 
there I ^ the aiarrii of the times; and on the instant the deep 
answms of ‘ St. George 1 ’ on the one side, and * The DoriglaH 1 ^ 
on the other, awakened the still echoes of the .sniafJ and niiiioiis 
street, and the silent arches of the dilapidated chiireh. As- 
tonished at a w'ar-cry with which so many recollections were 
connected, the Engiiah knight spurred his horse at full galop 
down thfi steep and broken descent leading out at the eotith 
or south-east gate of the town and it was the w/ork of an 
instant to call out, * Ho 1 St. George ! upon the insolent villain 
all of you ! To the gate, Pahkii, and cut him off from flight I 
St. George! I &ay, for England ! ■ .Bows and bills — bows and 
bills 1 ’ At the same time Ayuner de Valence laid in rest his oto 
long^^ lance, which he snatched from the sc|iiire by whom it ’was 
carried. But the light was seen and gone in an instant, and 
though De Valence concluded that the hostile warrior tiad 
hardly room to avoid Ms career, yet he could ^take no aim for 
the eiieoimtor, unless by mere guess, and eon tin, tied to plunge 
down the dark declivity, among shattered stones and other 
eiieuEibraiices, without groping but with his lance the object 
of his pursuit. He rode, in short, at a . broken gulC'p, a descent 
of about lifty or sixty yards, without having any leuFoiyto 
suppose that he had met the fogure wiiich had appeared toiiim, 
altuough the narrowmess of the street scarcely aclniitted liis 
Imving passed him, unless both horse and horseman coiiid have 
melted at the moment of ;eBCOunter like an jiir-biibble. The 
riders of his suite, meanwhile, were , struck w-itli a feeling like 
siipematiiral terror, which a number of singular adventures 
had caused most of them to 'Attach to the name of Douglas; 
and when he reached the gate by which the^ broken street, lus 
terminated, there was none close behind him but Fabian, in 
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■wlio^e hert<! no suggastions of a tiraorous na^tiire conlfl ontJire 
iiif3 soiind of liis dear master's yoke. 

Here there was a post of English archers, who were tiimiiig 
oiit- ill comifleraMe alarm, when I)e Valence and hi:' pugcTticle 
ill amongst tlieim ^ Viliams I J shouted^ De Valence, ‘ wh}' were 
yon not upon your duty f Who was it passed throiigli your 
pv^st even now, with the traitorous cry of Douglas '' I ' 

^ We know of no such/ said the captain of the wateL 

*TIiat is to say% you besotted villains,' answered the young 
knight, ‘■you have been drinking, and have slept,!'. 

The men protested the contrary, but in a confused manner, 
which was tar from overcoming I)e Valence's suspicions. He 
called loudly to bring cressets, torches, and candles ; and a few 
remaining inhabitants began to make their unwilling appear- 
ance, with such various means of giving light as they chanced 
to possess. They heard the story of the young English knight 
with wonder ; nor, although 'it was confirmed by ail his retinue, 
did they give credit to the recital, more than that the English- 
men wished somehow or other to pick a quarrel with the people 
of tlie platie, under the pretence of their having admifteil a 
retainer of their ancient lord by night into the 'towm They 
protested, therefore, their innocence of the cause of tumult, and 
endeavoiired to seem active in jmstening from house to house, 
and corner to corner, with their torches, in order to discover 
the invisible cavalier. They English suspected them no less 
of treachery than the Scottish imagined the whole matter a 
pretext for bringing an accusation, on the part of the young 
knight, against the citizens. The women, however, who, new 
began to issue from the houses, had a key for the solution of 
the apparition, which at that time was believed of efficacy 
Buflekiit to solve any mystery. ' *The Devil/ they said, ‘ must 
have appeared visibly amongst' them '-—an explanation which 
had alreinJy ocicurred to the followers of the young knight; 
ft)r that a living man and horse, both, as it vseemecl, of a 
gigantic size, could be conjured in the twinkling of an eye, 
and appear in a street secured' at one end by the best of the 
arcliers, imd at the other by the horsemen under Valence 
biuLself, was altogether, it seemed, a thing impossible. The 
inliabitaiits did not venture to put^ their tlioughts on the 
subject into language, for -fear of giving oflence, and only 
indicatod by a passing word to each other the secret degree of 
pleasure which they felt in the confusion aiifi embarrassment of 
tlie English garrison. Still, however, they continued to affect 
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a groat deal of iiitercst in the akriii wiiidi I)e Valencje iiad 
reajiverij, and the aimeij which he expressed to diisfover tlio 
cause, 

At length a female voice spoke above the BabcJ of 
wiiiiuis sa}iiig, * Where is the Sootheru kriiglii ? J {iia sure tiial 
I can tell riim iihere ho can find the onlj person who ean ladp 
him out of* bis preseid; difiiciiity/ 

‘And who is tiiatj gf^od woman ?' said Ayo'ier de Ihilenee, 
wlici was growing every momeiit more impatient lit the Joss of 
time, which was dying fast, in an investigation which hml 
something vexatious in it, and even Tidicnloiis. At- the same 
time, the sight of an armed partizan of the Douglasses, in iheir 
own native town, seemed to bode too serious coiise«|oeiices, if it 
should be suffered to pass without being, jirobecl to the .bottom/ 

‘Come hither to me/ said the female voice, ‘and I wi'll name 
to you the only person who can. explain all mattefiS of this 'ki,ii£i 
that chance ia this country.' On this the siiatcliecla.: 

torch from some of those who. were present, and, holding it iip, 
descried the person who spoke — a tali woman, who evicleiitfy 
endeavoured to render herself remarkable. When .lie ap- 
proached iier, she communicated her inteiligenee in a grave 
and sententious tone of voice. 

‘We had once wise men that could have answered any 
parables which might have been, put to them for explanation 
in this country-side. Whether you yourselves, gentlemen, 
have not had some hand in weeding them out, good troth, it 
is not for ‘the like of me to say ; at any rate, good eoiinsel 
is not so easy come by as it was in this Douglas eoiiritrj^ nor, 
maybe, is it a safe thing to pretend to ^ the pow'er of ^gi ring it.' 

‘Good woman/' said De Valence, ‘if you will give me an 
explanation of this mystery, I will owe you a kirtle of the best 
raploch grey/ 

‘It is "not I,' said the old woman, ‘that pretend to possess 
the knowledge which may assist- you ] .but I wTiidd fain know 
that the man whom I shall name to you shall be scaithiess and 
harmless. Upon your knighthood and your honour, will you 
promise to me so much f ' 

‘Assuredly/ said De Valence,: ‘such a person shall even 
have thanks and reward, if heds .a. faithful informer; ay, and 
pardon, moreover, although he .may- have' listened to any danger- 
ous practices, or been concerned in any plots.' 

‘Oh! not he/ replied the female--; ‘it. .is old Goodman Pow- 
heid, who has the charge of the. muniinents (meaning probably 
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iiioimmeiis)— i^j Mieh |iart of tiieiu joa luive 

; 1 ^lie oH s'extou of tlw kirk of 
wliH euii teiriiiore -lyfies of tlieae oid idik ^^'hmii.yimrlMjimit 
in uui Vi*fy fi’jil of keai'ing iiaiiiod, tkiii would lant m from 
to ¥tde/' ^ * k ' ' " 

‘Hoe-, auybhfly/ sjnd tie knight, ‘know wiiom it is ilmi 
thi^ iki woiaaii means I ’ 

4, r^nijoetiire,’ replied Fohian, ‘that she Fpieaks of^aii old 
tkilard, wh) i,*, I tliinfc, the ^geiieral referee corieeniing the 
history .‘iihl aiitiojiiiieft of this old town, aiirl of the savage 
family that lived fiere, perhaps before the Hood/ 

‘ Aii‘i who, I daresay/ said the knight, ‘knows as miieii 
alioiit the Tjiatter as she iierseif does. But vrliere is this man I 
A sextiin is lie '? He may be acquainted with j)laces of conceal- 
ineiih wliicli are often fabricated in tiothic buildings, and 
knows to those whose business calls them to frequent them* 
(/ome, my good oid dame, bring this man to me ; or, what may 
by betner, 1 will go to him, for we have cdreacly spent too much 
^ ^ ■■■: ^ ' "■ 
‘Tone!’ replied the old woman — ‘is time an object with 
yjiir I'loiionr 1 I am sure I can hardly get so much for mine 
m will hold soul and body together. You are not far from the 
dll mail’s house/ 

^iie led the way accordingly, blundering over heaps of 
riiblish, and ericoiintering all the embarrassments of a niinotis 
slreeh iii lighting the \my to Sir Aymer, wdio, giving his horse 
to ruic bf his attendants, and desiring Fabiaii to be ready a 
liall, scrambled after as well as the slowmess of his guide would 
.■periiiit. . ■ ■ ' . . , . ■ ■ 

Jktb^vere soon irivolved in the remains of the old eliiirch, 
miicli dni%>idated as it had been by wanton damage done to it 
by tiic soldiery, ami so much impeded by rubbish, that the 
knight iiiarvel^l how the old woman could find tho way* She 
kojit talking all tisq while as she stuiiibled onward* Sometimes 
she ciiiied out in a seeching tone, ‘ Powlieid ! — LuzariiH Fow- 
lieiil!’ and then mutli^red— ‘ Ay— ay, the old nian wifi be 
busy with some of his duties, as he calls them ; I w'oiider ha 
him \si them in these "times. But never mind, ^ I warrant 
they will last for his day, hnd for mine; and t!ie times, Lord 
iKilp us ! for all that I can see/are well enough for those that 
are ki live in them*’ 

‘ Are you mire, good woman/ replied the kuight, ‘that there 
is any iiihabitant m thes^ rains I For my part, I should rather 
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fiiipprise that} yon are taking me to the clmrrid-hoiise of tlie 
i[lc3ad/ 

*ifayl)0 yon are rigkt/ saiil tbe old woman,, with a gliawtlj 
laiigli; *etirlf,o? and earline'ii agree wceJ with faneral Taiiltsaiid 
alianioMion and ivlien on anld bediiil dwells near the dnad^ 
he is living, }’e kerij among his customers. Halloo, i^owiieid ! — 
Lazarus Powlieid! there is a gentlenaoii would speak with yon ' ; 
and she added, with some sort of emphasis — * an lirigiisla noble 
geiithsinaij, one of the honoumhle garrison/ 

An old mai/s step was now beard advancing so slowly that 
the glinmieriiig light whieli he held in liis hand was visible on 
the ruined walls of the vanit some time before it showed the 
person who bore it 

The shadow of the old men was also projected upon the 
illuminated wall ere his person came in view; his dress wm 
in corisiflerable eonfiision, owing to Iiis having ^ been roused 
from his bed ; and since aitilieial light was forbidden by the 
regulations of ^the garrison, the natives of Douglas Dale spent 
in sleep the time that they could not %’ery weil get rid of by 
any other iiieans. The sexton was a tallj thin man, emaciated 
by years and by privations; liis body^w’as bent liabitrially by 
his oecupatioii of grave-dlggdng, and his eye naturally inclined 
downwards to the’ scene of his labours. His hand sustahdtyd 
the crip’sey)r little lamp, which he held so as to throw light 
upon his visitant ; at the same time it displayed to the yooiig 
knight the features of the person with wliom he was bow con- 
fronted, which, though neither handsome nor jileasing, were 
strongly iiiarkecl, sagacious, and venerable, iiidioating/at the 
same time, a eertam air of dignity, wiiieh age, even mere 
poverty, uiay be iouiid oeeasionaliy to bestow, as confeiTing 
that last inelaochoJy species of iiidepeBdeiiee proper to those 
whose situation can hardly, by any imaginable mearis, be 
rendered iniioh worse than years and fortune have already 
made it. ^ The habit of a iky brother added somewhat of 
religious importance to his appearance. 

^ what wemM you Mth me, young manH said the sexton. 

* Your joijtlifiil features^ and your gay dress bespeak one who 
stands in need of my ministry neither ; for himself nor for others/ 
am, iiideecV replied the knight, ■/a:' living man, and there- 
fore need not either shovel or pick-axe for iiiy own behoof. I 
am not, as you see, attired in mourning, and therefore need not 
your offices in behalf of mj fideiid ; i would only ask you a 
few questioiis/ 
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* Wliaft yon would kiTe done miisfc lieecis be done, ynii being 
fti |ireinetd one of our ruler^^ and, a-B I tkiiik, a mao of aiitliority,' 
replied tlie ivexton. ‘Follow me this way into my poor Iiabita- 
thm ; I have Iiad a better in my day, and yet, Heaven knows, 
it is good eiioiagli for me, when many men of much greater 
ci)tisef|uerice must perforce content themselves with w’orse/ 

He opened a lowly door, which was fitted, though irreLoilarli', 
ti) serve m the entrance of a vaulted^ apartiimnt,^ wmere /it 
appearefi that the old man held, apart from the living world, ^ 
liis wretched and solitary dwelling.^ The floor, composed of 
paving-stones, laid together with some accuracy, and here and 
there inscribed with letters and hieroglyphics, as if they had 
onco ripoii a time served to distinguish sepulchres, was indif- 
ferently well swept, and a fire at the upper end directed its 
smoke into a hole which served for a chimney. The spade and 
:pick*axe, with other tools, which the chamberlain of morfeility 
makes use of, ky scattered about the apartment, and, with a 
rude stool or^ two and a table, where some inexperienced hand 
had unquestionably ^supplied the labours of the joiner, w^ere 
nearly the only furniture, if we Jnclude the old mards bed of 
straw, lying m corner, and discomposed, as if he had been 
Just raised from ii ^ At' the lower end of th(3 apartment, the 
wvill wmdiimost ' entirely covered by a large esciitcheoii, »siicli 
as' is iisiiaJly hung over the graves'of men of very high rank, 
.liavi,i:ig the appropriate quarters, to the number of sixteen, 
each properly blazoned and distinct, placed as ornaments around 
theCprineipal/maori^^^^^ 

. > ;:tLet sifc,[ said the old nmn : ‘the posture will better 
enable my iailing cars to apprehend your meaning, and the 
fisthiiia will deal with me more mercifully in peniiittiiig me to 
laake.yo'ti ;iittdersteid',mine.*;. .. 

A peal of short asthmatic coughs attested the violence of 
the disoTilcr which he had last nanied, and the young knight 
followed his host*s example, in sitting down on one of the 
ricfkelj stools by the side of the fire. Tlie old man brought 
from one comer of the apartment am apron, which he occasion- 
ally wore, full of broken boards in irregular pieces, some of 
wtiieli ivere covered with' bkek cloth, or driven full of nails, 
black, as it might happen, or gilded. 

* You will find this fresh fiiei necessary/ said the old man, 
*ti) keep some degree of heat within this waste apartment; nor 
are the vapours of morfcality, with which this vault is apt to be 

* Sec Eiil» of Douglas ClisrcU, Note T. 
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I fiUed, if ihe fire peraiitted to become extinct, iiiclifferent- to the 

I lungs of the dainty and the healthy, like your worship, thoiigli 

j to me they^are become habitual The wood will catefi lire, 

although it is BOine time ere the damps of tlie grave are over- 
eomo by the drier air and the %Tarmth of the chimney/ 
Accordingly, the relies of mortality with rnd'iieli the old man 
had heaped his lirepkce began by degrees to send forth a 
tliic*k, mictiions vapour, which at length le^iped to liglit, aiid, 
blayjiig np the aperture, gave a degree of liveliness tu tlie 
j gloomy sceiif3. The blazonry of the huge esciitelieoii met, and 

j fetumed the rays with as brilliant a reflection as that iugiibri- 

! ous object was capable of, and the whole ai'iartment looked 

with a fantastic gaiety, strangely mingled with the gloomy 
ideas wd'iich its ornaments w’ere calculated to impress upon the 
’ imagmatiom 

You are astonished,* ^d the old man, and |)erhaps, sir 
knight, you have never before seen these relics of the dead 
applied to the piiqiose of rendering the living, in some 
degree, more comfortable than their condition w'oiiid otherwise 
aclwiit of/ ^ ^ ^ , " 

^ ^ Comforkible 1 ^ returned the knight of Valence, shrugging 
his shoulders ; * I should be sorry, old man, to know’' that I had 
i a dog that was as indifferently quartered as thou art, whose 

i grey hairs have certainly seen better days/ 

! ^*lt may ^ be/ answered the sexton, ‘and it may be other- 

/ wise; but it was not, I presume, eoBcerning my owni history 

: that your worship seemed disposed to ask me some questions ; 

I and 1 would venture to inquire, therefore, to whom they have 

j relation V ^ 

: will speak plainly to you/' replied Sir Aymer, ‘and you 

; will at once acknowiedge the necessity of giving a short and 

i distinct reply. I have even now met^ in the streets of this 

■ village a person only shown to me by a single fliosh of light, who 

had the audacity to display the armorial insignia and utter the 
war-cry of the Douglasses.'; imy, if I could trust a transient 
j glance, this daring cavalier had the features and the dark coni- 

j plexioii proper to the Douglas. I am referred to thee as to one 

i who possesses means of explaining this extraordinary cireiiim 

I stance, which, as an English knight, and one holding a charge 

f; under King Edward, I am . particularly called upon to make 

iiiqiiiiy into.'’ 

‘Let me make a distinction/- ’-said the old man. ‘The 
Douglasses of fomer generations are mj near neighbours, and, 
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tcj my tmiimim, mj aofl 

J em take it iipoa my oonsdeuee to Ise aiiMiverabie for 
tlii‘ir,avod beliaviour, and to beccmne boiiiiti tiial litew nf tlio 
ofd li.aniri,% to wlium the root.s of that free im}\ it ii 

^aisl, he tmeerl, again disturb iviili their uareiv the tnwiis 
«)? villagei their native country : not one will |ja,rvJe in moon- 
hlijiic the black armour which lias long rtislud upun tlnuf 

Tlie kiiigl‘t3 are dust, 

A^d tl:a:rrsngood swords are rtiBt ; . 

Tiuiir ,Kouji aro v.ilh the aaiiits, we tnihtA 

Lookaroimd, sirkmighh you have above aiicUaroiiod you tlio 
iiMui of whom we speak Beneath os, in a little aisie, whieli 
hatli not been opened since these thin grey looks wore thick 
and btomi, there lies the first man whoiii l^caii naiiie as 
meimiraMe among those of this mightv line, ifcjs he whom 
the f haiio of Athol pointed out to the l\io,g of Scotland m 
Sholto Bhuglass, or the ckrk,jron-cc>lourecl man, whose exertiona 
had gaineil the battle for his native I'uiiice ; aiui who, accord- 
ing to this legend, bequeathed his name to our dale town, 
tlimigli others say that the race assumed ^tlie iiAiiie of Douglas 
from the stream so called in unrecorded times, before they had 
tficir fastness on its banks. Others, his descmiflaiits, called 
Kacliaiii, or Hector the fip4, and Orodh, or Hugh, William, the 
first of that name, and Gilmoiir, the theme of maiiy a minstrel 
song, eomiiieniorati'og aciiievemcnts done oiider the orilJamme 
of iJhades the Great, Eiaperor of France, have ail coiisigimd 
themselves to their _ last sleep, nor has tiieir memoTy been 
siiificieiitiy preserved ^froin the waste of tiin,e. Soirietliing wq 
know coneeriimg their great deeds, their great power, "aud, 
alas ! their great crimes. Something we also know of a liord 
of Douglas w'ho sat in a parliament at Forfar, held by King 
Malcolm the First, and we are aware that, from his attachment 
to ii anting the wild hart, he built himself a tower called Biack- 
Iioiine, ill the Forest of Ettrick, which perhaps still exists.^ 

' i crave your forgiveness, old man,^ said the knight, ' but I 
have no time at present to bestow upon the recitation of the 
pedigree of the house of Douglas. A less matter ivoiild hold a 
well-breathed minstrel in subject for recitation for a calendar 
month, Sundays and holidays included' 

* What other information^ can you expect from me/ said the 
sexton, Hlian that respecting those heroes, some of whom it 


» See Fragment ty Coleridge. Note S. 
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Ijeeri my lot to eon,%i] to tbat^oteriial ria^t wfiir'li will for 
evor divitlo tbe ilead froiii tlie duties of this world 1 I have 
tohl yim where the mm dfmp dowa to the rn.i^oi of the rr^jat 
iliihroliiL 1 f\iii tellyuiirdsu uf aiiulher vault, in wh\h lie Hir 
Joliii of Ociiiglas BorHj with his riun .Lord Archibald, luul a tiurti 
Williaiii, kiiuivii by an iialentnie wilii Lord AlrnTmthy, 

I oaii ti,4! you of him to whom that esintdmmi, with its n|>|)ir'* 
teiMiJioi!-. olApiamluiir amd digidtjj justly htdriig, Lojoii vn\} 
dial iiobloiiiiiiw wlioui, if detth were m the souii'b ^ w»«fdd not 
lo turn liiy L.iiojrahle iiatnai I and hdve } 0 Ji any 
design of dishonouring his remains I it wilJ lie a poor victory ; 
nor does it beeoEie a knight aoci nohleman to mme in person 
to enjoy such a tiiain-ph over the dead, against whttn^ when he 
livcdj there were fewv knights dared spar their iiceo.es, IL;S 
fought' in defence of his coautiyj bat he iiatl not thi good 
fortuiio of iiiost of Ids aiieestoiv^ to die e-ii the iieM c;f luithi 
Captivitys sickiiess, and regret for the iiiisfortuiies of his iiative 
kiwi I’lroiiglit his head to the grave in iiis prisoiidioiisCs in the 
land of the stranger/ . 

The old man's voice here became Jnterriipteil by emotion, 
and the English knight fo^ind it difficult to coistiiiiie hia ex- 
audriatioii in the stem fkshioii which his duty reqriirecl 
*()ld mao/ he said, ‘1 do not rec|i.iire from thee this detail, 
which must be useless to me, as well as painful to tiiyselC 
Thou dost but thy duty in lenderiiig justice to thy aneieiit 
lord;Jmt thou hast not yet explained to me why I have met 
ill tliis town, tills very night, and not half an hfcjr .sirice, a 

f erson/ii the arms, and bearing the coiuplexion, of one of thei 
k<?k DoiiglasscH, who cried his war-cry as if in coiiteiiipt of 
his conqiierors;' 

LSurely/ replied the sexton, ^it is not my bimiuer^ io icvpikou 
such a Eiicy, otherwise than by siippo.dcg^tIia.t tliif natiuul 
fears of the Southron will raise the spa.lre of^a Douglas at any 
time, wlieii he is within sight of their sepuichre. Sb'ithijikH, 
in such II night as this, the fairest eavalfer wQiihl wmir tlie com- 
plexion of this^ swarthy race ; nor can I hold it wtinderlhl that 
the war-cry wdiieli was once in the throats of so many tliuiisaiids 
ill this eoimtry should issue upon occasion from the luoutli of 
a single ehaiupbu/ 

are bold, old man,' returned the English knight ; ^(lf3 
you consider that your life is in my power, and that it way, in 
certain eases, be mj duty to inflict death with tliat degree of 
imiii at which humanity shudders!' ■ 
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The old man rose up slowly in the Ijght of the blazing fire^ 
displaying his emaciated features, which resembled those as- 
cribed by artists to St, Anthony of the desert, and pointing to 
the feeble lamp, which he placed upon the coarse table, thus 
addressed his interrogator, with an appearance of perfect firm- 
ness, and something even resembling dignity : 

‘ Yoaiig Imight of England, you see that utensil constructed 
for the purpose of dispensing light amidst these fatal vaults 
it is as frail as anjdhing can w^ell be, whose flame is supplied 
by living element, contained in a firame composed of iron. It 
is doubtless in 3mur power entirely to end its service, by de- 
stroying the frame or extinguishing the light. Threaten it 
with such annihilation, sir knight, and see whether your menace 
will impress any sense of fear either on the element or the 
iron. Know that you have no more power over the frail mortal 
whom you threaten with similar annihilation. You may tear 
from iny body the skin in which it is now swathed ; but although 
my nerves might glow with agony during the inhuman opera- 
tion, it would produce no more impression on me than flaying 
on the stag which an arrow has previously pierced through the 
heart. My age sets me beyond 3?'our cruelty : if you think 
otherwise, call 3mur agents, and commence your operations j 
neither threats nor inflictions will enable you to extort from 
me anything that I am not ready to tell you of my own 
accord.^ 

‘ You trifle with me, old man,' said De Valence : ‘you talk 
as if ,yon possessed some secret respecting the motions of these 
Douglasses, who are to 3’-oa as gods, 3^et you communicate no 
intelligence to me whatever.' 

‘ You may soon know,' replied the old man, ‘ all that a poor 
sexton has to communicate ; and it will not increase your knowl- 
edge respecting the living, though it may throw some light 
upon my proper domains, which are those of the dead. The 
spirits of the deceased Douglasses do not rest in their graves 
during the dishonour of their monuments and the downfall of 
their house. That, upon death, the greater part of any line 
are consigned to the regions of eternal bliss or of never-ending 
misery religion will not suffer us to believe, and, amidst a race 
•who had so great a share of worldly triumph and prosperity, we 
must suppose there have existed many who have been justly 
subjected to the doom of an intermediate space of punishment. 
You have destroyed the temples which were built by their 
posterity to propitiate Heaven for the welfare of their souls ; 
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yon have silenced the prayers and stopped the choirs by the 
mediation of which the piety of children had sought to appease 
the wrath of Heaven in behalf of their ancestors, subjected to 
expiatory fires. Can you wonder that the tormented spirits, 
thus deprived of the relief which had been proposed to them, 
should not, according to the common phrase, rest in their 
graves I Can you wonder they should show themselves like 
discontented loiterers near to the places which, but for the 
maimer in which you have prosecuted your remorseless warfare, 
might have ere now afforded them rest ? Or do you marvel 
that these fleshless warriors should interrupt your marches, 
and do what else their airy nature may permit^ to disturb your 
councils, and meet as far as they may the hostilities which you 
make it your boast to carry on, as well against those who are 
deceased as against any who may yet survive your cruelty ? ^ 
‘Old man,' replied Aymer de valence, ‘you cannot expect 
that I am to take for answer a story like this, being a fiction 
too gross to charm to sleep a schoolboy tormented with the 
toothache ; nevertheless, I thank God that thy doom does not 
remain in my hands. My squire and two archers shall carry 
thee captive to the worshipful Sir John de Walton, governor of 
the castle and valley, that he may deal with thee as seems 
meet; nor is he a person to believe in your apparitions and 
ghosts from purgatory. Wbat bo ! Fabian I Come bitber, and 
bring with tbee two archers of tbe guard/ 

Fabian accordingly, who had waited at the entrance of the 
ruined building, now found his way^ by the light of tbe old 
sexton's lamp, and tbe sound of his master's voice, into tbe 
singular apartment of tbe old man, the strange decorations of 
which struck the youth with great surprise and some horror. 

‘Take the two archers with thee, Fabian,' said the knight 
of Yalence, ‘and, with their assistance, convey this old man, 
on horseback or in a litter, to the presence of the worshipful 
Sir John de Walton. Tell him what we have seen, which thou 
didst witness as well as I ; and tell him that this old sexton, 
whom I send to be examined by his superior wisdom, seems to 
know more than he is willing to disclose respecting our ghostly 
cavalier, though he will give us no account of him, except inti- 
mating that he is a spirit of the old Douglasses fi'om purgatory, 
to which Sir John de Walton will give what faith he pleases. 
You may say that, for iny part, my belief is, either that the 
sexton is crazed by age, want, and enthusiasm, or that he is 
connected with some plot which the country people are hatchiiig. 
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You may also say, that I shall not use much ceremony with 
the youth under the care of the abbot of St. Bride; there is 
somethin^ suspicious in all the oceurreiioes that are now passing 
aroiiiid us.' 

Pabiaii promised obedience; and the knight, pulling him 
aside, gawe him an additional caution to behave with attention 
in this business, seeing he must recollect that neither the judg- 
ment of himself nor that of his master was apparently held 
in very much esteem by the governor, and that it would ill 
become them to make any mistake in a matter where the safety 
of the castle was perhaps concerned. . 

‘Fear me not, worshipful ■ sir,' replied the youth; am 
returning to pure air in -the first place, and a good fire in the 
second, both acceptable exchanges ' for this dimgeon of suffo- 
cating vapours and execrable smells. You may trust to my 
making no delay : a very short , time will carry me back to 
Castle Douglas, even moving with suitable attention to this old 
man’s bones.' 

* Use him humanely,' answered, the knight. * And thou, old 
man, if thou art insensible to threats of personal clanger in this 
matter, remember that, if thou art found paltering with^ us, bhy ^ ' 
punishment will perhaps be more' severe than any we can inflict 
upon thy person.' 

Can you administer the torture to the soul?' said the 
sexton. 

"‘As to thee/ answered the knight, ‘we have that power : 
we will dissolve every monastery or yeiigious estahlishment held 
for the souls of these Douglasses, and will only allow the reli-' 
gious people to hold their residence there ■ upon condition of 
their praying for the soul of King Edward, .the First of glori- 
ous memory, the malleus Scotormi ; and if the Douglasses are 
deprived of the ghostly benefit of the prayers and services of 
such shrines, they may term thy obstinacy the cause.' 

‘Such a species of vengeance,' answered the old man, in the 
same bold unsubdued tone which he had hitherto used, ‘ were 
more worthy of the infernal fiends than of Christian men.' 

The^ squire raised his hand. The knight inteipjosed. ‘For- 
bear him,’ he said, ‘ Fabian, he is very ol^ and perhaps insane. 
.Aud you, ^sexton, remember that the vengeance threatened is 
lawfully directed towards a family which have been the obstinate 
supporters of the excommunicated rebel who murdered the Red 
Comyn at the High Church in Dumfries.' 

So saying, Aymer' strode out of the ruins, picking his ' way 
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with HMcIi difficulty ; took'Ms horse, which he 'femd at th 0 ;;,,en^^^ 
trance ; repeated a caution ■to Fabian to conduct himself with 
prudence; and, passing on to the south-western gate,. gaye the 
strongest injimctioiis conceriimg' the, necessity of keeijing' av 
.yigilaat watch,', both by ■patrols and by sentinels, i,iitiii:iating'',at', 
#10' tame, time ^ that it m,ust have been neglected during the 
. preceding' part of the evening. The men muriiiured an apo,iogy,' 
.the, confusion of, which seemed to express that there had existed 
'some occasion for the reprimand. . 

Sir Aymer then proceeded on his journey to Hazelside, his, 
train diminished by the absence of Fabian and liis assistants. 
After a hasty but not a short journey, the knight alighted at 
Thomas Dickson's, where he found the detachment from Ayr 
had .arrived, before him, and were snugly housed for the night. 
He sent one of the archers to announce his approach to the 
abbot of St. Bride and his young guest, intimating at the same 
time that. the archer must keep sight of the latter until he him- 
self arrived at the chapel, which would be instantly. 


CHAPTER X 


When the nightengale singes the wodes waxes grene, 

Lef, and gras, and blosme springeth in April I wene, 

And love is to inyne herte gone with one speare so kene. 

Night and da}*- nay blood hyt drynkes, mine herte deth me tene. 

MSS. Bail Quoted by Warton. 

S m AYMER DE VALENCE had no sooner followed his 
archer to the convent of St. Bride than he summoned the 
abbot to his presence, who came with the air of a man 
who loves his ease, and who is suddenly called from the couch 
where he has consigned himself to a comfortable repose, at the 
summons of one whom he does not think it safe to disobey, and 
to whom he would not disguise his sense of peevishness, if he 
durst. 

* It is a late ride,' he said, * which has brought your worthy 
honour hither from the castle. May I be informed of the cause, 
after the arrangement so recently ^one into with the governor ? ' 

^ It is my hope/ replied the knight, ‘ that you, father abbot, 
are not already conscious of it; suspicions are afloat, and 
I myself have this night seen something to confirm them, that 
some of the obstinate rebels of this country are again setting 
afoot dangerous practices, to the peril of the garrison ; and 
I come, father, to see whether, in requital of many favours 
received from the English monarch, you will not merit his 
bounty and protection by contributing to the discovery of the 
designs of his enemies.' 

‘Assuredly so,' answered Father Jerome, in an agitated 
voice. ‘ Most unquestionably my information should stand at 
your command ; that is, if I knew anything the communication 
of which could be of advantage to you.' 

‘Father abbot,' replied the English knight, ‘although it is 
rash to make myself responsible for a North Country man in 
these times, yet I own I do consider you as one who has ever 
been faithfully subject to the King of England, and I willingly 
hope that you will still continue so.' 
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‘And a fine eiiconragemeat I hare 1/ said the abbot ; ‘ to be 
called out of my bed at midnight, in this raw weather, to 
undergo the examination of a knight who is the youngest, 
perhaps, of his own honourable rank, and w^ho will not tell me 
the subject of the interrogatories, but detains me on this cold 
pawement till, according to the opinion of Oelsus, the podagra 
which lurks in my feet may be driven into my stomach, 
and then good-night to abbacy and examinations from hence- 
forward/ 

‘ Good father/ said the young man, ‘ the spirit of the times 
must teach thee patience ; recollect that I can feel no pleasure 
in this duty, and that, if an insurrection should take place, the 
rebels, who are sufficiently displeased with thee for acknowl- 
edging the English monarch, would hang thee from thine own 
steeple to feed the crows ; or that, if thou bast secured thy 
peace by some private compact with the insurgents, the English 

t qvernor, who will sooner or later gain the advantage, will not 
lii to treat thee as a rebel to his sovereign/ 

‘ It may appear to you, my noble son,' answered the abbot, 
obviously discomposed, ‘ that I am hung up, in this case, on 
the horns of the dilemma which you have stated ; ne%^ertheless, 

I protest to you that, if anyone accuses me of conspiring with 
the rebels against the King of England, I am ready, provided 
you give me time to swallow a potion recommended by Celsus 
in my perilous case, to answer with the most perfect sincerity 
every question which you can put to me upon that subject/ 
So saying, he called upon a monk who had attended at his 
levde, and, giving him a large key, whispered something in 
his ear. The cup which the monk brought was of such capac- 
ity as proved Celsus's draught required to be administered in 
considerable quantity, and a strong smell which it spread 
through the apartment accredited the knight's suspicion that 
the medicine chieiiy consisted of what were then termed 
distilled waters — a preparation known in the monasteries for 
some time before that comfortable secret had reached the laity 
in general* The abbot, neither overawed by the strength nor 
by the quantity of the potion, took it off with what he nimself 
would have called a feeling of solace and pleasanoe, and his 
voice became much more composed; he signified himself as 
comforted extraordinarily by the medicine, and willing to pro- 
ceed to answer any questions which could be put to him by his 
gallant young friend. 

‘At present/ said the loiight, ‘you are aware, father, that 
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straiigeK tmYelling ^throngh tMs^ country must he the firat 
objects of our suspicions and inqiiiries. What is, for example, 
your own opinion of the youth termed Augustine, the son, or 
caliiug himself so, of a person called Bertram the minstrel, who 
has resided for some days in your eoiivent ? ' 

The abbot heard the question with eyes expressive of sur- 
prise at the quarter from which it came. 

* Assuredly,' said he, U think of him as a youth who, from 
anything I have seen, is of that excellent disposition, both with 
respect to loyalty and religion, which I should have expected, 
w> 3 re I to judge from the estimable person who committed him 
to my care.' 

With this the abbot bowed to the knight, as if he had 
conceived that this repartee gave him a silencing advantage 
in any question which could follow upon that subject, and he 
was probably therefore surprised when Sir Aymer replied as 
follows : — 

* It is very true, father abbot, that I myself did recommend 
this stripling to you as a youth of a harmless disposition, and 
with respect to whom it would be unnecessary to exercise the 
strict vigilance extended to others in similar circumstances ; 
but the evidence which seemed to me to vouch for this young 
man's innocence has not appeared so satisfactory to my supe- 
rior and commander, and it is by his orders that I now make 
■farther inquiries of you. You must think they are of oonse- 

, queiice, since we again trouble you, and at so unwonted an^ 
hour.' 

■ M' can only protest by my order and by the veil of St. : 
Bride,' replied the abbot, the spirit of Celsiis appearing to fail- 
^ ■hk pupiVHhat whatever evil may be in this matter is totally 
unknown to me, nor could it be extorted from me by racks or 
implements of torture. Whatever signs of disloyalty may have 
been evinced by this young man, 1 have witnessed none of 
them, although 1 have been strictly attentive to his behaviour.' 

* In what respect '? ' said the knight, ‘ and what is the result 
of your observation ^ ' 

‘ My answer,' said the abbot of St. Bride, * shall be sincere 
and downright. The youth condescended upon payment of a 
certain number of gold crowns, not by any means to repay the 
hospitality of the church of St. Bride, but merely — — * ' 

father,' interrupted the dmight, ‘^you;, may cut that 
short, riiiee the governor and I well understand the terms 
upon which the monks of St, Bride exercise, their hospitality. 
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III what mannerj it is more necessary to ask^ was it received 
by this boyf’ 

* * With the utmost gentleness and moderatioiij noble sir/ 
answered the abbot. ‘ Indeed, it appeped to me at first that 
he ..might be a troublesome gucvst, since the amount of Ms 
benevolence to the convent was such as to encourage, and in 
some degree to authorise, his demanding accommodation of a 
kind superior to what we had to bestow/ 

which case/ ^ said Sir Aymer, 'you would have had the 
discomfort of returning some part ■ of the money you had 
received V 

: 'That/ replied the abbot, 'would have been a mode of 
settlement contrary to our vows. . What is paid to the treasury 
of St. Bridget cannot, agi’eeably to our rule, be on any account 
restored. But, noble knight, there was no occasion for this : a 
crust of white bread and a draught of milk were diet sufficient 
■ to nourish this poor youth for a d^ay, and it was my own anxiety 
for his health that dictated the furnishing of his cell with a 
softer bed and coverlet than are quite consistent with the roles 
of our order.' 

'Now hearken to what I say, sir abbot, and answer me 
truly/ said the knight of Valence. 'What communication has 
this youth held with the inmates of your convent, or with those 
beyond your house? Search your memory concerning this, 
and let me have a distinct answer, for your guest's safety and 
your own depend upon it/ 

'As I am a Christian man,' said/the abbot, 'I have observed 
nothing wiiich could give ground for your Tforship's suspicions. 
The boy Augustine, unlike those 'whom I have observed who 
have been educated, in the world, showed a marked preference 
to the company of such sisters as' the house of St. Bride con- 
tains, rather than for that of the m.onks, my brethren, although 
there are among them pleasant and conversible men.' . 

'Scandal/ said the young knight, 'might find a reason for 
that preference.' 

'Not in the case of the sisters of St. Bridget/ said the 
abbot, ' most of whom have been either sorely misused by time, 
or their ^comeliness destroyed: by some mishap previously to 
their being received into the seclusion of the house.' 

This observation the good, father made with some internal 
movement of mirth, which was appare.ntly excited at the idea 
of the sisterhood of St. Bridget' becoming attractive to any one 
by dint of their personal .beauty, in which, as it happened, 
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they were all notably, and almost ludicrously, deficient The 
English Imight, to whom the sisterhood were well known, felt 
also inclined to smile at this conversation. 

U acquit,' he said, ‘the pious sisterhood of ciiarmmg, other 
wise than by their kind wishes and attention to the wants of 
the sujQfering stranger.' 

‘ Sister Beatrice,' continued the father, resuming his gravity, 
‘ is indeed blessed with a winning gift of making comfits and 
syllabubs; but, on minute inquiry, I do not find that the 
youth has tasted any of them. Neither is sister Ursula so 
hard-favoured by nature as from the effects of an accident; 
but your honour knows that, when a woman is ugly, the men 
do not trouble themselves about the cause of her hard favour. 
I will go, with your leave, and see in what state the youth now 
is, and summon him before you.' 

‘I request you to do so, father, for the affair is instant; 
and I earnestly advise you to watch, in the closest manner, 
this Augustine's behaviour : you cannot be too particular. I 
will wait your return, and either carry the boy to the castle, 
or leave him here, as circumstances may seem to require.'. 

The abbot bowed, promised his utmost exertions, and 
hobbled out of the room to wait on the youth Augustine in his 
cell, anxious to favour, if possible, the wishes of De Valence, 
whom he looked upon as rendered by circumstances his military 
patron. 

He remained long absent, and Sir Aymer began to be of 
opinion that the delay was suspicious, when the abbot returned 
with perplexity and discomposure in his countenance. 

‘I crave your pardon for keeping your worship w^ai ting,' 
said Jerome, with much anxiety; ‘but I have mjrself been 
detained and vexed by unnecessary formalities and scruples on 
the part of this peevish boy. In the first place, hearing my 
foot approaching his bedroom, my youth, instead of undoing 
the door, which would have been but proper respect to my 
place, on the contrary draws a strong bolt on the inside ; and 
this iastening, forsooth, has been placed on his chamber by 
Ursula's command, that his slumbers might be suitably re- 
spected. I intimated to him as I best could that he must 
attend you without delay, and prepare to accompany you to 
the Castle of Douglas; but he would not answer a single 
word, save recommending to me patience, to which I was fain 
to have recourse, as well as your archer, whom I found stand- 
ing sentinel before the door of the cell, and contenting himself 
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with the assiimnee of the sisters that there was no other pas- 
sage by which Augustine could make his escape. At length 
the door opens, and mj young master presents himself fully 
arrayed for^ his journey. The truth is, I think some fresh 
attack of his malady has afiected the youth : he may perhaps 
be disturbed with some touch of hypochondria or black choler 
— a species of dotage of the mind which is sometimes found 
concomitant witli and symptomatic of this disorder; but he 
is at present composed, and if your worship chooses to see 
him, he is at your command.’ 

‘ Call him hither,’ said the knight. And a considerable space 
of time a.gain elapsed ere the eloquence of the abbot, half chid- 
ing and half soothing, prevailed on the lady, in her adopted char- 
acter, to approach the parlour, in which at last she made her 
appearance, with a countenance on ^which the marks of tears 
might still be discovered, and a pettish sulleniiess, like that of 
a boy, or, with reverence, that of a girl, who is determined upon 
taking her own way in any matter, and equally resolved to 
give no reason for her doing so. Her hurried iev^e had not 
prevented her attending closely to all the muiSings and dis- 
guisings by which her pilgrim’s dress was arranged, so as to 
alter her appearance, and effectually disguise her sex. Buf 
as civility prevented her wearing her large slouched hat, she 
necessarily exposed her countenance more than in the open 
air; and though the laiight beheld most lovely set of 
features, yet they were not such as were inconsistent with the 
character she had adopted, and which she had resolved upon 
maintaining to the last. She had, accordingly, mustered up a 
degree of courage which was not natural to her, and which she 
perhaps supported by hopes which her situation hardly ad- 
mitted. So soon as she found herself in the same apartment 
with De Valence, she assumed a style of manners bolder and 
more determined than she had hitherto displayed. 

® Your worship,’ she said, addressing him even before he 
spoke, ris a knight of England, and possessed, doubtless, of 
the virtues which become that noble station. I am an unfor- 
tunate lad, obliged, by reasons which I am under the necessity 
of keeping secret, to travel in a dangerous country, w^here I 
am suspected, without any just cause, of becoming accessary to 
plots and conspiracies which are contrary to my own interest, 
and which my very soul abhors, and which I might safely 
abjure, by imprecating upon myself all the curses of our 
religion and renouncing all its promises, if I were accessary to ’ 
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moh designs in thought, word, or deed. Nevertheless you 
who will not believe my solemn protestatmns, are about to 
proceed against me as a guilty person, and in so doing I must 
warn yon, sir knight, that you wiE commit a great and cruel 

I shall endeaYonr to avoid that/ said the knight, by re- 
iemna the duty to Sir John de Walton, the governor, who will 
decide what is to he done ; in this ease, my only duty will bo 
to place you in his hands at Douglas Oastie. 

‘ Must you do this r said Augustine. 

‘Certainly,' replied the knight, 'or be answerable for neglect- 

^^^^^itlfTbecome bound to answer 3 ^our loss with a large 

gum of money, a large tract of land \ , v i ? 

‘No treasure, no land, supposing^ such at your disposal, 
answered the knight, ‘can atone for disgrace; and besides, boy, 
how shoold I trust to your warrant, were my avarice sucli as 

would induce me to listen to such proposals 1 - n ri-u 

‘I must then prepare to attend you instantly to the Castle 
of Douglas and the presence of Sir John de Walton 1 repiiea 

^ ‘Voimg man,' answered De Valence, 'there is no remedy, 
since, if you delay me longer, I must carry you thither by 

^'^^‘^Ivhat will be the consequence to my father ' said the 

replied the Imight, ‘ will depend exactly on the nature 

■ of your confession and his ; .something both have to say, ■ 
•as is' evident from the' terms of the letter Sir John de Walton, 

' conveyed to you; and I assure you, you were better to speak, 
it out at once than to risk the consequences of more delay.^ 1 
..'eaii admit .of.mo more trifling ; . an.d., believe me, that your late 
. ' will be entirely ruled by your own frankness and ,candoiiiv,^ ,^._ 

‘I must prepare, then, to travel at jom 
youth. 'But this cruel disease still, hangs. ^ around and. 

Abbot Jerome, "whose, leechcraft'is famous, will, himself assure 
you that I cannot travel without danger of niy .life,; and, ■tbat,,..^ 
w-Mle I was residing in/ this .convent, I declined, every ' oppqr-^^^ 
tunity of exercise which was- offered me by the,, kindness of .. 
the garrison at Hazelside, lest I might by mishap bring the 
contagion among your men.' 

‘The youth says, right,'' said the, abbot: / the ^archers and 
men-atrarms have more , than once sent to invito this lad to joiii 
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IB some of their military' games, or to amuse them, perhaps, 
with some of his minstrelsy j but he .has umf3mly declined 
doing so ; and, according to- my belief, it is the effects of this 
disorder which have prevented his' accepting an indulgence so 
natural to his age, and in so dull' a place as the convent of St 
Bride must needs seem to a youth bred up in the world/ 

' Do you then hold, reverend father/ said Sir Aymer, ^ that 
there is real danger in carrying this youth to the castle to- 
night, as I proposed? ' 

conceive such danger,’ replied the abbot, ^to exist, not 
only as it may occasion the relapse of the poor youth himself, 
but as jmrticularly likely, no preparations having been made, 
to introduce the infection among your honourable garrison ; for 
it is in these relapses, more than in the first violence of the 
malady, that it has been found most contagious/ 

*Then/ said the knight, ‘you must be content, my friend, 
to give a share of your room to an archer, by way of sentinel/ 

‘ I cannot object/ said Augustine, ‘ provided my unfortunate 
vicinity does not endanger the health of the poor soldier/ 

‘ He will be as ready to do his duty,’ said the abbot, ‘with- 
out the door of the apartment as within it ; and if the youth 
should sleep soundly, which the presence of a guard in his 
chamber might prevent, he is the more likely to answer your 
purpose on the morrow/ 

‘Let it be so,’ said Sir Aymer, ‘so you are sure that yon do 
not minister any facility of escape/ 

‘ The apartment,’ said the monk, ‘ hath no other entrance 
than that which is guarded by the archer ; but to content you. 

I shall secure the door in your presence/ 

‘So be it, then,’ said the knight of Valence; ‘this done, I 
myself will lie down without dofeig my mail-shirt, and snatch 
a sleep till the ruddy dawn calls me again to doty, when you, 
Augustine, will hold yourself ready to attend me to our Castle 
of Douglas/ 

The bells of the convent summoned the inhabitants and 
inmates of St. Bride to . morning prayers .at the first peep of 
day. When this duty was over, the knight demanded his 
prisoner. The abbot marshalled him to the door of Augustine’s 
chamber. The sentinel who was stationed there, armed with a 
brown -bill, or species of partizan, reported that he had heard 
no motion in the apartment duri.ng the whole' night. The ahbot 
tapped at the door, but,, received no answer. : ' ■ He knocked again 
louder, but the silence was unbroken froin within. 
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* Wliat means this ? / said the reverend ruler of the convent 
of St Bride; ‘my young patient has certainly fallen into a 
syncope or swoon ! ^ 

‘I wish, father abbot/ said the knight, ‘that he may not 
have made his escape instead — an accident which^both you and 
I may be required to answer, since, according to our strict 
duty, we ought to have kept sight of him, and detained him in 
close custody until daybreak.' 

‘I trust your worship,' said the abbot, ‘only anticipates a 
misfortune which I cannot think possible/ 

‘We shall speedily see,' said the knight; and, raising his 
voice, he called aloud, so as to be heard within, ‘ Bring crow- 
bars and levers, and burst me that door into splinters without 
an instant's delay 1 ' 

The loudness of his voice, and the stern tone in which ha 
spoke, soon brought around him the brethren of the house, and 
two or three soldiers of his own party, who were already busy 
in caparisoning^ their horses. The displeasure of the young 
knight was manifested by His flushed features and the abrupt 
manner in which he again repeated his commands for breaking 
open the door. This was speedily performed, though it required 
the application of considerable strength, and as the shattered 
remains fell crashing into the apartment, De Valence sprung, 
and the abbot hobbled, into the ceil of the prisoner, which, to 
the fulfilment of their worst suspicions, they found empty. 


CHAPTER XI 


Where is he ? Has the deep earth swallow'd him ? 

Or hath he melted like some airy phantoDi 

That shims the approach of morn and the yoimg sun ? 

Or hath lie wrapt him in Cimmerian darkness. 

And pass’d beyond the circuit of the sight 
With things oi* the night's shadows ? 

Anonyumtis, 

T he disappearance of the youth, whose disguise and 
whose fate ha%'-e, we hope, inclined our readers to take 
some interest in him, will require some explanation ere 
we proceed with the other personages of the story, and we shall 
set about giving it accordingly. 

When Augustine was consigned to his cell for the second 
time on the preceding evening, both the monk and the young 
knight of Valence had seen the key turned upon him, and had 
heard him secure the door on the inside with the holt which 
had been put on at his request by Sister Ursula, in whose 
affections tne youth of Augustine, his extreme handsomeness, 
and, above all, his indisposition of body and his melancholy of 
mind, had gained him considerable interest. 

So soon, accordingly, as Augustine re-entered his apartment, 
he was greeted in a whisper by the sister, who, during the 
interval of his absence, had contrived to slip into the cell, and 
having tappiced herself behind the little bed, came out, with 
great appearance of joy,^ to greet the return of the youth. The 
number of little attentions, the disposal of holly boughs and 
such other evergreens as the season permitted, showed the 
anxiety of the holy sisters to decorate the chamber of their 
guest, and the greetings of Sister Ursula e:giressed the same 
friendly ^interest, at the, same ■ time intimating that she was 
already in some degree in possession of the stranger's mystery. 

As Augustine and the, holy sister were busied in exchange 
of confidence, the extraordinary difference between their count©- 
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nances and their persons must have struck any^one who might 
have been accidentally a witness of their interview. The dark 
pilgrim's robe of the disguised female was not a stronger con- 
trast to the white woollen garment worn by^ the votaress of St. 
Bride than the visage of the nnn, seamed with many a ghastly 
scar, and the light of one of her eyes extinguished for ever, 
causing it to roll a sightless luminary in her head, w'as to the 
beautiful countenance of Augustine, now bent with a confi- 
dential, and even afiectioiiate, look upon the extraordinary 
features of her companion. 

‘ You know,' said the supposed Augustine, * the principal part 
of my story; can you, or will you, lend me your assistance? 
If not, my dearest sister, you must consent to witness my death, 
rather than my shame. Yes, Sister Ursula, I will not be 
pointed at by the finger of scorn, as the thoughtless maiden 
who sacrificed so much for a young man of whose attachment 
she was not so well assured as she ought to have been. I will 
not be dragged before De Walton, for the purpose of being 
compelled, by threats of torture, to declare myself the female 
in honour of whom he holds the Dangerous Castle. No doubt 
he might be gkd to give his hand in wedlock to a damsel 
whose downy is so ample ; but wbo can teU whether he will 
regard me with that respect which every woman would wish to 
command, or pardon that boldness of which I have been guilty, 
even though its consequences have been in his own favour ? ' 

*Nay, my darling daughter,' answered the nun, * comfort 
yourself ; for in all I can aid you, be assured I will. My means 
are somewhat more than my present situation may express, and 
be assured they shall be tried to the uttermost. Methinks I 
still hear that lay which you sung to the other sisters and my- 
self, although I alone, touched by feelings kindred to yours, 
had the address to comprehend that it told your own tale/ 

U am suiprised,' said Augustine, speaking beneath her 
breath, ^ bow^ I had the boldness to sing in your ears the lay, 
which, in fact, was the history of my disgrace.' 

‘Alas I that you will say so,' returned the niui; ‘there w^as 
not a word but what resembled those tales of love and of high- 
spirited daring which the best minstrels love to celebrate, and 
the noblest knights and maidens weep at once and smile to 
hear ! The Lady Augusta of Berkely, a great heiress, accord- 
ing to the world, both in land and movable goods, becomes the 
king's ward by^the death of .her parents; and thus is on the 
point of being given away in marriage to a minion of the King 
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of Engkucli whom in these Scottish valleys we scruple not to 
call a peremptory tyrant/ 

‘I must not say *sOj mj sister/ said the pilgrim; knd yet^ 
true it is that the cousin of the obscure parasite Gavestori, on 
whom the King wished to confer mj poor hand, was neither by 
birth, merit, nor circumstance worthy of such an alliance. 
Meantime 1 heard of the fame of Sir efohn cle Walton ; and l 
heard of it not with the /ess interest that his feats of chivalry ' 
were said to adorn a knight who, rich in everything else, was 
poor in worldly goods and in the smiles of fortune. I saw this 
Sir John de Walton, and I acknowledge that a thought, which 
had already intruded itself on my imagiimtion, became after 
this interview, by frequent recurrence, more familiar and more 
welcome to me. Methought that the daughter of a powerful 
English family, if she could give away with her hand such 
wealth as the world spoke of^ would more justly and honour- 
ably bestow it in remedying the errors of fortune in regard to 
a gallant knight like De Walton than in patching the revenues 
of a beggarly Frenchman, whose only merit was in being the 
kinsman of a man who was very generally detested by the 
whole kingdom of England, excepting the infatuated monarch 
himseU/ 

* Nobly designed, my daughter/ said the nun ; ®what more 
worthy of a noble heart, possessing riches, beauty, birth, and 
rank, than to confer them all upon indigent and chivalrous 
merit?’' ^ , y ■ . 

‘Such, dearest sister, was my intention,- replied Augustine; 
‘but I have, perhaps, scarce sufficiently explained the manner 
in which I meant to proceed. By the advice of 'a minstrel of 
our ^ house, the same who is now prisoner at Douglas, I caused 
exhibit a large feast upon Christmas eve, and sent invitations 
abroad, to the young knights of noble name who were known 
to spend their leisure in' quest of arms and adventures. When 
the tables were drawn; and the feast concluded, Bertram, as 
had been before devised, was called upon to take Ms harp. He 
sun^, receiving from all who were present the attention due to 
a minstrel of so much fame. " The theme which he chose was 
the frequent capture' of this Douglas . 'Castle, or, as the poet 
termed it, Castle Dangerous. '..-“Where are the champions of 
the renowned Edward the First,” said the ininstrei, “ when the 
realm of England cannot furnish a man brave enough, or suffi- 
ciently expert in the wars, to defend a miserable .hamlet of the 
North against the Scottish rebels, who have vowed to retake it 
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over our soldiers' heads ere the year rolls to an end f Where 
are the noble ladies whose smiles used to give countenaBce to 
the knights of St. George's cross ? Alas ! the spirit of love 
and of chivalry is alike dead amongst us : our knights are 
limited to petty enterprises, and our noblest heiresses are 
given as prizes to strangers, as if their own country had no one 
to deserve them." Here stopt the harp ; and I shame to say 
that I myself^ as if moved to enthusiasm by the song of the 
minstrel, arose, and taking from my neck the chain of gold 
which supported a crucifix of special sanctity, I made my vow, 
always under the King's permission, that I would give^ my 
hand, and the inheritance of my fathers, to the good knight, 
being of noble birth and lineage, who should keep the Castle of 
Douglas in the King of England's name for a year and a day. 
I sat down, my dearest sister, deafened with the jubilee in 
which my guests expressed their applause of my supposed 
patriotism. Yet some degree of pause took place amidst the 
young knights, who might reasonably hpa been supposed ready 
to embrace this offer, although at the risk of being encumbered 
with Augusta of Berkely.' 

* Shame on the man,' said Sister Ursula, ‘who should think 
so ! Put your beauty alone, my dearest, into consideration, and 
a true knight ought to have embraced the dangers of twenty 
Castles of Douglas, rather than let such an invaluable oppor- 
tunity of gaining your favour be lost,' 

‘It may be that some in reality thought so,' said the pil- 
grim; ‘but it was supposed that the King's favour might be 
lost by those who seemed too anxious to thwart his royal pur- 
pose upon his ward's hand. At any rate, greatly to my joy, 
the only person who availed himself of the offer I had made 
was Sir John de Walton; and as his acceptance of it was 
guarded by a clause, saving and reserving the King's approba- 
tion, I hope he has not suffered any diminution of Edward's 
favour.' 

‘Assure yourself, noble and high-spirited young lady,' replied 
the nun, ‘that there is no fear of thy generous devotion 
hurting thy lover with the King of England. Something we 
hear concerning worldly passages, even in this remote nook of 
St Bride's cloister, and the report goes among the English 
soldiers that their ^king was indeed offended at your putting 
your will in opposition to his own ; yet, on the other hand, 
this preferred lover, Sir John de Walton, was a man of such 
extensive fame, and your-' offer was so much in the character 
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of better btit not forgotten - times, 'that even a king could not 
at the beginning "of a Jong and stubborn war deprive an errant 
cavalier of Ms bride, if -she should be duly won by Ms sword 
and lance/ ^ ^ 

*Ahl dearest Sister Ursula.! " sighed the disguised pilgrim, 
^ but, on the other hand, how much time must pass by in the 
siege by defeating which that suit must needs be advanced ? 
While I sat in my lonely castle, tidings after tidings came to 
astound me with the numerous, or rather the constant, dangers 
with which my lover was surrounded, until at length, in a 
moment I think of madness, I resolved to set out in this 
masculine disguise; and having myself with my own eyes 
seen in what situation I had placed my knight, I determined 
to take such measures in respect to shortening the term of his 
trial, or otherwise, as a signt of Douglas Castle, and — why 
should I deny it? — of Sir John de Walton, might suggest. 
Perhaps you, my dearest sister, may not so well understand 
my being tempted into flinching from the resolution which I 
had laid down for my own honour and that of my lover ; but 
consider that my resolution was the consequence of a moment 
of excitation, and that the course which I adopted was the 
conclusion of a long, wasting, sickening state of uncertainty, 
the effect of w^hich was to weaken the nerves which were once 
highly strung with love of my country, as I thought; but in 
reality, alas 1 with fond and anxious feelings of a more selfish 
description/ 

^ Alas 1 ' said Sister Ursula, evincing the strongest symptoms 
of interest and compassion, ‘am I the person, dearest child, 
whom you suspect of insensibility to the distresses which are 
the fruit of true love ? Do you suppose that the air which is 
breathed within these walls has the property, upon the female 
heart, of such marvellous fountains as they say change into 
stone the substances which are immersed into their waters? 
Hear my tale, and judge if it can be thus with one who 
possesses my causes of grief. And do not fear for loss of time i 
we must let our neighbours at Hazelside be settled for the 
evening ere I furnish you with the means of escape ; and you 
xniist have^ a trusty guide, for whose fidelity I will be respon- 
sible, to direct your path through these woods, and protect 
you in case of any danger, too likely to occur in these trouble- 
some times. It will thus be nigh an hour ere you depart ; and 
sure I aiB that in no manner ..can you spend the time better 
than in listening to distresses' too similar to, .your own, and 
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flowing from the source of disappointed affection wliicli you 
must needs sympathise with/ 

The distresses of the Lady Augusta did not prevent her 
being in some degree affected almost ludicrously' with the 
singular contrast between the hideous coiintenarice of this 
victim of the tender passion and the cause to which she im- 
puted her sorrows ; but it was not a moment for giving way 
to a sense of the ridiculous, which would have been in the 
highest degree offensive to the sister of St. Bride, whose good- 
will she had so many reasons to conciliate. She readily, there- 
fore, succeeded in preparing herself to listen to the votary with 
an appearance of sympathy, which might reward that which 
she had herself experienced at the hands of Sister Ursula; 
while the unfortunate recluse, with an agitation which made 
her ugliness still more conspicuous, narrated, nearly in a whis- 
per, the following circumstances : — 

‘My misfortunes commenced long before I was called Sister 
Ursula, or secluded as a votaress within these walls. My 
father was a noble Norman, who, like many of his countrymen, 
sought and found fortune at the court of the King of Scotland, 
He was endowed with the shefffixlom of this county, and 
Maurice de Hattely, or Hautlieu, was numbered among the 
wealthy and powerful barons of Scotland. Wherefore should I 
deny it, that the daughter of this baron, then called Margaret 
de Hautlieu, was also distinguished among the great and fair 
of the land ? It can be no censurable vanity which provokes 
me to speak the truth, and -unless I tell it myself, you could 
hardly suspect what a resemblance I once bore even to the 
lovely Lady Augusta of Berkely. -About this time brake out 
those unfortunate fends of Bruce and Baliol which have been so 
long the curse of this country. My father, determiipd in his 
choice of party by the arguments of his^ wealthy kinsman at 
the court of Edward, embraced with passion the faction of the 
English interest, and became one of the keenest partizans, at 
first of John Baliol, and afterwards of the English monarch. 
None among the Anglicised Scottish, as his party- was called, , 
were so zealous as he for the red cross, and no one was more 
^fotestecl by his countrymen who followed the national standard 
Andrew and the patriot Wallace., .Among those soldiers 
soiaietv.,<5Q5l^ Malcolm Fleming of Biggar.was one -of the most 
your yg birth, his high, acquirements, and 

tins preteri,^ chivalry. I saw him ; and . the ghastly spectre 
extensive, iam,^gggg must not be ashamed to say that she 
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loTecij and was beloved by, one of tlie handsomest youths in 
Scotland. Our attachment was discovered to my father almost 
ere we had owned it to each other, and he w^as furions^ both 
against my lover and myself ; he placed me tinder the charge 
of a religious woman of this rule, and I wns immured within 
the house of St. Bride, where my father shamed not to 
announce he would cause me to take the veil by force, unless 
I agreed to wed a ' youth bred ■ at the English court, his 
nephew ; and, as Heaven had granted him no son, the heir, 
as he had resolved, of the house of Hautlieu. I was not long 
in making my election. I protested that death should be rny 
choice, rather than any other husband ^ excepting Malcolm 
Fleming. Neither w^as my lover less faithful : he found means 
to communicate to me a particular night on which he proposed 
to attempt to stom the nunnery of St. Bride, and cany me 
from hence to freedom and the greenwood, of which Wallace 
was generally called the king. In an evil hour ^ — an hour, I 
think, of infatuation and witchery — I suffered the abbess to 
wheedle the secret out of me, which I might have been sensible 
would appear more horribly flagitious to her than to any other 
woman that breathed ; but I had not taken the vows, and I 
thought Wallace and Fleming had the same charms for every- 
body as for me, and the artful woman gave me reason to 
believe that her loyalty to Bruce was wdthout a flaw of sus- 
picion, and she took part in a plot of w^hich my freedom was 
the object. The abbess engaged to have the English guards 
removed to a distance, and in appearance the troops w^ere 
withdrawn. Accordingly, in the middle of the night appointed, 
the window of my cell, which was two stories from the gi'oiiiid, 
was opened without noise ; and never were my eyes more glad- 
dened than, as ready disguised and arrayed for flight, even in 
a horseman^s dress, like yourself, fairest Lady Augusta, ! . saw' { 
Malcolm Fleming spring into the apartment He rushed ' „ 
towards me ; but at the same time my father - with ten of his 
strongest men filled the room, and cried their war-cry of Baliol. ” 
Blows were instantly dealt on every side. A form like a giant, 
however, aj>peared in the midst of the tumult, and distin- 
guished himself, even to my half-giddy eye, by the ease mth 
wiich he bore down and dispersed those who fought' against , 
our freedom. My father alone offered an opposition which , 
threatened to prove fatal to him; for Wallace,, it .was' said,:: ':' 
could ^foii any two martial champions that ever' drew sword.. ,,. '' 
Brushing from him the armed men, as a lady would .drive :,' 
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away with her fan a swarm of troublesome flies, he secured me 
in one arm, used his other for our mutual protection, and I 
found myself in the act of being borne in safety down the 
ladder by which my deliverers had ascended from without ; 
but an evil fate awaited this attempt. 

‘ My father, whom the Champion of Scotland had spared for 
my sake, or rather for Fleming’s, gained by his victor’s com- 
passion and lenity a fearful advantage, and made a remorseless 
use of it. Having only his left hand to oppose to the maniac 
attempts of my father, even the strength of Wallace could not 
prevent the assailant, with all the energy of desperation, from 
throwing down the ladder, on which his daughter was perched 
like a dove in the grasp of an eagle. The Champion saw our 
danger, and, exerting his inimitable strength and agility, cleared 
himself and me from the ladder, and leaped free of the moat 
of the convent, into which we must otherwise have been pre- 
cipitated. The Champion of Scotland was saved in the des- 
perate attempt, but I, who fell among a heap of stones and 
rubbish — I, the disobedient daughter, wellnigh the apostate 
vestal — waked only from a long bed of sickness to find myself the 
disfigured wretch which you now see me. I then learned that 
Malcolm had escaped from the fray, and shortly after I heard, 
with feelings less keen, perhaps, than they ought to have been, 
that my father was slain in one of the endless battles which 
took place between the contending factions. If he had lived, 
I might have submitted to the completion of my fate ; but 
since he was no more, I felt that it would be a preferable lot 
to be a beggar in the streets of a Scottish village than an 
abbess in this miserable house of St Bride ; nor was even that 
poor object of ambition, on which my father used to expatiate 
when desirous of persuading me to enter the monastic state, 
by milder means than throwing me off the battlements, long 
open to me. The old abbess died of a cold caught the evening 
of the fray ; and the place, which might have been kept open 
until I was capable of filling it, was disposed of otherwise, when 
the English thought fit to reform, as they termed it, the dis- 
cipline of the house; and, instead of electing a new abbess, 
sent hither two or three friendly monks, who have now the 
absolute government of the community, and wield it entirely 
according to the pleasure of the English. But I, for one, who 
have had the honour to be supported by the arms of the 
Champion of my country, will not remain here to be com- 
manded by this Abbot Jerome. I will go forth, nor do I fear 
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to find relations and friends who will provide a more fitting 
place of refuge for Margaret de Hautlieii than the convent of 
Bt. Bride ; you, too, dearest lady, shall obtain your freedom, 
and it will be well to leave such information as will make Sir 
John de Walton aware of the devotion with which his happy 
fate has inspired you/ 

^ It is not, then, your own intention,' said the Lady AngUvSta, 

^ to return into the world again, and you are about to renounce 
the lover in a union with whom you and he once saw your joint 
happiness 1' 

‘It is a question, my dearest child,' said Sister Ursula, 

* which I dare not ask myself, and to which I am absolutely 
uncertain what answer I should return. I have not taken the 
final and irrevocable vows : I have done nothing to alter my 
situation with regard to Malcolm Fleming. He also, by the 
vows plighted in the chancery of Heaven, is my affianced 
bridegroom, nor am I conscious that I less deserve his faith in 
any respect now than at the moment when it was pledged to 
me ; but I confess, dearest lady, that rumours have reached 
me which sting me to the quick : the reports of my wounds 
and scars are said to have estranged the knight of my choice. 

I am now indeed poor,' she added, with a sigh, ‘and I am no 
longer possessed of those personal charms which they sav 
attract the love and fix f he fidelity of the other sex. I teach 
myself, therefore, to think, in my moments of settled resolu- 
tion, that all betwixt me and Malcolm Fleming is at an end, 
saving good wishes on the part of both towards the other ; and 
yet there is a sensation in my bosom which whispers, in spite 
of mj reason, that, if I absolutely believed that which I now 
say, there would be nopbject on earth worthy my living for in 
order to attain it. This insinuating prepossession whispers to 
my secret soul, and in very opposition to my reason and under- 
standing, that Malcolm Fleming, who could pledge his all 
upon the service of his country, is incapaMe of nourishing the 
versatile affection of an ordinary, a coarse, or a venal character. 
Methinks, were the difference upon his part instead of mine, 
he would not lose his interest in m 5 |[ eyes because he was 
seamed with honourable scars, obtained in asserting the freedom 
of his choice, but that such wounds would, in my opinion, add 
to his merit, whatever they '. took' away from' his personal come-' 
liness. Ideas rise on my soul, as . if Malcolm and Margaret 
might yet be to each other all' that their ' affections once '': 
anticipated with so much ' security, and that a . change ..which '' ' 
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took nothing from the honour and virtue of the beloved person 
must rather add to than diminish the charms of the union. 
Look at me, ^dearest Lady Augusta — look me, if you have 
courage, foil 111 the face, and tell me whether I do not rave when 
my fancy is thus conveiting mere possibilities into that which 
■is natural and probable/ ■ ^ ^ ■ 

The Lady of Berkely, conscious of the necessity, raised her 
eyes on the unfortunate nun, afraid of losing her own chance 
of deliverance by the mode in which she should conduet herself 
in this crisis, yet not willing at the^same time to Hatter the 
unfortunate Ursula with suggesting ideas ^ for which her owii' 
sense told her she could hardly find any rational grounds. But 
her imagination, stored with the minstrelsy of the time, brought 
back to her recollection the Loathly Lady in Marriage of 
Sir Gawain, and she conducted her reply in the following 
manner : — ^ ^ ; ' 

* You ask me, my dear Lady Margaret, trying c|uestion, 
wdiicli it would be unfriendly to answer otherwise than sincerely, 
and most cruel to answer with too much rashness. It is true, 
that what is called beauty is the first quality on which we of 
the weaker sex learn to set a value : we are flattered by the 
impiiMion of personal charms, whether we actually possess 
them or not; and no doubt we learn to place upon them a 
great deal more consequence than in reality is found to belong 
to them. Women, ho'vvever, even such as are held by their own 
sex, and perhaps in secret by themselves, as devoid of all pre- 
tensions to beauty, have been known to become, from their 
understanding, their talents, or their accomplishments, the 
undoubted objects of the warmest attachment. Wherefore, 
then, should you, in the mere rashness of your apprehension, 
deem it impossible that your Malcolm Fleming should be made 
of that porcelain clay of the earth which despises the passing 
captivations of outward form, in comparison to^ the charms of 
true affection and the excellence of talents and virtue f * 

The nan pressed her companion's hand to her bosom, and 
answ-'-ered her with a deep sigh. 

fear/ she said, *you flatter me; and yet, in a crisis like 
this, it does one good to^be flattered, even as cordials, otherwise 
dangerous to the constitution, are wisely given to support a 
patient through a paroxysm of agony, and enable him to endure 
at least what they cannot cure. Answer only one question, and 
it will be time we drop this conversation. Could you, sweet 
lady — you upon whom fortune has bestowed so many charms 
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coiald any argiimeirit make you patient imder the irretrieTO'ble 
loss of your j)ersonal advantages, with the concomitant loss, as 
■ in my case is' most probaMe, of that lover for whom yon have 
already done so much f" 

The English lady cast her. eyes again on her friend, and 
could not help shuddering a little' at the tliouglit of her own 
beautiful countenance being exchanged ^ for the seairied and 
scarred features of the Lady of Ha.utlieu, irregularly lighted by 
the beams of a single eye. 

‘ Believe me, she said, looking solemnly upwards, * that, even 
ill the case which you suppose, I would not sorroir so much for 
myself as I would for the poor-spirited thoughts of the lover 
wmo could leave me because those transitory charms — which 
must in any case ere long take their departure had fled ere yet 
the bridal day. It is, however, concealed by the decrees of 
Providence in ^ what maimer, or to what extent, other persons, . 
with whose disposition we are not fully acquainted, may be 
affected by such changes. I can only assure you that iiiy 
hopes go with yours, and that there is no difficulty which shall 
remain in your path in future, if it is in my power to remove;; 
.it ■' Hark! ’ ^ ^ ,/ 

.. . *It Js the signal of our freedom/ replied ITrsula, giving.', 
attention' to soinet,hi 2 ig resembling the whoop of the night-owl. 

* W e miist^ prepare to leave the convent in a few minutes. / 'Have ' • 
you anything to take with youU ;■ . 

* Nothing/ ^ answered the Lady, of Berkely, /except .the; few' 
valuables, which I scarce know ..why I. brought with'me on my 
flight hither. This scroll, which I shall leave behind, gives my , 
feithfiil minstrel permission to save himself, by eo'.nfessing - to' ; 
Sir John de Walton who the persoaveally is whom he has.„had;' 
within his reach.’ 

IS strange,’ said the novice of .St. Bride, through what. ,- 
extraordinary labyrinths this Love, this will-of-the-wisp,' guides;,,' 
his votaries. Take heed as you 'descend ; this trap-door, .care- ', ■ 
fully concealed, curiously jointed and. oiled, leads to a secret 
postern, where I conceive the horses ' already ^ v/ait, which will 
enable os speedily to bid adieu to Si Bride’s — Heaven’s blessing 
on her and on her convent 1 We.'can have ' no advantage from 
any light until we are/n the open air/ "■ ' 

During this time, Sister Ursula, tO'give her for,' the.. last'; time' \ 
her conventual name, ephanged her .stole, or loose 'upper gar- :,,, 
ment, for the more succinct cloak and hood of .a 'ho'rseman.' She„ ' 
led the way through divers passages/',,studiousl,y ' complicated, 
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the Lady of Berkely,^ with throbbing heart, stood in the 
pale and doubtful moonlight, which was shining with grey 
imcertamty upon the walls of the ancient building. The 
imitation of an owlet’s cry directed them' to a neighbouring 
large elm, and on approaching it they were aware of three 
horses, held by one concerning whom they could only see that 
he was tall, strong, and accoutred in the dress of a man-at- 
arms. 

'The soonp,’ he said, 'we are gone from this place, Lady 
Margaret, it is so much the better. You have only to direct 
the course which we shall hold.’ 

Lady Margaret’s answer was given beneath her breath ; and 
replied to with a caution from the guide to ride slowly and 
silently for the first quarter of an hour, by which time inhabited 
places would be left at a distance. 


CHAPTER XII 


G reat was the astonishment of the jonng knight of 
Valence and the reverend Father Jerome, when, u|ion 
breaking into the cell, they discovered the youthful 
pilgrim^s absence ; and, from the garments which were left, saw 
every reason to think that the one-eyed novice, Sister Urs'iila, 
had accompanied him in his escape from custody. A thousand 
thoughts thronged upon Sir Aymer, how shamefully he had 
suffered himself to be outwitted by the artifices of a boy and 
of a novice. His reverend companion in error felt no less con- 
trition for having recommended to the knight a mild exercise 
of his authority. Father Jerome had obtained his preferment 
as abbot upon the faith of his zeal for the cause of the English 
monarch, with the aftected interest in which he was at a loss to 
reconcile his proceedings of the last night. A hurried inquiry 
took place, from which little could be learned, save that 
the young pilgrim had most certainly gone off with the Lady 
Margaret de Hautlieu — an incident at which the females of 
the convent expressed surprise, mingled with a great deal of 
horror; while that of the males, whom the news soon reached, 
was qualified with a degree of wonder, which seemed to be 
founded upon the very Afferent personal appearance , of .the- 
two fugitives. 

'Sacred Virgin,^ said a nun, 'who could have conceived ..the./ 
hopefoi votaress, Sister Ursula, so lately drowned in tears for 
her father's untimely fate, capable ^ of eloping with a boy scarce 
fourteen years old f ' 

'And, holy St. Bride 1 ’ said the Abbot Jerome, 'what could 
have made so handsome 'a young, .man lend his arm./to.^^.assis.t;:.. 
such a nightmare as Sister Ursula in the commission of so great 
an enormity ? Certainly he .can neither plead temptation' nor ' . 
seduction, but must have gone, .as the worldly phrase' .is, tO' the ' 
devil with a dish-clout.^ . 

* I must disperse the soldiers to -pursue the .fugitives,.'/ said: '; 
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De Valence, ^nnless this letter, which the pilgrim must have 
left behind him, shall rinnfa.in some explanations respecting our 
mysterious prisoner.’ 

After viewing the contents with some surprise, he read 
aloud — ‘The undersigned, late residing in the house of St. 
Bride, do jmu,_ PatW Jerome, the abbot of said house, to 
know that, finding you were disposed to treat me as a prisoner 
and a spy, in the sanctuary to wMch you had received me as 
a distressed person, I have resolved to use my natural liberty, 
with which you have no right to interfere, and- therefore have 
withdrawn myself from your abbacy. Moreover, finding that 
the novice called in your convent Sister Ursula — who hath, by 
monastic rule and discipline, a fair title to return to the world 
unless, she is pleased, after a year’s noviciate, to profess herself 
sister of your order — is determined to use such privilege, I joy- 
fully take 'the opportunity of her company in this her lawful 
resolution, as being what is in conformity to the law of God, 
and the precepts of St. Bride, which gave you no authority to 
detain any person in your convent by force, who hath not 
taken upon her irrevocably the vows of the order. 

‘To you, Sir John de Walton, and Sir Aymer de Valence, 
knights of England, commanding the garrison of Douglas Dale, 
I have only to say, that you have acted and are acting against 
me under a mystery, the solution of which is comprehended in 
a secret known only to my faithful minstrel, Bertram of the 
many Lays, as who.se son I . have found it convenient to pass 
myself. But, as I cannot at this time prevail upon myself per- 
sonally to discover a secret which cannot well be unfolded 
without feelings of shame, I not only give permission to the 
said Bertram the minstrel, but I charge and command him, 
that he tell to you the purpose with which I came originally 
to the Castle of Douglas. When this is discovered, it will only 
remain to express my feelings towards the two knights, in 
return for the pain and agony of mind which their -violence 
and threats of further severities have occasioned me. 

‘And first, respecting Sir Aymer de Valence, I freely and 
rvillingly forgive him for having been involved in a mistake to 
which I myself led the way, and I shall at all times be happy 
to meet with him as an acquaintance, and never to think 
farther of his part in these few days’ history, saving as matter 
of mirth and ridicule. 

‘ But respecting Sir John de Walton, I must request of him 
to consider whether his conduct towards me, s-tanding as we at 
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^reseat do towards each other, is soch as he himself onglit to 
forget, or I ought to forgive; and I trust he will understand 
me when 1 tell, him that all former connexions must henceforth 
be at an end between him and the supposed 

*AuausTi2^E/ 

*This is madness,^ said the abbot, when he had read the 
letter — * very midsummer madness, not unfrequently an accom- 
paniment of this pestilential disease, and I should do well in 
requiring of those soldiers who shall first apprehend this youth 
Augustine, that they reduce his victuals immediately to water, 
and bread, taking care that the diet do not exceed in measure 
what' is" necessary to sustain nature ; nay, I should be warranted 
by the learned, did I recom-mend a' sufficient intermixture of 
flagellation with belts, stirrup-leathers, or surcingles, and fail- 
ing those, with riding- whips, switches, and the like/ . ^ 

‘Hush! my reverend father,' said De Valence, ‘a light 
begins to break in upon me. John de Walton, if my suspicion 
be true, wmald sooner expose his own flesh to be hewn from his 
bones than have this Augustine’s finger stung by a gnat. 
Instead of treating this youth as a madman, I, for my own 
part, will be contented to avow that I myself have been 
bewitched and fascinated ; and by my honour, if I send out my 
attendants in quest of the fugitives, it shall be with the strict 
charge that, when apprehended, they treat them with all re- 
spect, and protect them, if they object to return to this house, 
to any honourable place of refuge which they may^ desire.’ 

‘ I hope/ said the abbot, looMng strangely confused, ‘ I shall 
be first heard in behalf of the church , concerning this affair 
of an abducted iiuiil You see yourself, , sir knight, that this 
scapegrace of a minstrel avouches neither repentance nor con- 
trition at Ms share in a matter so flagitious.’ ^ , 

‘You shall be secured an' opportunity of, being fully heard,’ 
replied the knight, ‘if you shall find at last that you really 
desire one. Meantime,. I must hack,', without a moment’s delay, 
to inform Sir John de Walto of. the turn which affairs have 
taken. Farewell, reverend father. . By my honour, we may 
wish each other joy that we have ■.'escaped ffom a troublesome 
charge, which brought as much terror with .it as the phantoms 
of a fearful dream, and is yet - found ' capable of being dispelled 
by a cure as simple as that ■of - awakening the sleeper. But, by 
Si Bride! both churchmen and laymen are, bound to sympa- 
thise with the unfortunate' Sir ' John de Walton. I tell thee, 
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Ether, that if this letter ' '—touching the missive with his finger 
•~™~‘ is to be construed literall^r, as far as respects him, he is the 
man most to be pitied betwixt the brink of Solway and the 
place where we now stand. Suspend thy curiosity, most worthy 
churclniian, lest there should be more in this matter than I 
myself see; so that, while thinking that I have lighted on the 
true explanation, I may not have to acknowledge that I have 
been again leading you into eiTor. Sound to horse there ! 
Ho ! ' he called out from the window of the apartment ; ^ and 
let the party I brought hither prepare to scour the woods on 
their return.' 

'Ey my faith!' said Father Jerome, ‘I am right glad that 
this young nutcracker is going to leave me to my own medi- 
tation. I hate when a young person pretends to understand 
whatever passes, while his betters are obliged to confess that it 
is all a mystery to them. Such an assumption is like that of 
the conceited fool, Sister Ursula, who pretended to read with a 
single eye a manuscript which I myself could not find intelli- 
gible with the assistance of my spectacles.' 

This might not have quite pleased the young knight, nor 
was it one of those truths which the abbot would have chosen 
to deliver in his hearing. But the knight had shaken him by 
the hand, said adieu, and was already at Hazelside, issuing par- 
ticular orders to little troops of the archers and others, and 
occasionally chiding Thomas Dickson, who, with a degree of 
curiosity which the English knight was not very willing to 
excuse, had been endeavouring to get some account of ' the 
occurrences of the night. 

'Peace, fellow!' he said, ‘and mind thine own business, 
being well assured that the hour will come in which it will 
require all the attention thou canst give, leaving others to take 
care of their own affairs.' 

'If I am suspected of anything,' answered Dickson, in a 
tone rather dogged and surly than otherwise, ' methinks it vrere 
but fair to let me know what accusation is brought agaiuvst me. 

I need not tell you that chivalry prescribes that a knight 
should not attack an enemy undefied.' 

‘ When you are a knight,' answered Sir Aymer de Valence, 

' it will be time enough for me to reckon with you upon the 
points of form due to you by the laws of chivalry. Meanwhile, 
you had best let me know what share you have had in playing 
off the martial phantom which sounded the rebellious slogan 
of Douglas in the town of that name ? ' 
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* I laiow nothing of wliat you speak/ answered the goodman 
of Hazelside, 

*See then/ said the knight, ‘that you do not . engage your- 
self in the affairs of other people, even if your conscience war- 
rants'that you are in no danger from your own/. 

So saying, he rode off, "not waiting any answer. The ideas 
which frlled his head were to the following purpose : — 

*I know not how^ it is, but one mist seems no sooner to cleur 
away tlian w^e find ourselves engaged in another. I take it for 
granted that the disguised damsel is no other than the goddess 
of WaltOII^s private idolatry, who has cost him and me so much 
trouble, and some certain degree of misuriderstandiiig, during 
these last weeks. By my honour I this fair lady is right lavish 
in the pardon which she has so fi^ankly bestow^ed upon me, and 
if she is willing to be less complaisant to Sir John de Walton, 

why then And what then 1 It surely does not infer that 

she would receive me into that place in her aflectioris from 
which she has just expelled De Walton ? Nor, if she did, could 
I avail myself of a change in favour of myself, at the expense 
of my friend and companion-in-arms. It ■were a folly even 
to dream of a thing so improbable. But with respect to the 
other business, it is worth serious consideration. Yon sexton 
seems to have kept company with dead bodies until he is unfit 
for the society of the living ; and as to that Dickson of Hazel- 
side, as they call him, there is no attempt against the English 
during these endless wars in which that man has not been 
concerned; had my life depended upon it, I could not have 
prevented mi’-self from intimating my suspicions of him, let 
him take it as he lists.' 

So saying, the knight spurred his horse, and arriving at 
Douglas Castle without farther adventure, demanded, in a tone 
of greater cordiality than he had of late used, whether he 
could be admitted to Sir John de Walton, having something 
of consequence to repoi’t to. him. ; He was immediately, ushered ■ 
into an apartment in .which- the governor was seated at his 
solitary breakfast. Considering the terms upon which they 
had lately stood, the governor of Douglas Dale wus somewhat 
surprised at the easy familiarity with which De Valence now 
approached him. 

‘Some uncommon news/ said Sir,,John, .rather gravely, 
‘have brought me the honour' of Sir. .Aymer de Valence's 
company.' 

‘It is/ answered Sir Aymer, ‘what seems of .high importance 
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to your interest, Sir John de Walton, and therefore I were to 
blame if I lost a moment in communioating it/ 

*1 shall be proud to profit' by your intelligence/ said Sir 
John de Walton. 

‘And I, too/ said the young knight, ‘am loth to lose the 
credit of having penetrated a mystery which blinded Sir John 
de Walton. ^ At the same time, I do not wish to be thought 
capable of jesting with you, which might be the case were I, 
from misapprehension, to give a false key to this matter. 
With your permission, then, we will proceed thus : we go 
together to the place of Bertram the miiistreFs confinement. 
I have in my possession a scroll from the young person who 
was entrusted to the care of the Abbot Jerome /it is written 
in a delicate female hand, and gives authority to the minstrel 
to declare the purpose which brought them to this vale of 
Douglas/ ^ \ , , 

‘It must be as you^say,’ said Sir John de Walton, ‘although 
I can scarce see occasion for adding so much form to a mystery 
which can be expressed in such small compass.’ 

Accordingly the two knights, the warder leading the way, 
proceeded to the dungeon to which the minstrel had been 
removed. 


CHAPTER XIII 


T he doors of the stronghold being undone displayed a 
dungeon such as in those days held victims hopeless of 
escapej but in which the iiigenioas knave of modern 
times' would scarcely have deigned to remain many hours. ■ The, 
huge,, rings by which the fetters were soldered together and 
..attached to the hu.maii body were, when examined minutely, 
found to be clenched together by riveting so very thin that, , 
when rubbed with corrosive acid, or patiently ground with a 
bit of sandstone, the hold of the fetters upon each other might 
easily be forced asunder, and the purpose of them entirely frus- 
trated. The locks also, large, and apparently very strong, 
were so coarsely made that an artist of small ingenuity could 
easily contrive to get the better of their fastenings upon the 
same principle. The daylight found its way to the subterrmean 
dungeon only at noon, and through a passage which was pur- 
posely made tortuous, so as to exclude the rays of the sun, 
w^hile it presented no obstacle to wind or rain. The doctrine 
that a prisoner was to be esteemed innocent until he should be 
found guilty by his peers was not understood in those days of 
brute force, and he was only accommodated with a lamp or other 
alleviation of his misery if his demeanour was quiet, and he 
appeared disposed to give his jailer no trouble by attempting 
to make his escape. Such a cell of corifinemeot was that of 
Bertram, whose moderation of temper and patience had never- 
theless procured for him such mitigations of his fate as the 
warder could grant. He was permitted to carry into his cell 
the old book, in the perusal of which he found an amusement 
of his solitude, together with writing-materials, and such other 
helps towards spending Ms time as were consistent with his 
abode in the bosom of the rock, and the degree of information 
with which his minstrel craft had possessed him. He raised 
his head from the table as the knights entered, while the 
governor observed to the young knight — 
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‘ As yon seem to think yourself possessed of the secret of 
this prisoner, I leave it to yon, Sir Aymer de Valence, to bring 
it to light in the manner which joii shall judge most expedient. 
If the man or his son have suifered unnecessary hardship, it 
shall be my duty to make amends — which, I suppose, can be 
no very important matter/ 

Bertram looked up, and fixed his eyes full upon the gov- 
ernor, but read nothing in his looks which indicated his being 
better acquainted than before with the secret of his impris- 
onment. Yet, upon turning his eye towards Sir Aymer, his 
countenance evidently lighted up, and the glance which passed 
between them was one of intelligence. 

‘ You have my secret, then,^ said he, ‘ and you know who it 
is that passes under the name of Augustine ? ’ 

Sir Aymer exchanged with him a look of acquiescence; 
while, the eyes of the governor glancing wildly from the 
prisoner to the knight of Valence, [he] exclaimed — 

* Sir Aymer de Valence, as you are belted knight and Chris- 
tian man, as you have honour to preserve on earth and a soul 
to rescue after death, I charge you to tell me the meaning of 
this mystery 1 ^ It may be that you conceive, with truth, that 
you have subject of complaint against me. If so, I will 
satisfy you as a knight may/ 

The minstrel spoke at the same moment. ‘ I charge this 
knight/ he said, ‘by his vow of chivalry, that he do not divulge 
any secret belonging to a person of honour and of character, 
unless he has positive assurance that it is done entirely by 
that person's own consent/ 

‘Let this note remove your scruples,' said KSir Aymer, 
putting the scroll into the hands of the minstrel; ‘and for 
you, Sir John de Walton, far from retaining the least feeling 
of any misunderstanding which may have existed between us, 

I am disposed entirely to bury it in forgetfulness, as having 
arisen out of a series of mistakes which no mortal could have 
comprehended. And do not be offended, my dear Sir John, 
when I protest, ^ on my knightly faith, that I pity the pain 
which I think this scroll is likely to give you, and that, if my 
utmost efforts can be of the least service to you in unravelling 
this tangled skein, I will contribute them with as much earnest- 
ness as ever I did aught in my life. This faithful minstrel will 
now see that he can have no difficulty in yielding up a secret 
which I doubt not, but for the writing I have just put into his 
hands, he would have continued to keep with unshaken fidelity/ 
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Sir Aymer now placed in Do Walton^s laand a notOj in 
wliicli iie Imd, ere he left Si Bride's conTeni signified his own 
interpretation of the mystery ; and the governor had scarcely 
read ’the name it contained, before the same name was pro- 
noimced alond by Bertram, who at the same moment handed 
to the governor the scroll which he had received from the 
. .knight of Yalence. ^ ^ ^ 

Hie white plume wdiieh floated over the knight's cap of main- 
tenance, which was worn as a head-piece within doors, was not 
more pale in complexion than was the knight himself at the 
unexpected and surprising information that the lady who was, 
in chivalrous phrase, empress of his thoughts and commander of 
his actions, and to whom, even in less fantastic times, he must 
have owed the deepest gratitude for the generous election 
which she had made in his favour, was the same person whom 
he had threatened with personal violence, and subjected to hard- 
ships and affronts w^hich he would not willingly have bestowed 
even upon the meanest, of her sex. . . 

Yet Sir John de Walton seemed at first scarcely to compre- 
hend the numerous ill consequences which might probably 
follow this unhappy complication of mistakes. He took the 
paper fi‘om the minstrel’s hand, and while his eye, assisted by 
the lamp, wandered over the characters without apparently 
their conveying any distinct impression to his understanding, 
De Yalence even became alarmed that he was about to lose his 
faculties. 

*For Heaven's sake, sir,’ he said, * he a man, and support 
with manly steadiness these unexpected occurrences — I would 
fain think they will reach to nothing else — which the wit of 
man could not have prevented. This fair lady, I w^ould fain 
hope, cannot be much hurt or deeply offended by a train of 
circumstances the natural consequence of your anxiety to dis- 
charge perfectly a duty upon which must depend the accom- 
plishment of all the hopes she had permitted you to entertain. 
In God’s name, rouse up, sir; let it not be said that an appre- 
hended frown of a fair lady hath damped to such a degree the 
courage of the boldest knight in England : be what men have 
called you, Walton the Unwavering.” In Heaven’s name, let 
us at least see that the lady, is . indeed offended before we 
conclude that she is irreconcilably .so. . To whose fault are we 
to ascribe the source of all these errorsi ' Surely, with all due 
respect, to the caprice of the, lady herself, which has, angon-.. 
dered such a nest of mistakes.. . Tlnnk of it^as.a man,' and; as a,..' 
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soldier. Suppose that you yourself, or I, desirous of proving 
the fidelity of our sentinels, or for any other reason, good or 
bad, attempted tO' -enter, this Dangerous' Castle of Douglas 
without giving the password to the warders, would we be 
entitled to blame those upon duty if, not knowing our persons, 
they manfully refused us entrance, made us prisoners, and 
mishandled us while resisting our attempt, in terms of the 
orders w^hieh we ourselves had imposed upon them ? What is 
there that makes a difference between such a sentinel and 
yourself, John de Walton, in this curious affair, which, by 
Heaven I would rather form a gay subject for^ the minstrelsy 
of this excellent bard than the theme of a tragic lay ? ^ Come I 
look not thus. Sir John de Walton ; be angry, if you will, with 
the lady who has committed such a piece of folly; or with me, 
who have rode up and down nearly all night on a fooFs errand, 
and spoiled my best horse, in absolute uncertainty how I shall 
get another till my uncle of Pembroke and I shall be recon- 
ciled ; or, lastly, if you desire to be totally absurd in your 
wrath, direct it against this worthy minstrel on account of his 
rare fidelity, and punish him for that for which he better 
deserves a chain of gold. Let passion out if you will; but 
chase this desponding gloom from the brow of a man and a 
belted knight.^ 

Sir John de Walton made an effort to speak, and succeeded 
with some difficulty. ‘ Aymer de Valence,' he said, ‘in irritat- 
ing a madman you do but sport with your own life and then 
remained silent. 

‘I am glad you can say so much/ replied* his friend ; ‘for I 
was not jesting when I said I 'would rather that you were at 
variance wfith me than that you laid the whole blame on your- 
self. It would be courteous, I think, to set this minstrel 
instantly at liberty. Meantime, for his lady's sake, I will 
entreat him, in all honour, to be our guest till the Lady 
Augusta de Berkeiy shall do us the same honour, and to assist 
us in our search after her place of retirement. Good minstrel/ 
he continued, ‘you hear what I say, and you will not, I sup- 
pose, be surprised that, in all honour and kind usage, you find 
yourself detained for a short space in this Castle of Douglas ? ' 

‘ You seem, sir knight,' replied the minstrel, ® not so much 
to keep your eye upon the right of doing what you should as 
to possess the might of doin^ what you would. I must neces- 
sarily be guided by your advice, since you have the power to 
make it a command.' 
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*AiMi I trust/ continued Be Valence, *tliat, when you,? mis- 
tress and yon again ^meet, ^we shall have the benefit of your 
intercession for anything which we may have done to displeasure 
her, considering that the purpose of onr action was exactly the 
reverse/’ 

‘.Let me,'’ said Sir John de Walton, ‘say a single word. I 
will offer thee a chain of gold, heavy enough to bear down the 
weight of these shackles, as a sign of. regret for having' con- 
demned thee to suffer so many' indignities/ 

‘Enough said, Sir John/ said De Valence; [let us promise 
no more till this good minstrel shall see some sign of perform- 
ance. ■ Follow me this way, and I will tell thee in private of 
other tidings, whicii it is i.mportant that you should know/ ■ 

So saying, he withdrew Be Walton from the dungeon, and. 
sending for the old knight. Sir Philip de Montenay,. already 
mentioned, who acted as seneschal of the castle, he commanded 
that the minstrel should be enlarged from the dungeon, well/ 
looked to in other respects, yet prohibited, though mth every 
mark of civility, from leaving the castle 'without a trusty 
■attendant. ■ ^ . 

‘ And now, Sir John de Walton, he said, ‘ methiiiks you are 
a little churlish in not ordering me some breakfast, after. I have 
been all night engaged in your affairs ; and a cup of muscadel 
W'ouid, I think, be no bad induction to a fuU consideration of 
this perplexed matter.' 

‘ Thou knowest/ answered'De Walton,' ‘that thou mayst call 
for what thou wilt, provided always thou tallest me, without loss 
of time, what else thou knowest respecting the of the lady 
against w^hom we have all .sinned so grievously, and. I, 'alas !/. 
beyond hope of forgiveness. '■ 

‘Trust me, I hope/ said Ae, knight of Valence, ‘the good, 
lady^bears me no malice, as indeed she has exp.re.ssly renoun.eed.: ...^ 
any ill-will against me. The words, you see, are as.piak; aS:,.' 
you yourself may read The. --lady .pardons, poor Aymer de 
valence, and willingly, for having been" involved in a mistake 
to which she herself led . the, 'way ;■ she herself will at all 
times be happy to meet ^ “with 'him as an acquaintance, and 
never to think farther ofLhese '.few days' .history, except, '.as:',' 
patter of mirth and ridicule.” So it is expressly written/and'" 
set down/ 

5. ^ Yes,' replied^ Sir John de Walton, ‘ but see you' not: .that her: 
offending lover is expressly excluded from the' amnesty granted ,: 
to the lesser offender! Mark you not the: concluding para** 
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graph 1 ^ He took the scroll with^a trembliBg hand, and read 
with a discomposed voice its closing words. ' It is even so : 

All former connexion must henceforth be at an end between 
him and the supposed Augustine.'’ Explain to me how the 
reading of these words is reconcilable to anything but their 
plain sense of condemnation and forfeiture of contract, implying 
destruction of the hopes of Sir John de Walton ? ’ 

^You are somewhat an older man than I, wsir knight/ 
answered De Valence, ‘ and, I will grant, by far the wiser and 
more experienced ; yet I will uphold that there is no adopting 
the interpretation which you seem to have^ afeed in your mind 
to this letter, without supposing the preliminary that the fair 
writer was distracted in her understanding — nay, never start, 
look wildly, or lay your hand on your sword, I do not affirm 
this is the case. I say again, that no woman in her senses 
would have pardoned a common acquaintance for his behaving 
to her with unintentional disrespect and unkindness during 
the currency of a certain masquerade, and, at the same time, 
sternly and irrevocably broke off with the lover to whom her 
troth was plighted, although his error in joining in the offence 
was neither grosser nor more protracted than that of the person 
indifferent to her love/ 


me . „ 

forfeited for ever, I point out to you^Y' difference which a 
maiden of dignity and of feeling must make between an offence 
towards her committed by an ordinary acquaintance and one 
of precisely the same kind offered by a person who is bound by 
the most undeserved preference, by the most generous benefits, 
and by everything which can bind human feeling, to thinlc and 
reflect ere he becomes an actor in any case in which it is possi- 
ble for her to be concerned.’ 

‘ Now, by mine honour,’ said Aymer de Valence, ^ l am glad 
to hear thee make some attempt at . ^leon, although it is but 
an unreasonable kind of reason too, siirSb its object is to destroy *. 
thine own hopes, and argue away thine own chance of happi- 
ness ; but if I have, in the progress of this affair, borne me 
sometimes towards thee as to give not only the governor, hut 
even the friend, some cause of displeasure, I will make it up to 
thee now, John de Walton, by trying to convince thee in spite 
of thine own perverse logic. But here comes the muscadel and 
the breakfast ; wilt thou take some refreshment — or shall we 
go on without the spirit of muscadel 1 ’ 
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*Por Heaven’s sake/ replied He Walton, 'do as thou wilt, 
so thou make me clear of thy well-intended babble/ 

'Nay, thou slialt not brawl .me out of my powers of 
argument/ said .De Valence, laughing, and helping himself to a 
brimming cup of wine ; ‘ if thou acknowledgest thyself con- 
ciuered, I am contented^ to give the victory to the inspiring 
strength of the jovial liquor/ 

'Do as thou llstest,' said De Walton, 'but make an end of 
an argument which thou canst not comprehend/ 

'I deny the charge/ answered the younger knight, wiping 
his lips, after having finished his draught; 'and listen, Walton 
the Warlike, to a chapter in the history of women, in which 
thou art more unskilled than I would wish thee to be. Thou 
canst not deny that, be it right or wrong, the Lady Augusta 
hath ventured more forward with you than is usual upon the 
sea of alfection : she boldly made thee her choice, while thou 
wert as yet known to her only as a flower of English chivaliy. 
Faith, and I respect her for her frankness ; but it w'as a choice 
which the more cold of her own sex might perhaps claim occa- 
sion to term rash and precipitate. Nay, be not, I pray thee, 
offended — I am far from thinking or saying so ; on the con- 
trary, I will uphold with my lance her selection of John de 
Walton against the minions of a court to be a wise and gener- 
ous choice, and her own behaviour as alike candid and noble. 
But she herself is not unlikely to dread unjust misconstruction 
— a fear of which may not improbably induce her, upon any 
occasion, to seize some opportunity of showing an unwonted 
and unusual rigour towards her lover, in order to balance her 
having extended towards him, in the beginning of their inter- 
course, somewhat of an unusual degree of frank encouragement. 
Nay, it might be easy for her lover so far to take part against 
himself, by arguing as thou dost when out of thy senses, as to 
make it difficult for her to withdraw from an argument which 
he himself was foolish enough to strengthen ; and thus, like a 
maiden too soon taken at her first nay-say, she shall perhaps be 
allowed no opportunity of bearing herself according to her real 
feelings, or retracting a sentence issued with the consent of 
theparty whose hopes it destroys/ ■ ; ■ 

' I have heard thee, De Valence,’- answered the governor of 
Douglas Dale ; ' nor is it dijfficult for me to admit that these 
thy lessons may serve as a chart to many a female heart, but 
not to that of Augusta de Berkeiy. By my life, I say, I would 
much sooner be deprived of the merit of those' few deeds of 
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chivalry which thou sayest have procured for me such enviable 
distinction than I would act upon them with the insolence, as 
if I said that my place in the lady's bosom was too firmly fixed 
to be shaken even by the success of a worthier man, or by my 
own gross failure in respect to the object of my attachment 
No, herself alone shall have power to persuade me that even 
goodness equal to that of an interceding saint will restore me 
to the place in her affections which I have most unworthily 
forfeited by a stupidity only to be compared to that of brutes/ 
‘ If you are so minded/ vsaid Aymer de Valence, ‘ I have only 
one word more — forgive me if I speak it peremptorily — the lady, 
ns you say, and say truly, must be the final arbitress in this 

S “)n. My arguments do not extend to insisting that you 
claim her hand whether she herself will or no ^ but to 
learn her determination, it is necessary that you should find 
out where she is, of which I am unfortunately not able to 
inform you/ 

‘ How ! what mean you ^ ^ exclaimed the governor, who now 
only began to comprehend the extent of his misfortune, 

* Whither hath she fled, or with whom % ' 

* She is fled, for what I know,' said De Valence, *in search 
of a more enterprising lover than one who is so willing to 
inteipret every air of frost as a killing blight to his hopes ; 
perhaps she seeks the Black Douglas, or some such hero of the 
thistle, to reward with her lands, her lordships, and beauty 
those virtues of enterprise and courage of which John de Walton', 
.was at one time thought possessed. But, seriously, events are' 
passing around us of strange import. I saw enough last night, 
on my way to St. Bride's, to make me suspicious of every one. 
I sent to you as a prisoner the old sexton of the church of 
Douglas. I found him contumacious as to some inquiries 
which I thought it proper to prosecute ; but of this more at 
another time. The escape of this lady adds greatly to the 
difficulties which encircle this devoted castle/ 

J Aymer de Valence,' replied De Walton, in a solemn and 
animated tone, * Douglas ' Castle shall be defended, we have 
hitherto been able, with the aid of Heaven, to spread from its 
battlempts the broad banner' of St. George. Come of me what 
list during my life, I will die the faithful lover of Augusta de 
Berkely, even although I no longer live as her chosen knighi 
There are cloisters and. 'hermitages,— — ' 

®Ay, marry are there,' replied Sir Aymer, ®and girdles of 
hemp, moreover, and beads of oak ; but all these we omit in 
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our reelionmgs till we discover where the Lady Augusta is, and 
what she purposes to do in this matter.' , v ^ , 

‘You say well,' replied De Walton j ‘let us hold counsel 
together by what means we shall, if possible, discover the 
lady’s too hasty retreat, by which she has done me great wrong 

J mean, if she supposed her commands would not have beeii 

fully obeyed, had she honoured with them the governor of 
Douglas Dale, or any who are under his command.’ 

‘ Mow,’ replied De'Valence, ‘ you again speak like a true son 
of chivalry. With your permission, I would summon this 
minstrel to our presence. His fidelity to his mistress has been 
remarkable ; and, as matters stand now, we must take instant 
measures for tracing the place of her retreat.’ 



CHAPTER XIV 


The way is long, my children — long and rough, 

The moors are dreary, and the woods are dark ; 

But he that creeps from cradle on to grave, 

Unskilled save in the velvet course of fortune, 

Hath missed the discipline of noble hearts. 

Old Flay, 

I T was yet early in the day when, after the governor and 
De Valence had again summoned Bertram to their coun- 
cils, the garrison of Douglas was mustered, and a num- 
ber of small parties, in addition to those already despatched 
by De Valence from Hazelside, were sent ^ out to scour the 
woods in pursuit of the fugitives, with strict injunctions to 
treat them, if overtaken, with the utmost respect, and to obey 
their commands, keeping an eye, however, on the place where 
they might take refuge. To facilitate this result, some who 
were men of discretion were entrusted with the secret who the 
supposed pilgrim and the fugitive nun really were. The whole 
ground, whether forest or moorland, within many miles of 
Douglas Castle was covered and traversed by parties, whose 
anxiety to detect the fugitives was equal to the reward for 
their safe recovery liberally offered by De Walton and De 
Valence. They spared not, meantime, to make such inquiries 
in all directions as might bring to light any machinations of the 
Scottish insurgents which might be on foot in those mid dis- 
tricts, of which, as we have said before, De Valence, in particular, 
entertained strong suspicions. Their instructions were, in case 
of finding such, to proceed against the persons engaged, by arrest 
and otherwise, in the most rigorous manner, such as had been 
commanded by De Walton himself at the time when the Black 
Douglas and his accomplices had been the principal objects of 
his wakeful suspicions. These various detachments had greatly 
reduced the strength of ^the garrison ; yet, although numerous, 
alert, and despatched in every direction, they had not the 
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fortune either to fall on the trace of the Lady of Berkely or to 
ciicoii'Dter any party whatever of the insurgent Scottish. 

Meanwhile our fugitives had, as we have seen, set out from 
the convent of St. Bride under the guidance of a cavalier, of 
whom the Lady ^Augusta knew nothing save that he was to 
guide their steps in a- direction where they would not be exposed 
to the risk of being overtaken. ^ At length Margaret de^ Haut- 
lieu herself spoke upon the subject. _ ' 

‘ You have made no inquiry/ she said, ‘ Lady Augusta, whither 
you are travelling, or under whose charge, although methinks 
it should much concern you to know.' 

‘Is it not enough for me to be aware,' answered Lady 
Augusta, ‘ that I am travelling, kind sister, under the protection 
of one to whom you yourself trust as to a friend ; and why need 
I be anxious for any farther assurance of my safety 1 ' 

‘Simply/ said Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘because the persons 
with whom, fi‘om national as well as personal circumstances, I 
stand connected are perhaps not exactly the protectors to 
whom you, lady, can with such perfect safety entrust yourself.' 

‘ In what sense/ said the Lady Augusta, ‘do you use these 
V words''?' : ' ■ ' 

'‘'Because/ replied Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘the Bruce, the 
Douglas, Malcolm Fleming, and others of that party, although 
they are incajjable of abusing such an advantage to any dis- 
honourable purpose, might nevertheless, under a strong tempta- 
tion, consider you as an hostage throwm into their hands by 
Providence,^ through whom they might meditate the possi- 
bility of gaining some benefit to their dispersed and dispirited 
party.' 

‘They might make me,' answered the Lady Augusta, ‘the 
subject of such a treaty when I was dead, but, believe me, 'never ' 
while I drew vital breath. Believe me also that, with what- 
ever pain, shame, or agony I would again' 'deliver myself up to 
the power of De Walton — yes, I would' rather put myself in his 
hands. What do I say ? Hu l 1 would rather surrender myself 
to the meanest archer of my native country than combine with 
its foes to work mischief to Merry England — my own England 
— that country which is the envy of. every other country, and 
the pride of all who can term .themselves her natives I ' 

*1 thought that your choice ■ might ' prove sOj/. said Lady 
Margaret; ‘and since you have honoured me with 'your, oonfi-',, 
deuce, gladly would provide fot'your liberty., by .placing, you '' 
as nearly in the situation which you yourself, desire, as my joor.',,. 
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means have the power^ of accomplishing. In half an hour we 
shall be in danger of being taken by the English parties, which 
will be instantly dispersed in every direction in quest of ns. 
Now take notice, lady, I know a place in which I can take 
refuge with my friends and countrymen, those gallant Scots, 
who have never even in this dishonoured age bent the knee 
to Baal For their honour — their nicety of h^onour, I could in 
other days have answered with my own; but of late, I am 
bound to tell you, they have been put to those trials by -which 
the most generous auctions may be soured, and driven to a 
species of frenzy the more wild that it is founded originally on 
the noblest feelings. A person who feels himself deprived of 
his natural birthright, denounced, exposed to confiscation and 
death, because he avouches the rights of his king, the cause of 
his country, ceases on his part to be nice or precise in estimat- 
ing the degree of retaliation which it is lawful for him to 
exercise in the requital of such injuries; and, believe me, 
bitterly should I lament having guided you into a situation^ 
which you might consider afflicting or degrading.' 

*In a word, than,' said the English lady, ‘what is it you 
apprehend I am like to suffer at the hands of yonr jfiiends, 
whom I must be excused for terming rebels 1 ' 

‘If/ said the Sister Ursula, friends, whom I should 

term oppressors and tyrants, take our land and our lives, seize 
our castles and confiscate our property, yon must confess that 
the rough laws of war indulge mme with the privilege of 
retaliation. There can be no fear that such' men, under any 
circumstances, would ever exercise cruelty or insult upon a 
lady of your rank; but it is another thing to calculate that 
they will abstain from such means of extorting advantage from 
your captivity as are ■ common, in warfare. You would not, I 
think, wish to be delivered up to the English, on consideration 
of Sir John de , Walton surrendering the Castle of Douglas to 
its natural lord;, yet, were you' in the hands of the Bruce or 
,Doaglas, although I , can answer for your being treated with all 
thejespect which they have the means of showing, yet I own 
their '/putting yon at such a ransom might be by no means 
unlikely.' 

‘ I would sooner ■die,' said the Lady Berkely, ‘than have my 
mme mixed up in a treaty so disgraceful ; and De Walton's 
reply to it would, I am certain, be to strike the head from the 
messenger, and throw it from the highest tower of Douglas 
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^ Where, tlieir, kcl?, would you now go/ >said Sister Ursula, 

® w-ero tlie ciioice in your power f ^ 

my own eastle/ answered Lady^ Augusta,^ ^ where, if 
necessary, I could be defended even against the King 'himself 
until I could place at least my person under the protection of 
the chureli/ 

‘ In that ease/ replied Margaret de Haiitlieu, ^my power of 
rendering you assistance is only precanous, yet it comprehends 
a choice which I will willingly submit to your decision, not- 
withstanding I ^thereby subject the secrets of my fi’ieiids to 
some risk of being discovered . and ■ frustrated. But the con- 
fidence which you have placed in me imposes on me the 
Bceessity of committing to you a like trust. It rests with 
you whether you will proceed with- me to the secret rendezvous 
of the Douglas and his friends, which I may be blamed for 
making known, and there take your chance of the reception 
which you may encounter, since I cannot warrant yon of any- 
thing save honourable treatment, so far as your person is 
concerned ; or, if you should think this too hazardous, make 
the best of your way at once for the Border, in which last 
case I mil proceed as far as I can with you towards the English 
line, and then leave yon to pursue' your journey, and to obtain 
a guard and a conductor among your own countrymen. Mean- 
time, it will be well for me if I ^escape being: taken, since the 
abbot would not shrink at inflicting upon me the death due to 
an apostate nun/ 

SSuch cruelty, my sister,'eould hardly- be, 'inflicted upon one 
who had never taken the religious vows, and who still, according 
to the laws of the church, had a right to make a choice between 
the world and the veil/ 

SSiich choice as they gave ^ their gallant victims/ said Lady"-- 
Mar]|aret, Svlio have fallen into . English - hands during, these- : 
merciless wars — such choice as . they gave ho Wallace, the Oham- " 
pion^of Scotland; such as .they 'gave,, -to Hay, the gentle and 
the free; to Sommerville, the flower 'of chivalry ; and to Athol, 
the Hood relation of King Edward 'himself-— all of whom were 
as much traitors, under which name, they were executed, as 
Margaret de Haiitlieii is an apostate' nun," and .subject .to, the.., 
rule of the cloister.^ 

She spoke with some eagerness, for she felt, as'if the':EngIi,sh' 
lady imputed to her more coldness than she was, 'in such','.-, 
doubtful circumstances, conscious of mamfesting. . 

'And after all/ she proceeded, 'you. Lady Augusta de 
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Berkely, what do you Yenture, if yon run the risk of falling 
into the hands of your lover ? What dreadful risk do you 
incur ? You need not, methinks, fear being immured between 
four walls, with a basket of bread and a cruise of water, w^hich, 
were I seized, would be the only support allowed to me for 
the short space that my life would be prolonged. Nay, even 
were you to be betrayed to the rebel Scots, as you call them, 
a captivity among the hills, sweetened by the hope of deliver- 
ance, and rendered tolerable by all the alleviations which the 
circumstances of your captors allowed them the means of 
supplying, were not, I think, a lot so very hard to endure.' 

‘Nevertheless,’ answered the Lady of Berkely, ‘frightful 
enough it must have appeared to me, since, to fly from such, 
I threw myself upon your guidance.’ 

‘And whatever you think or suspect,’ answered the novice, 
‘ I am as true to you as ever was one maiden to another ; and 
as sure as ever Sister Ursula was true to her vows, although 
they were never completed, so will I be faithful to your secret, 
even at the risk of betraying my own. Hearken, lady ! ’ she 
said, suddenly pausing, ‘ do you hear that 1 ’ 

The sound to which she alluded was the same imitation of 
the cry of an owlet which the lady had before heard under the 
vralls of the convent. 

‘These sounds,’ said Margaret de Hautlieu, ‘ announce that 
one is near more able than I am to direct us in this matter. 
I must go forward and speak with him; and this man, our 
guide, will remain by you for a little space ; nor, when he 
quits your bridle, need you wait for any other signal, but ride 
forward on the woodland path, and obey the advice and direc- 
tions which will be given you/ 

‘Stay — stay, Sister Ursula ! ’ cried the Lady de Berkely — 
a bandon me not in this moment of uncertainty and distress ! ’ 

‘It must be, for the sake of both,’ returned Margaret de 
Hautlieu. ‘ I also am in uncertainty, I also am in distress, 
and patience and obedience are the only virtues which can 
save us both.’ 

So saying, she struck her horse with the riding-rod, and, 
moving briskly forward, disappeared among the boughs of a 
tangled thicket. The Lady of Berkely would have followed 
her companion, but the cavalier who attended them laid a 
strong hand upon the bridle of her palfrey, with a look which 
implied that he would not permit her to proceed in that direc- 
tion, Terrified, therefore, though she could not exactly state 
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a reason wh¥, tiia Lady^ of BerMj remained with her eyes 
fixed upon toe thicket, instinctively,- as it -were, ' expecting.: „to 
see a band of English archers," or rugged Scottish iiistir|ents,'''' 
issue from its tangled skirts, and doubtful which she should 
have most considered as the objects of her terror. In the dis- 
tress of her uncertainty, she again .attempted^ to move forward, ; 
but the stem check which her attendant again bestowed upon 
her bridle proved sufficiently that, in restraining her wishes, 
the stranger was not likely to spare the strength wffiich he 
certainly possessed. At length, after some ten minutes had 
elapsed, the cavalier withdrew his hand from her bridle, and 
pointing with his lance to\rards the thicket, through which 
there winded a narrow, scarce visible path, seemed to intimate 
to the lady that her road lay in that direction, and that he 
w\)uid no longer prevent her following it. 

^ Do you not go with me 1 ^ said the lady, who, having been 
accustomed to this man^s company since they left the convent, 
had by degrees come to look upon him as a sort of protector. 
He, however, gravely shook his head, as if to excuse complying 
with a request wffiich it was not in his power to grant ; and, 
turning his steed in a different direction, retired at a pace 
which soon carried him from her sight. She had then no 
alternative but to take the path of the thicket which had been 
follow^ed by Margaret de Hautlieu, nor did she pursue it long 
before coming in sight of a singular spectacle. 

The trees grew wider as the lady advanced, and when she 
entered the thicket she perceived that, though hedged in as it 
were by an enclosure of copsewood, it was in the interior alto- 
gether occupied by a few of the magnificent trees, such as 
seemed to have been the ancestors of the forest, and which, 
though few in number, w^ere sufficient to overshade all the 
unoccupied ground by the great extent of their complicated 
branches. &neath one of these lay stretched something of a 

t rey colour, which, as it drew itself together, exhibited the 
gure of a man sheathed in armour, but strangely accoutred, 
and ^ in a manner so bizarre as to indicate some of the wild 
fancies peculiar to the knights of that period. His armour 
was ingeniously painted so as to represent a skeleton, the: libs;,, 
being constituted by the corslet and its back-piece. The 
shield represented an owl with its wings spread, a device which 
was repeated upon the helmet, which appeared to be, completely 
covered by an image of the same bird of ill omen. But' .that-, .; 
which was particularly calculated to excite surprise in. -the;,.: 
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spectator was the great height and thinness of ^ the figure, 
which, ,as it ' arose from the, ground and placed itself in an 
erect posture, seemed rather to resemble an apparition in the 
act of extricating itself from the grave than that of an ordinary 
man rising upon his feet. The horse, too, upon which the lady 
rode started back and snorted, either at the sudden change of 
posture of this ghastly specimen of chivalry, or disagreeably 
afiected by some odour which accompanied his presence.^ The 
lady herself manifested some alarm, for although she did not 
utterly believe she was in the presence of a supernatural being, 
yet, among ail the strange half-frantio disguises of chivalry, 
this was assuredly the most uncouth which she had ever seen; 
and considering how often the knights of the period pushed 
their dreamy fancies to the borders of insanity, it seemed at 
best no very safe adventure to meet one accoutred in the 
emblems of the King of Terrors himself, alone, and in the 
midst of a wild forest. Be the knight's character and purposes 
what they might, she resolved, however, to accost him in the 
language and manner observed in romances upon such occa- 
sions, in the hope even that if he were a madman he might 
prove a peaceable one, and accessible to civility. 

‘ Sir knight,' she said, in as firm a tone as she could assume, 

‘ right sorry am I if, by my hasty approach, I have disturbed 
your solitary meditations. My horse, sensible, I think, of the 
presence of yours, brought me hither, without my being aware 
whom or what I was to encounter.' 

^ I am one,' answered the stranger, in a solemn tone, ^ whom 
few men seek to meet, till the time comes that they can avoid 
me no longer.' 

‘You speak, sir knight/ replied the Lady de Berkely, 
‘according to the dismal character of which it has pleased you 
to assume the distinction. ■ ■■ May I appeal to one whbse^exterior 
is so formidable, for the purpose of requesting^ some directions 
to guide me through this wild wood ; as, for instance, what is 
the name of the nearest .castle, town, or hostelry, and by what 
course I am best likely to reach such ? ' 

‘It is a singular audacity,'' answered the Knight of the 
Tomb, ‘that would enter 'into, conversation with him who is 
termed the Inexorable, the Unsparing, and the Pitiless, whom 
even the most miserable forbears, to call to his assistance, lest 
his prayers should be too soon answered.' 

‘Sir knight,' replied the Lady Augusta, ‘the character 
which you have assumed, unquestionably for good reasons. 
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clietates to you a peculiar course of speech ; but although your 
..part .is. a saci one, it does not, I should suppose, render it neces- 
sary for you to refuse those acts of civility to which_ you must 
have bound yourself in taking the high vows of chivalry/ 

4f you will trust to my guidance/ replied the ghastly 
figure, 'there is only^one condition upon which I c^ni grant you 
the information which you require; and that is, that you 
follow my footsteps ■without ■ any questions asked as to the 
tendency of our journey/ 

suppose I must submit to your conditions/ she answered, 
*if you are indeed pleased to take upon yourself the task of 
being my guide. In my heart I conceive you to be one of the 
unhappy gentlemen of Scotland who are now in arms, as they 
say, for the defence of their liberties. A rash undertaking has 
brought me within the sphere of your influence, and now the 
only favour I have to request of you, against whom I never 
did nor planned any evil, is the guidance which your knowl- 
edge of the country permits you easily to afford me in my 
way to the frontiers of England. Believe that what I may see 
of your haunts or of your practices shall be to me things 
invisible, as if they were actually concealed by the sepulchre 
itself of the king of which it has pleased you to assume the 
attributes ; and if a sum of money, enough to be the ransom 
of a w’eaithy earl, will purchase such a favour at need, such a 
raosom wdli be frankly paid, and with as much fidelity as ever 
it was rendered by a prisoner to the knight, by whom he was 
taken. Do not reject me, princely Bruce — nooie Douglas — if 
indeed it is to either of these that I address myself in this my 
last extremity; men speak of both as fearful' enemies, but 
generous knights and faithfril friends.' ' Let me entreat you to 
remember how much you. would .wish 'your own friends' an,d:; 
connexions to meet with, compassion 'under similar circum- 
stances at the hands of the,. knights .of England. f 
'And have they done soi.'^ replied the knight, in a voice' 
more gloomy than before, 'or. do 'you act wisely, while. impldr-:',,,, 
ing the protection of one whom, you believe to be a true Scottish 
knight, for no other reason than the extreme and extravagant 
misery of Ms appearance — is it, I 'say,' well, or wise to remind 
him of the mode in which the lords; of England.vhave' treated ':' , 
the lovely maidens and the high-born dames, of.' Scotland.i;'',. 
Have not their prison cages ..been .suspended „ from the battle-:'. ,, 
ments of castles, that their captivity might , be ■ .kept in ' view, of ■ ' 
eveiy base burgher who should desire to look upon the miseries ' 
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of the noblest peeresses, yea, even the queen of Scotland ? ^ Is 
this a recollection which can inspire a Scottish knight with 
compassion towards an English lady ? or is it a thought which 
can do ought but swell the deeply sworn hatred of Edward 
Plantagenet, the author of these evils, that boils in every drop 
of Scottish blood which still feels the throb of life ? No ; it is 
all you can expect if, cold and pitiless as the sepulchre I 
represent, I leave you unassisted in the helpless condition in 
which you describe yourself to be/ 

‘You will not be so inhuman,^ replied the lady; ‘in doing 
so, you must surrender every right to honest fame which 
you have won either by sword or lance. You must surrender 
every pretence to that justice which afiects the merit of sup- 
porting the weak against the strong. You must make it your 
principle to avenge the wrongs and tyranny of Edward Plan- 
tagenet upon the dames and damosels of llngland who have 
neither access to his councils nor perhaps give him their appro- 
bation in his wars against Scotland,' 

‘ It would not, then,' said the Knight of the Sepulchre, 
‘induce you to depart from your request, should I tell yon the 
evils to which you would subject yourself should we fall into 
the hands of the English troops, and should they find you 
under such ill-omened protection as my own?' 

‘Be assured,' said the lady, ‘the consideration of such an 
event does not in the least shake my resolution or desire of 
confiding in your protection. You may probably know who I 
am, and may judge how far even Edward would hold himself 
entitled to extend punishment towards me,' 

‘How am I to know you,' replied the ghostly cavalier, ‘or 
your circumstances? They must be extraordinary indeed if 
they could form a check, either of justice or humanity, upon 
the revengeful feelings of Edward. ^ All who Imow him are well 
assured that it is no ordinary motive that will induce him to 
depart from the indulgence of his evil temper. But be it as it 
may, you, lady, if a lady you be, throw yourself as a burden 
upon me, and I must discharge myself of my trust as I best 
may ; for this pui’pose you must be guided implicitly by my 
directions, which will be given after the fashion of those of the 
spiritual world, being intimations, rather than detailed instruc- 
tions, for your conduct, and expressed rather by commands than 
by any reason or argument. ^ In this way it is possible that I 
may be of service to you ; in any other case, it is most likely 
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that I may faH you at need, and melt from yotir side like a 
phantom which dreads the approach of day/ 

*Yoii cannot be so cruel ! ^ answered the lady. *A gentle- 
man., a knight, and a nobleman — and I persuade myself 1 speak 
to all — hath duties which he cannot abandon/ 

*He has, I grant it, and they are most sacred to me/ an- 
swered the Spectral Knight; ‘but I have also duties whose 
obligatioiis are doubly binding, and to which I must sacrifice 
those which would otherwise lead me to devote myself to your 
rescue. The only question is, whether you feel inclined to 
accept lay protection on the limited terms on which alone I 
can extend it, or whether you deem it better that each go their 
own way, and limit themselves to their own resources, and 
trust the rest to Providence!' 

*Alas!' replied the lady, ‘beset and hard pressed as I am, 
to ask me to form a resolution for myself is like calling on a 
j¥Teteh, in the act of failing from a precipice, to form a calm 
judgment by what twig he may best gain the chance of breaking 
his fall. ^ His answer must necessarily be, that he will cling to 
that which he can easiest lay hold of, and trust the rest to 
Providence. I accept, therefore, your offer of protection, in the 
modified way you are pleased to limit it, and I put my faith in 
Heaven and in you. To aid me effectually, however, you must 
know my name and my circumstances/ 

‘All these/ answered the Knight of the Sepulchre, ‘have 
already been told me by your late companion ; for deem not, 
young lady, that either beauty, rank, extended domains, 
unlimited^ wealth, or the highest accomplishments can w’-eigh 
anything in the consideration of him who wears the trappings 
of the tomb, and whose affections and desires are long buried in 
the charnel-house/ 

‘May your faith,' said the Lady Augusta de, Berkely, ‘be as 
steady m your words appear severe, and I submit to your guid- 
ance without the least doubt or fear that it wll prove other- 
wise than as I venture to hope.' ' 
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IKE the dog following its master, when engaged in training 
I him to the sport in which he desires he should excel, the 
-M — J Lady Augusta felt herself occasionally treated with a 
severity calculated to impress upon her the most implicit obe- 
dience and attention to the Knight of the Tomb, in whom she 
had speedily persuaded herself sne saw a principal man among 
the retainers of Douglas, if not James of Douglas himself. Still, 
however, the ideas which the lady had formed of the redoubted 
Douglas were those of a knight highly accomplished in the duties 
of chivalry, devoted in particular to the service of the fair sex, 
and altogether unlike the personage with whom she found her- 
self so strangely united, or rather for the present enthralled to. 
Nevertheless, w^hen, as if to abridge farther communication, he 
turned short into one of the mazes of the wood, and seemed to 
adopt a pace which, from the nature of the ground, the horse 
on which the Lady Augusta was mounted had difficulty to 
keep up with, she followed him with the alarm and speed of 
the . young spaniel, which, from fear rather than fondness, en- 
deavours to keep up with the track of its severe master. The 
simile, it is true, is not a very polite one, nor entirely becom- 
ing an age when women were worshipped with a certain degree 
of devotion ; but such circumstances as the present were also 
rare, and the Lady Augusta do Berkely could not but persuade 
herself that the terrible Champion, whose name had been so 
long the theme of her anxiet}^, and the terror indeed of the 
whole country, might be able, some way or other, to accomplish 
her deliverance. She, therefore, exerted herself to the utmost 
so as to keep^ pace with the phantom-like, apparition, and fol- 
lowed the knight, as the .evening shadow keeps watch upon the 
.■■hekted .rustic. .• ■ , 

As the lady obviously suffered under the ^degree of exertion 
necessary to keep her palfrey from stumbling in these steep 
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and broken paths, the Knight of the Tomb slackeiieci his pace, 
looked anxiously around him, 'aaid muttered af/parently to him- 
self, thougii probaWy iiitended for his compaiiioii's ear, ^ There 
is no occasion for so much haste/ 

He proceeded at a slower rate until they seemed to be on 
the brink oi' a ravine, being one .of many irregularities on the 
surface of the ground, effected by the sudden torrents peculiar 
to that ci)iiritry, and which, winding among the trees and. copse-, , 
wood, formed, as it w'ere, a net of places of concealment, open- 
ing into each other, so that there was perhaps no place in the 
world so fit for the purpose of ambuscade. The spot where the ' 
Borderer Tornbiiil had made Ms escape at the hunting-match 
was one specimen of this broken country, and perhaps connected 
itself with the various thickets and passes through , which"' the 
knight and pilgrim occasionally seemed to take ' their way, 
though that ravine was at a considerable distance from their 
present route. , _ . 

Meanwhile the knight led the way, as if rather with the 
purpose of bewildering the Lady .Augusta amidst these i.nter- ' 
minable woods than following any exact or fixed path. Here.' ■ .. 
they ascended, and anon appeared to descend in the same, 
direction, finding only boundless wildernesses and varied com- ■ 
biiiations of tangled woodland' scenery. Such part of The 
country as seemed arable the. knight; . appeared carefully to 
avoid; yet he could not direct his. ; course with so much cer- 
tainty but tha;t he occasionally; crossed the path of inhabitants 
and cultivators, who showed a consciousness of so singular a 
presence, never, as the lady observed,^ evinced any symptoms 

of recognition. The jnference ' .was .'obvious, that the Spectre '-'. 
Knight w'as known in the country, ' 'and that he possessed 
acllierents or accomplices there, who . were at least so iar his 
frieiids as to avoid giving any alarm,' which might be the means 
of liis discovery. The well-imitated cry of the night-owl, too 
fre^pient a guest in the wilderness that its call should be a 
subject of surprise, seemed to be a signal generally undexstood 
among them ; for it was heard in different parts of the wood, 
and the Lady Augusta, experienced in such journeys by her 
former travels under the guidance of the minstrel Bertram, was 
led to observe that, on hearing ' such . wild notes, her guide 
changed the direction of his course,.' and .betook himself to paths 
which led through deeper wilds and" more impenetrable thickets. 
This happened so often, that a 'new. alarm came upon the 
unfortunate pilgrim, w^hich suggested other motives of terror. 
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Was she not the confidante, and almost the tool, of some artful 
design, laid with a view to an extensive operation, which was 
destined to terminate, as the efforts of Douglas had before done, 
in the surprise of his hereditary castle, the massacre of the 
English garrison, and finally in the dishonour and death of that 
Sir John de Walton upon whose fate she had long believed, or 
taught herself to believe, that her own was dependent ? 

It no sooner flashed across the mind of the Lady Augusta 
that she was engaged in some such conspiracy with a Scottish 
insurgent than she shuddered at the consequences of the dark 
transactions in which she had now become involved, and which 
appeared to have a tendency so very different from what she 
had at first apprehended. 

The hours of the morning of this remarkable day, being 
that of Palm Sunday, were thus drawn out in wandering fi’om 
place to place ; while the Lady de Berkely occasionally inter- 
posed by petitions for liberty, which she endeavoured to express 
in the most moving and pathetic manner, and by offers of 
wealth and treasures, to which no answer whatever was re- 
turned by her strange guide. 

At length, as if worn out by his captive’s importunity, the 
knight, coming close up to the bridle-rein of the Lady Augusta, 
said in a solemn tone — 

U am, as you may well believe, none of those knights who 
roam through wood and wild seeking adventures, by which I 
may obtain grace in the eyes of a fair lady. Yet will I to a 
certain degree grant the request which thou dost solicit so 
anxiously, and the arbitration of thy fate shall depend upon 
the pleasure of him to whose will thou hast expressed thyself 
ready to submit thine own. I will, on our arrival at the place 
of our destination, which is now at hand,^ wiite to Sir John de 
Walton, and send my letter, together with thy fair self, by a 
special messenger. He will, no doubt, speedily attend our sum- 
mons, and thou shalt thyself be satisfied that even he who has 
as yet appeared deaf to entreaty, and insensible to earthly affec- 
tions, has still some sympathy tor beauty and for virtue. I will 
put the choice of safety and thy future happiness into thine 
own hands and those of the man whom thou hast chosen ; and 
thou mayst select which thou wilt betwixt those and misery.’ 

While he thus spoke, one of those ravines or clefts in the 
earth seemed to yawn before them, and entering it at the 
upper end, the Spectre Knight, with an attention which he had 
not yet shown, guided the lady’s courser by the rein down the 
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broken and steep path hy wMeh alone the bottom of the 
tangled dingle was accessible. 

When placed on firm ground after the clangers of a descent, 
in which her palfrey seemed to be sustainefi by the personal 
strength and address of the singular being w^ho had hold of the 
bridle, the lady looked with some astonishment at a place so 
well adapted for concealment as that which, she had now 
reached. It appeared evident that it was used, ibr this pur- 

f ose, for more than one stifled ansrrer was given to a very low 
ugle-note emitted by the Knight of the Tomb ; and when the 
same note was repeated, about half a score of armed men, some 
wearing the dress of soldiers, others those of shepherds and 
agrieiiiturists, showed themselves imperfectly, as if ackiiowl- 
■ectgmg ' the summons. 


CHAPTER XVI 


^ T T gallant friends 1 ' said the Knight of 

r™™i the Tomb to his companionSj who seemed to welcome 
A JL him with the eagerness of men engaged in the same 
perilous undertaking.^ ‘ The winter has passed oyer, the festi- 
yal of Palm Sunday is come, and as surely as the ice and snow 
of this season shall not remain to chill the earth through the 
ensuing summer, so surely we, in a few hours, keep our word to 
those Southern braggarts, who think their language of boasting 
and malice has as much force over our Scottish bosoms as the 
blast possesses over the autumn fruits; but it is not so* 
While we choose to remain concealed, they may as vainly seek 
to descry us as a housewife would search for the needle she 
has dropped among the withered foliage of yon gigantic oak. 
Yet '.a few hours, and the lost needle shall become ’ the' exter- 
■minating sword of the Genius of Scotland, avenging ten thou- 
• sand injuries, and especially the life of the gallant ; Lord 
'Douglas, • cruelly done to death as an exile from his 'native 
country/ 

An exclamation between a yell and a groan burst from the 
assembled retainers of Douglas, upon being reminded of the re- 
cent death of their chieftain ; while they seemed at the same 
time sensible of the necessity of making little noise, lest the]?' 
should give the alam to some of the numerous English, par- 
ties which were then traversing^ different parts of the forest. 
The acclamation, so cautiously uttered, had scarce died away 
in silence, when, ,the":KBight„ of the Tomb, or, to call him. by 
Ms proper name, Sir James: Douglas,, again .addressed his handful 
of faithful followers. 

® One effort, my friends, may yet be made to end our strife 
with the Southron without bloodshed. Fate has within a few 
hours thrown into my power the young heiress of Berkely, for 
whose sake it is said Sir John de Walton keeps with such 
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obstiimcy the castle which is mine by inheritanca Is there 
one among you who dare go, as the honourable escort of 
Aiigusta cie Berkely, bearing a letter, explaining the terms on 
which I am willing to restore her to her lover, to freedom, and 
to her English lordships U 

* If there is none other,' said a taU man, dressed in the 
tattered attire of a woodsman, and being, in fact, no other 
than the very Michael Turnbull who had already ^given so 
extraordinary a proof of his undaunted manhood, ^ I will gladly 
be the person who will be, the lady's henchman on this 
expedition.' 

'Thou art never wanting, said the Douglas, 'where a 
manly deed is to be done; but remember, this lady must 
pledge to us her word and oath that she will hold herself ^our 
faithful prisoner, rescue or no rescue ; that she wull consider 
herself as pledged for the life, freedom, and fair usage ^ of 
Michael Turnbull ; and that, if Sir John de Walton re.fuse my 
terms, she must hold herself obliged to return with Turnbull 
to our presence, in order to be disposed of at our pleasure.', 

There was much in these conditions which struck the Lady 
Augusta with natural doubt ^ and horror; nevertheless, strange;:' 
as it may seem, the declaration of the Douglas gave a species 
of decision to her situation which might have otherwise been 
unattainable ; and, from the high opinion which she, entertained " ,', 
of the Douglas's chivalry, ^she could^ not bring herself to think 
that any part wteh he might play in ■ the approaching drama 
would be other than that which a perfect good knight wwld, 
under all circumstanees, mamtain- towards his,, enemy;. , Even 
with respect to De Walton she felt herself relieved of a painful 
difficulty. The idea of her being discovered,, by the knight 
himself in a male disguise had preyed upon, her, spirits' ;, .,an'd: :,,; 
she felt as if guilty of a departure from the ' laws of woman,,-:;.';, 
hood, ill having extended her ,favour' towards him beyond 
maidenly limits — a step, too, which might' tend to lessen her 
ill the ej-es of the lover for whom she. had hazarded so much. 

The heart, she said, , is. -liglitly. prized ; 

That is hat lightly won ; 

And long shall moarn the heartless man 
That leaves his love too soon. 

On the other hand, to be brought before him as a prisoner was 
indeed a circumstance equally perplexing and unpleasing, but 
it was one which was beyond her control, and the Douglas, 
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into whose hands she had fallen, appeared to her to represent 
the deity in the play, whose entrance was almost sufficient to 
bring its perplexities to a conclusion; she therefore not un- 
willingly submitted to take what oaths and promises were 
required by the party in whose hands she found herself, and 
accordingly engaged to be a true prisoner, whatever might 
occur. Meantime, she strictly obeyed the directions of those 
who had her motions at command, devoutly praying that cir- 
cumstances, in themselves so adverse, might nevertheless work 
together for the safety of her lover and her own freedom. 

A pause ensued, during which a slight repast was placed 
before the Lady Augusta, who was wellnigh exhausted with 
the fatigues of her journey. 

Douglas and his partizans, meanwhile, whispered together, 
as if unwilling she should hear their conference ; while, to 
purchase their good-will, if possible, she studiously avoided 
every appearance of listening. 

After some conversation, Turnbull, who appeared to consider 
the lady as peculiarly his charge, said to her in a harsh voice, 
‘Do not fear, lady ; no wrong shall be done you ; nevertheless, 
you must be content for a space to be blindfolded.’ 

She^ submitted to this m silent terror; and the trooper, 
wrapping part of a mantle round her head, did not assist her 
to remount her palfrey, but lent her his arm to support her in 
this blinded state. 


CHAPTER XVII 


T he ground which they traversed was, as Lady Augusta 
could feel, very broken and uneven, and sometimes, as 
she thought, encumbered with ruins, which were diffi- 
cult to surmount. The strength of her comrade assisted her 
forward on such occasions ; but his help was so roughly admin- 
istered that the lady once or twice, in fear or suffering, was 
compelled to groan or sigh hea\dly, whatever was her desire to 
suppress such evidence of the apprehension which she under- 
went, or the pain which she endured. Presently, upon an oc- 
casion of this kind, she was distinctly sensible that the rough 
woodsman was removed from her side, and another of the party 
substituted in his stead, whose voice, more gentle than that of 
his con3panion, she thought she had latel}?- heard. 

* Noble lady/ were the words, ‘fear not the slightest injury 
at our hands, and accept of my ministry instead of that of my 
henchman, who has gone forward with our letter; do not 
think me presuming on my situation if I bear you in my 
arms through ruins where you could not easily move alone 
and blindfold.^ 

At the same time, the Lady Augusta Berkely felt herself 
raised from the earth in the strong arms of a man, and borne 
onward with the^ utmost gentleness, without the necessity of 
making those painful exertions which had been formerly re- 
quired. She w'as ashamed of her situation ; but, however 
(lelicate, it was no time to give vent to complaints, wffiich 
might have given offence to persons whom it was her interest 
to conciliate. She, therefore, submitted to necessity, and ' heard: :■ 
the following words whispered in her ear — 

‘ Fear nothing, there is no evil intended you ; nor shall Sir 
John de Walton, if lie loves you as you deserve at his hand,: 
receive any harm on our part. We call on him. but . to '.do-' : 
justice to ourselves and to you; and be assured you will best 



CASTLE DANGEROUS 

accomplish your orra happiness hy aiding onr views, which are 

equally in favour of yonr wishes and your freedom. 

The Lady Augusta would have made some answer to this, 
but her breath, betwixt fear and the speed with which she 
transported, refused to permit her^ to use intelligible accents. 
Meantime, she began to be sensible that she was inclosed 
within some building, and probably a ruinous one ; for aitiiough 
the mode of her transpoi'tation no longer permitted her to 
ascertain the nature of her path in any respect distinctly, yet; 
the absence of the external air — which was, however, sometinies 
excluded and sometimes admitted in furious gusts -" intimated 
that she was conducted through buildings partly entire, and m 
other places admitting the wind through wide rents and gaps. 
In one place it seemed to the lady as if she passed through 
a considerable body of people, all of whom observed silence, 
although there was sometimes heard among them a 
to which every one present in some degree contributed, aithoiign 
the general sound did not exceed a whisper. Her situation 
made her attend to every circumstance, and she did not tail to 
observe that these persons made way for liim jif ’ 

until at length she became sensible that he descended by tne 
regular steps of a stair, and that she was now alone excepting 
his company. Arrived, as it appeared to the lady, on more 
level ground, they proceeded on their singular road by a course 
which appeared neither direct nor easy, and through an atmos- 
nhere which was close to a smothering degree, and ielt at tbe 

same time Aimp and disagreeable, as if from tbe vapours of a 

^^^Her^ulde again spoke. ‘ Bear up. Lady Augusta, for a little 
longer, and continue to endure that atmosphere whicn must be 
one day common to us all. By the necessity of situation, 
must resign my present office to your ongmal guide, and can 
only give you my assurance that neither he nor any one else 
offer you the least incivility or insult, and on this you 
may rely, on the faith of a man of honour. a. j. e 

He placed her, as he said these words, upon the tu4 
and, to her infinite refreshment, made her sensible that she 
was once more in the open air, and fi-ee from 
atmosphere which had before oppressed her like that of a 
charnel-house. At the same time, she breathed m a whispr 
an anxious wish that she might be permitted .to diseuoumber 
herself from the folds of the mantle, which excluded almost 
the power of breathing, though intended only to prevent her 
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neei'iig by wliat road she traTellei She immediatelj found it 
iiirfolclerl, agreeably to her request, and hastened, with uncoT- 
ered eyes, to take note of the scene around her. 

It was overshadowed by thick oak-trees, among which stood 
some renmanis of buildings, or what might have seemed such, 
being perhaps the same in which she had been lately wander- 
ing. ' A clear fountain of living water, bubbled forth from under 
the twisted roots of one of those- trees, and offered the lady the 
opportunity of a draught of the pure element, and in which she 
also bathed her face, ^vhich had received more than one scratch 
in the course of her journey, in spite of the care, and almost the 
tenderness, with which she had latterly been borne along. The 
cool water speedily stopt the bleeding of those trifling injuries, 
and the application served at the same time to recall the scat-, 
tered senses of the damsel herself. ■ Her first idea was whether 
an attempt to escape, if such should appear possible, was not , 
advisable. A nioiiieiit^s reSeetio-n, however, satisfied her that'^ 
such a scheme was not to ' be thought of ; and such second 
thoughts were confirmed by the approach of the gigantic form 
of the himtsman Tiiriiball, the rough tones of w’hose voice were 
heard before his figure was obvious to her eye. 

^ Were you impatient for niy return, fair lady ? Such as I,^ 
he continued, in an ironical tone of voice, ^ who are foremost in 
the chase of wild stags and silvan cattle, are not in use to lag 
behind when fair ladies like you are the objects of pursuit; and 
if I am not so constant in my attendance’ as you might expect, 
believe me, it is because I ,was'. -engaged in another matter, to 
which I must sacrifice for a little -even -the duty of attending on 
you/ ^ ^ , , ■ 

* I offer no resistance/ said the lady';- ‘ forbear, however, in dis- 
charging thy duty, to augment ,my uneasiness by thy conversa- 
tion, for ill} master hath pledged" me his word that he will not 
suffer me to be alarmed or ill-treated.’ . . 

*Nay, fair one/ replied the huntsman, ‘ I aver thought it was 
fit to make interest by soft words with fair ladies ; but if you 
like it not, I have no such pleasure 'in hunting for fine holyday 
terms kit that I can with equal ease hold myself silent Come, 
then, since we must wait upon this -'lover- of yours ere moining 
closes, and learn Ms last resolution touching a matter which is 
become so strangely complicated,! will 'hold no more intercourse 
with you as a female, but talk to' you -as a person of sense, 
although an Englishwoman.’ ■ 

*Yoi will/ replied the lady/ 'best -fulfil the intentions of 
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those by whose orders yon act by holding no society with me 
whatever, otherwise than is necessary in the character of guide. ' 

The man lowered his brows, yet seemed to assent to what the 
Lady of Berkely proposed, and remained silent as they for some 
time pursued their course, each pondering over their own share 
of meditation, which probably turned upon matters essentially 
different. At length the loud blast of a bugle was heard at no 
great distance from the unsocial fellow-travellers. ‘ That is the 
person we seek,^ said Turnbull: ‘I know his blast fi’om any 
other who frequents this forest, and my orders are to bring yon 
to speech of him.' 

Tne blood darted rapidly through the lady’s veins at the 
thought of being thus unceremoniously presented to the knight 
in whose favour she had confessed a rash preference more agree- 
able to the manners of those times, when exaggerated senti- 
ments often inspired actions of extravagant generosity, than in 
our days, when everything is accounted absurd which does not 
turn upon a motive connected with the immediate selfish in- 
terests of the actor himself. When Turnbull, therefore, winded 
his horn, as if in answer to the blast which they had heard, the 
lady was disposed to fly at the first impulse of shame and of 
fear. Turnbull perceived her intention, and caught hold of her 
with no very gentle grasp, saying, ‘ Nay, lady, it is to be under- 
stood that you play your own part in the drama, which, unless 
you continue on the stage, will conclude unsatisfactorily to us 
all, in a combat at outrance between your lover and me, when 
it will appear which of us is most worthy of your favour.' 

‘ I will be patient,' said the lady, bethinking her that even 
this strange man's presence, and the compulsion which he 
appeared to use towards her, was a sort of excuse to her female 
scruples for coming into the presence of her lover, at least at 
her first appearance before him, in a disguise which her feelings 
confessed was not extremely decorous, or reconcilable to the 
of her sex. 

moment after these thoughts had passed through her 
mind, the tramp of a horse was heard approaching; and Sir 
John de Walton, pressing through the trees, became aware of 
the presence of his lady, captive, as it seemed, in the grasp of 
a Scottish outlaw, who was only Imown to him by his former 
audacity at the hunting-match. 

His surprise and joy only supplied the knight with these 
hasty expressions — ‘ Caitiff, let go thy hold 1 or die in thy pro- 
fane attempt to control the motions of one whom the very sm 
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in heaven should be proud to obey/. At the same time, appre- 
hensive that the huntsman might hurry the. lady,, ,froiG.. his, 
sight by means of some entangled path — such as upon a former 
occasion had served him forescape— Sir John de Walton dropt 
his cumbrous knee, of which the trees did not permit him the 
perfect use, and, springing from his horse, approached Turnbull 
with his drawn sword. 

Idic ricotehrnan, keeping his left hand stiE upon the lady's 
mantle, uplifted with his right his battle-axe, or Jadwood staff, 
for the purpose of parrying and returning the blow of his 
antagonist; but the lady spoke., 

‘Sir John de Walton,’ she said, ‘for Heaven’s sake, forbear 
all violence, till you hear upon what pacific object I am brought 
hither, and by 'what peaceful means- these wars may be put an 
end to. This man, though an enemy of yours, has been to me a 
civil and respectful guardian ; and I entreat you to forbear him 
while he speaks the purpose for which he has brought me hither.'’ 

‘ To speak of compulsion and the Lady de Berkely in the 
same breath would^ itself be cause enough for instant death, ^ 
said the governor of Douglas Castle ; ‘but you command, lady, 
and I spare his insignificant life, although I have causes of 
complaint against him the least of w^hich were good warrant, 
had he a thousand lives, for the forfeiture of them ail’ 

‘ John de Walton,’ replied Turnbull, ‘ this lady well knows that 
no fear of thee operates in my mind to render this a peaceful 
meeting ; and were I not withheld by other oircumstances of great 
consideration to the Douglas, as well as thyself, I should have 
no more fear in facing the utmost thou couldst do than I have 
now in levelling that sapling to the earth, it grows upon.’ 

So saying, Michael Turnbull raised his battle-axe, and struck 
from a neighbouriog oak-tree a branch, wellnigh as thick as 
a man’s arm, which, with all its twigs and lea.ves, rushed to 
tlie^ gromid^ between I)e Walton and the Scotchman, giving 
a singular instance of the keenness of his weapon, and the 
strength and dexterity with which he used it. 

‘Let there be truce, then, between us, good fellow/ said Sir 
John de Walton, ‘since it is the lady’s pleasure that such 
should be the ease, and let me know .what thou hast to say-fe :,,, 
me respecting her?’ 

‘On that subject,’ said Turnbull, .‘my .words : are few,, .but':'- 
mark thein, sir^ Englishman. ' The . Lady Augusta, Berkely, ^ 
wandering in this country, has.:' become -a prisoner of the noble 
Lord Douglas, the rightful inheritor of the castle and lordship, 
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and lie finds Mmself obliged to attach to the liberty of this 
lady the following conditions^ being in all respects such as 
good and lawful warfare entitles a knight to exact. That is 
to say, in all honour and safety the Lady Augusta shall be 
deliyered to Sir John de Walton, or those w^hom he shall name 
for the purpose of receiving her. On the other hand, the 
Castle of Douglas itself, together with all outposts or garrisons 
thereunto belonging, shall be made over and surrendered by 
Sir John de Walton, in the same situation, and containing the 
same provisions and artillery, as are now within their wails ; 
and the space of a month of truce shall be permitted to Sir 
James Douglas and Sir John de Walton farther to regulate the 
terms of surrender on both parts, having first plighted their 
knightly word and oath that in the exchange of the honourable 
lady for the foresaid castle lies the full import of the present 
agreement, and that every other subject of dispute shall, at 
the pleasure of the noble knights foresaid, be honourably com- 
pounded and agreed betwixt them ; or, at their pleasure, settled 
knightly by single combat, according to usage, and in a fair 
field, before any honourable person that may possess power 
enough to preside.’ 

It is not easy to conceive the astonishment of Sir John de 
Walton at hearing the contents of this extraordinary cartel ; he 
looked towards the Lady of Berkely with that aspect of despair 
with which a criminal may be supposed to see his guardian 
angel prepare for departure. Through her mind also similar 
ideas flowed, as if they contained a concession of what she had 
considered as the summit of her wishes, but under conditions 
disgraceful to her lover, like the cherub’s fiery sword of yore, 
which was a barrier between our first parents and the blessings 
of Paradise. 

Sir John de Walton, after a moment’s hesitation, broke sileiice 
in these words : ‘ Noble lady, you may be surprised if a condition 
be imposed upon me, having for its object your freedom, and if 
Sir John de Walton, already standing under those obligations 
to yon w^hich he is proud of acknowledging, should yet hesitate 
on accepting, with the utmost eagerness, what must ensure your 
restoration to freedom and independence ; but so it is, that the 
words now spoken have thrilled in mine ear without reaching 
to my understanding, and I must pray the Lady of Berkeiy for 
pardon if I take time to reconsider them for a short space.’ 

‘And I,’ replied Turnbull, ‘have only power to allow you 
half an hour for the consideration of an offer in accepting 
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whielij metliiBlcSj should jump shoulder-height, instead of 
asking any time for reflection. What does this cartel exact, 
«i¥e what yoiir duty as a knight implicitly obliges you to f 
You have engaged yourself to become the agent of the tyrant 
Edward, in hoidiiig Douglas ^Castle, as his commander, to the 
priyiidice of the Scottish nation and of the knight of Douglas 
Dale, who never, as a ^community or as an individual, w^ere 
guilty of the least injury towards you ; you are therefore 
prosecuting a felse path, unworthy of a good knight. On the 
other hand, the freedom and safety of your lady is now pro- 
posed to be pledged to 3 .ou, with a full assurance of her liberty 
and honour, on consideration of your withdrawing from 'the.^ 
iiiijast line of conduct in which you have suffered yourself to 
be imprudently engaged. If you persevere in it, you place 
your own honour and the lady^s happiness in the hands of men 
whom you have done everji^hing in your power to render 
desperate, and whom, thus irritated, it is most probable you 
may find such/ 

* It is not from thee at least, [ said the knight, ‘that I shsill 
learn to estimate the manner in which Douglas will explain 
the laws of w'ar, or De "Walton receive them at his dictating.^ 

M am not, then/ said Turnbull, ‘received as a friendly 
messenger f Farewell, and think of this lady as being in any 
hands but those which are safe, while you make up at leisure 
your mind upon the message I have brought you. Come, 
madam, we must be gone.' 

So saving, he seized upon, the lady's hand, and pulled her, 
as if to force her to withdraw. ■ The lady had stood motionless, 
and almost senseless, wdiile. these -speeches were /exchanged::', 
between the warriors; but ■when. 'she felt the grasp of Michael 
Turnbull she exclaimed, like- one almost beside herself with 
fear — ‘Help me, I)e Walton'!'' 

^The knight, stimg to instant rage, -assaulted the. forester': ^^■'; 
with the utmost fury, and dealt him mth his long sword, 
almost at unawares, two or, three 'heavy blows, by w#Ich he 
was so wounded that he sunk: backwards in the thicket, and 
De Walton was about to despatch him when he was prevented 
by the anxious cry of the lady — .‘Alas 1 De Walton, what have 

f ou done? This man was oMy an ambassador, and ■ should':^ 
ave passed free from injury,-, while 'h.e-:Confi,iied :him,self','to^^^^^ 
the deHvery of what he was 'charged with /.and' if. thou,,: hast'..' '; 
slain him, who knows how firightfui may prove the vengeance 
exacted ! * 
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The joice of the lady seemed to recover the huntsman from 
the effects of the blows he had received : he sprung on his 
feetj saying, ‘ Never mind me, nor think of my becoming the 
means of making mischief. The knight, in his haste, spoke 
without giving me warning and defiance, which gave him an 
advantage which, I think, he would otherwise have scorned to 
have taken in such a case. I will renew the combat on fairer 
terms, or call another champion, as the knight pleases.' With 
these words he disappeared. 

‘Fear not, empress of De Walton's thoughts,' answered the 
knight, ‘ but believe that, if we regain together the shelter of 
Douglas Castle and the safeguard of St. George's cross, thou 
mayst laugh at all. And if you can but pardon, what I shall 
never be able to forgive myself, the mole-like blindness which 
did not recognise the sun while under a temporary eclipse, the 
task cannot be named too hard for mortal valour to achieve 
which I shall not willingly undertake to wipe out the memory 
ofmy grievous fault.' 

‘ Mention it no more,' said the lady ; ‘ it is not at such a 
time as this, when our lives are for the moment at stake, that 
quarrels upon slighter topics are to be recurred to. I can tell 
you, if you do not yet know, that the Scots are in arms in this 
vicinity, and that even the earth has yawned to conceal them 
from the sight of your garrison.' 

‘Let it yawn, then,' said Sir John de Walton, ‘and suffer 
every fiend in the infernal abyss to escape from his prison-house 
and reinforce our enemies ; ^ still, fairest, having received in 
thee a pearl of matchless price, my spurs shall be hacked firorn 
my heels by the basest scullion if I turn my horse's head to 
the rear before the utmost force these ruffians can assemble, 
either upon earth or from underneath it. In thy name I defy 
them all to instant combat.' 

As Sir John de Walton pronounced these last words in 
something of an exalted tone, a tall cavalier, arrayed in black 
armour of the simplest form, stepped forth from that part of 
the thicket where TurnbuU had disappeared. ‘ I am,' he said, 

‘ James of Douglas, and your challenge is accepted. I, the 
challenged, name the arms our knightly weapons as we now 
wear them, and our place of combat this field or dingle called 
the Bloody Sykes, ^ the time being instant, and the combatants, 
like true knights, foregoing each advantage on either side.' 

‘ So be it, in God's name/ said the English Imight, whoj 
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t'lioiigli surprised at being called open to so sudden an en- 
eofiiiter with &o fomiidabie a warrior as young Douglas, was 
too proud to clroain of avoiding the combat Making a sign 
to the lady to retire behind him, that he might not lose the 
advantage which he had gained by setting her at liberty jfrom 
the forester, lie drew liis sword, and with a deliberate and pre- 
pareri attitude of olfenee moved slowly to the encounter. It 
was a dreadful one, for the courage and skill both of the 
native Lord of Douglas Dale and of De Walton were among 
the most renowned of the times, and perhaps the world of 
ehivalrv could liurdlj have produced two knights more famous. 
Tl'ieir blows fell as if urged by some mighty engine, where 
they were met and parried with equal streiigtli and dexterity ; 
nor seemed it likely, in the course of ten minutes' encounter, 
that an advantage would be gained by either combatant over 
the other. An instant they stopped hy mutually implied as- 
seiifc, as it seemed, for the purpose of takiiig breath, during 
wliicli Dougdas said, ‘I beg that this noble lady may under- 
stand that h,er own freedom is no way concerned in the 
present contest, wliicli entirely regards the injustice done by 
this Sir John de Walton, and by his nation of England, to 
the 'memory of my father, and. to. my own 'natural rights." 

‘Yuli are generous, sir knight,' replied the lady; ‘but in 
wliat cireiim stances do you place me, if you deprive me of 
my protector by death or captivity, and leave me alone in a 
fi)rei||n land!' 

‘li such should be the event of the combat,' replied Sir 
James, ‘the Doiigdas himself, lady, ^ will safely restore thee to 
thy native land; for ^nper..::did...Ms sword do an injury for 
which he was^ not willing to make amends with the same 
weapon ; and if Sir John de Walton will make the slightest 
admission that he renounces maintaining the present strife, 
were it only by yielding up a feather from the plume of his 
helmet, Douglas will renounce every .purpose on his part which 
can touch the lady's honour or safety, and the combat may be 
suspended until the national quarrel again brings us together." 

Sir John cle Walton pondered a moment, and the lady, al- 
though she did not speak, looked at him with eyes which plainly 
expressed how much she wished, that, he would choose the less 
hazariious alternative. But the knight's' owm scruples pre- 
vented his bringing the case to so- favourable an arbitremeni 

‘Never shall it be said of Sir John de Walton/ he replied, 

‘ that he compromised, in the slightest degree, his own honour 
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or that of his country. This battle may end in my defeat, or 
rather death, and in that case my earthly prospects are closed, 
and I resign to Douglas, with my last breath, the charge of 
the Lady Augusta, trusting that he will defend her with his 
life, and find the means of replacing her with safety in the 
halls of her fathers. But while I survive she may have a 
better, but will not need another, protector than he who is 
honoured by being her own choice ; nor will I yield up, were 
it a plume from my helmet, implying that I have maintained 
an unjust quarrel, either in the cause of England or of the 
fairest of her daughters. Thus far alone I will concede to 
Douglas — an instant truce, provided the lady shall not be 
interrupted in her retreat to England, and the combat be 
fought out upon another day. The castle and territory of 
Douglas is the property of Edward of England, the governor 
in his name is the rightful governor, and on this point I will 
fight while my eyelids are unclosed.’ 

^Tirne flies,’ said Douglas, ‘without waiting for our resolves; 
nor is there any ijart of his motions of such value as that 
which is passing with every breath of vital air which we pres- 
ently draw. Why should we adjourn till to-morrow that 
which can he as well finished to-day 1 Will our swords be 
sharper or our arms stronger to wield them than they are at 
this moment? Douglas will do all which knight can do to 
succour a lady in distress ; but he will not grant to her Imight 
the slightest mark of deference, which Sir John de Walton 
vainly supposes himself able to extort by force of arms.’ 

With these words, the knights engaged once more in mortal 
combat, and the lady felt uncertain whether she should attempt 
her escape through the devious paths of the wood or abide the 
issue of this obstinate fight. It was rather her desire to see 
the fate of Sir John de Walton than any other consideration 
which induced her to remain, as if fascinated, upon the spot, 
where one of the fiercest quarrels ever fought was disputed by 
two of the bravest champions that ever drew sword. At last 
the lady attempted to put a stop to the combat by appealing 
to the bells which began to ring for the service of the day, 
which was Palm Sunday. 

‘ For Heaven’s sake,’ she said, ‘ for your own sakes, and for 
that of lady’s love, and the duties of chivalry, hold your hands 
only for an hour, and take chance that, where strength, is so 
equal, means will be found of converting the truce into a solid 
peace* Think, this is Palm Sunday, and will you defile with 
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lilood such, a peciiliaT festiml of Christianity f Intermit yonr 
'■ fi?tici at"least' so" far as to- pass to' the- nearest -cliiirch, -bearing 
with yon braiicliesj not in the ostentations mode of earthly 
C3orii|iieroTS, but as rendering due homage to the rules of the 
blessed church and the institutions of our holy religion/ 

* i was mi mj road, fair lady, for that purpose, to the holy 
church of Douglas/ said the^ Englishman, ‘wdien I w^as so 
Ibrtmuite as to meet you at this place yiior do I object to pro- 
ceed thither even iio^r, holding truce for an^hour, and I fear 
not to find there friends to whom I can commit you with, assur- 
ance of safety, in ease 1 am unfortunate in the combat which is 
now broken off, to be resumed after the service of the day/ 

* I also assent/ said the Douglas, ‘ to a truce for^ such short 
space ; nor do I fear that there may be good Christians enough 
at the church who will not see their master overpowered by 
odds. Let as go thither, and each take the chance of what 
Heaven shall please to send us/ 

Prom these words, Sir John de Walton little doubted that 
Douglas had assured himself of a pai’ty among those who should 
there assemble ; but he doubted not of so many of the garrison, 
being present as w'ould bridle every attempt at rising ; and the 
risk/ he thought, was worth incurring, since he should thereby 
secure an opportunity to place .Lady Augusta de Berkely in 
safety, at least so far as to make her liberty depend on the 
evetit of a general conflict, instead of the precarious issue of a 
combat between himself and Douglas. ■ .. 

Both these distinguished knights, were inwardly of opinion 
that the proposal of the lady,-. thGUgh '.ifreiieved them from 
tlieir present conflict, by no means bound them to abstain from 
the eon.sefpieiices which an accession of force might add to their 
general strength, and each relied, upon his superiority, in some':;:, 
degree prcnddecl for by their previous proceedings.; , Sir- John-. : 
de Walton made almost certain of meeting -with' several of his 
bands of soldiers, who were scouring the country and travers- 
ing the woods by his direction ; and Do'uglas, it may be sup- 
posed, had not ventured himself in person where a price was 
set upon his head without being" attended by a sufficient 
number of approved adherents, placed in more or less connexion 
with each other, ^ and stationed for mutual support. Each, 
therefore, entertained well-grounded hopes that,., by -adopting;:;;^ 
the truce proposed, he would ensure himself an, advantage 
over his antagonist, although neither', exactly knew in what 
manner or to what extent this ’success, was to:. be^obtamM.:' 


CHAPTER XVITI 


His talk was of another world — Ms bodements 
Strange, doubtful, and mysterious ; those who heard him 
Listen’d as to a man in feverish dreams, 

Who speaks of other objects than the present. 

And mutters like to him who sees a vision. 

Old Play, 

O N the same Palm Sunday when Pe Walton and Douglas 
measured together their mighty swords, the minstrel 
Bertram was busied with the ancient book of prophe- 
cies, which we have already mentioned as the supposed compo- 
sition of Thomas the Rhymer, but not without many anxieties 
as to the fate of his lady, and the events which were passing 
around him. As a minstrel, he was desirous of an auditor to 
enter into the discoveries which he should make in that mystic 
volume, as well as to assist in passing away the time ; Sir John 
de Walton had furnished him, in Gilbert Greenleaf the archer, 
with one who was well contented to play the listener ‘ from morn 
to dewy eve,' provided a flask of Gascon wine, or a stoiip of good 
English ale, remained on the board. It may be remembered 
that De Walton, when he dismissed the minstrel from the dun- 
geon, was sensible that he owed him some compensation for the 
causeless suspicion which had dictated his imprisonment, more 
particularly as he was a valued servant, and had shown himself 
the faithful confidant of the Lady Augusta de Berkely, and the 
person who was moreover likely to Imow all the motives and 
circumstances of her Scottish journey. To secure his good 
wishes was, therefore, politic ; and De Walton had intimated 
to his faithful archer that he was to lay aside all suspicion of 
Bertram, but at the same time keep him in sight, and, if pos- 
sible, in good humour with the governor of the castle and his 
adherents. Greenleaf, accordingly, had no doubt in his own 
mind that the only way to please a minstrel was to listen with 
patience and commendation to the lays which he liked best to 
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or the tales which he most loved to tell ; and in order to 
eiisiire the execution of his master^s eommands, he judged it 
neccHgarj to demand of the butler sueh^store of good liquor as 
could not fail to enhance the pleasure of his society. 

Having thus fortified himself with the means of bearing a 
long interview with the minstrel, Gilbert Greenleaf proposed 
to confer upon him the bounty of an early breakfast, which, if 
it pleased him, they might wash down with a cup of sack, and, 
having his master's commands to show the minstrel anything 
about the castle which he might wish to see, refresh their over- 
wearied spirits by attending a part of the garrison of Douglas 
to the service of the day, which, as we have already seen, was 
of peculiar sanctity. Against such a proposal the minstrel, a 
good Christian by profession, and, by his connexion with the 
Joyous science, a good fellow, having no objections to offer, the 
two comrades, who had formerly little good-will towards each 
other, commenced their morning's repast on that fated Palm 
Sunday with all manner of cordiality and good fellowship. 

M)o not believe, worthy minstreV said the archer, ‘that my 
master in any respect disparages your worth or rank in refer- 
ring you for company or conversation to so poor a man as my- 
self It is true, I am no officer of this garrison ; yet for an 
old archer, w'ho for these thirty years has lived by bow and 
bowstring, I do not — Our Lady make me thankful 1 — hold less 
share in the grace of Sir John de Walton, the Earl of Pem- 
broke, and other approved good soldiers, than many of those 
giddy young men on wLom commissions are conferred, and to 
wkun confidences are entrusted, not on account of what they 
have done, but what their ancestors have done before thenn 
I pray you to notice among them one youth placed at our head 
in I)e Walton's absence, and who bears the nonoured name of 
Aymer de Valence, being the same with /that of the Earl of 
Fenibroke, of whom I have spoken ; this knight has also a 
brisk young page, wdiom men call Fabian' Harbothel/ 

it to these gentlemen that your' ^ censure applies?' 
answered the ^minstrel ‘I should have judged diflerently, 
having never, in the course of my experience, seen a young 
man more courteous and amiable than the young knight you 
named.' 

‘I nothing dispute that it may be so,'", said the . archer,' ' 
hastening to amend the false step which he had madej .‘but in '. 
order that it should be so, it wjll be necessary that he' conforai.., 
to the usages of his uncle, taking the advice of experienced old: ' 
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soldiers in^tlie emergencies whioh may present themsekes; and 
not believing that the knowledge which it takes many years 
of observation to acquire can be at once conferred by the slap 
of the flat of a sword, and the magic words, up, Sir 

Arthur/' or however the case may l3e/ 

^ Doubt not, sir archer/ replied Bertram, ‘that I am fully 
aware of the advantage to be derived from conversing with men 
of experience like you : it benefiteth men of every persuasion, 
and 1 myself am oft reduced to lament my -want of sufficient 
knowledge of armorial bearings, agns, and cognizances, and 
would right fain have thy assistance, where I am a stranger 
alike to the names of places, of persons, and description of 
banners and emblems by which great families are distinguished 
from each other, so absolutely necessary to the accomplishment 
of my present task.' 

‘Pennons and banners,' answered the archer, f I have seen 
right many, and can assign, as is a soldier's wont, the name of 
the leader to the emblem under which he musters his followers ; 
nevertheless, worthy minstrel, I cannot presume to understand 
what you call prophecies, with or under warranted authority of 
old painted books, expositions^ of dreams, oracles, revelations, 
invocations of damned spirits, judicials, astrologicals, and other 
gross and palpable offences, whereby men, pretending to have 
the assistance of the Devil, do impose upon the common people, 
in spite of the warnings of the privy council; not, however, 
that I suspect you, worthy minstrel, of busying yourself with 
these attempts to explain futurity, which are dangerous attempts, 
and may be truly said to be penal, and part of treason.' 

‘There is something in what you say,' replied the minstrel; 
‘ yet it applieth not to books and manuscripts such as I have 
been convsulting ; part of which things, therein written, having 
already come to pass authorise us surely to expect the com.- 
pletion of the rest ; nor would I have much difficulty in showing 
you from this volume that enough has been already proved 
true to entitle us to look with certainty to the accomplishment 
of that which remains.' 

‘I should ^ be glad to hear that/ answered the archer, who 
entertained little more than a soldier's belief respecting proph- 
ecies and auguries, but yet cared not bluntly to contradict the 
minstrel upon such subjects, as he had been instructed by Sir 
John de Walton to comply with his humour. 

Accordingly the minstrel began to recite verses which, in 
our time, the ablest interpreter could not make sense out o£ 
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^ Wlipii tfic «?ock crowSj keep well kis comb, 

For the fox aiid the fiilmart they are false both. 

Wlien the raven and the rook have 3 *ouiided together, 

And the kid it) cliff shall accord to the same, 

Then shall they he bold, and soon to battle thereafter. 

Tlifii the birds of the raven rugs and'reives, 

And the h»ril men of Lothian are louping on. their horse ; 

shall the poor people be spoiled 'full near, ' 

And the abbeys be burnt truly that stand npon Tweed ; 

They shail burn and slay, and great reif. make 
Ibere Hhall no j>oor man who say whose iiian he is : 

Then shall the land be lawdoss, for love there is none. 

Then falset shall have foot fully five years ; 

Then truth surely shall be tint, and none shall lippen to other ; 

The one cousing shall not trust the other, 

Not the son tins father, nor the father the son ; 

For to have Ills goods he would have him hanged.’ 

The archer listened to these mystic prognostications, which 
tvere not the less wearisome that they were, in a considerable 
degree, nninteliigible ; at the san3.e time subduing his Hotspur- 
liko disposition to tire of the recitation, yet at _^brief intervals 
comforting himself with an application to the wine flagon, and 
eiidiiriiig as he might “what he neither understood nor took 
interest in. Meanwhile the minstrel proceeded with^his expla- 
nation of the dubious and imperfect vaticinations of which w^e 
have given a sufficient specimen.- ■ 

^ * Could you^wish,^ said he to Greenleafj.^a more exact descrip- 
tion of the miseries which have passed over Scotland in these 
latter days! Have not these the .raven and ...rook, the fox and 
the fulmart, explained ; either because the nature of the birds 
or beasts bear an individual resemblance'to' those of the knights 
who display them on their banners, or otherwise are bodied 
firth by actual blazonry on their .shields, and come openly into 
the field to ravage and destroy f Is not the total disunion of 
the laiid indicated by these words, that connexions of 

lilood shall be broken asunder, that - kinsmen .shall not trust 
miih other, and that the father and son, instead of putting faith 
ill tlmir natural connexion, shall seek each other^s life, in order 
to enjoy his inheritance ? The leal men of Lothian are distinctly 
mentioned as taking arms, and there is plainly allusion to the 
other events of these late Scottish troubles. The death of this 
last niiiam is obscurely intimated under the type of a hound, 
which was that good lord% occasional cognizance.' 

The hoiiiiii that waj5 hai’med,.tlien'.m'iizzled shall be, 

Who loved him worst shall weep, for his wreck ; 
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Yet shall a whelp rise of the same race, 

That rudely shall roar, and rule the whole north, 

And quit the whole quarrel of old deeds done, 

Though he from his hold be kept back a while. 

True Thomas told me this in a troublesome time, 

In a harvest morning at Eldoun Hills, 

This hath a meaning, sir archer,' continued the miiistrel, 
‘and which flies as directly to its mark as one of your own 
arrows, although there may be some want of wisdom in inaking 
the direct explication. Being, however, upon assurance with 
you, I do not hesitate to tell you that in my opinion this lion’s 
whelp that waits its time means this same celebrated Scot- 
tish prince, Eobert the Bruce, who, though repeatedly defeated, 
has still, while hunted with bloodhounds and surrounded by 
enemies of every sort, maintained his pretensions to the crown 
of Scotland in despite of King Edward, now reigning.' 

‘Minstrel,' answered the soldier, ‘you are my guest, and we 
have sat down together as friends to this simple meal in good 
comradeship. I must tell thee, however, though I am loth to 
disturb our harmony, that thou art the first who hast adven- 
tured to speak a word before Gilbert Greenleaf in favour of 
that outlawed traitor, Robert Bruce, who has by his seditions 
so long disturbed the peace of this realm. Take my advice, 
and be silent on this topic ; for, believe me, the sword of a true 
English archer will spring from its scabbard without consent of 
its master should it hear aught said to the disparagement of 
bonny St. George and his ruddy cross ; nor shall the authority 
of Thomas the Rhymer, or any other prophet in Scotland, 
England, or Wales, be considered as an apology for such un- 
becoming predictions.' 

‘ I %vere loth to give offence at any time,' said the minstrel, 
‘much more to provoke you to anger, when I am in the very 
act of experiencing your hospitality. I trust, however, you 
will remember that I do not come your uninvited guest, and 
that, if I speak to you of future events, I do so without having 
the least intention to add my endeavour to bring them to pass ; 
for, God knows, it is many years since mj sincere prayer has 
been for peace and happiness to all men, and particularly 
honour and happiness to the land of bowmen, in which I was 
born, and which I am bound to remember in my prayers beyond 
all other nations in the world.' 

‘ It is w^ell that you do so,' said the archer * ‘ for so you shall 
best maintain yout' bounden duty to the fair land of your 
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birth, wiiicli is the richest that the sun shines upon. Some- 
thing, howe?er, I would know, if it- suits with your pleasure to 
tell me, and that is, whether you find anything in these rude 
rhymes appearing to affect the safety of the Castle of Douglas, 
where we now are 1 for, mark me, sir minstrel, I have observed 
that these mouldering parchments, when or by whomsoever 
composed, have so far a certain coincidence with the truth, 
that when such predictions which they contain are spread 
abroad in the country, and create rumours of plots, conspiracies, 
and bloody wars, they are very apt to cause the very mis- 
chances which they would^ be thought only to predict/ 

^It were not very cautious in me,^ said the minstrel, ‘to 
choose a prophecy for my theme which had reference to any 
attack on this garrrison ; for in such case I should, acccording to 
your ideas, lay myself under suspicion of endeavouring to for- 
ward what no person could more heartily regret than myself/ 

* Take my word for it, good friend,' said the archer, ‘ that 
it shall not be thus with thee ; for I neither will myself con- 
ceive ill of thee nor report thee to Sir John de Walton as 
meditating harm against him or his garrison ; nor, to speak 
truth, would Sir John de Walton be willing to believe any one 
who did. He thinks highly, and no doubt deservedly, of thy 
good faith towards thy lady, and would conceive it unjust to 
suspect the fidelity of one who has given evidence of his will- 
ingness to meet death rather than betray the least secret of 
his mistress/ 

‘ In preserving^ her secret,' said Bertram, * I only discharged 
the duty of a fiaithfiil servant, leaving it to her to judge how 
long such a secret ought to be preserved ; for a faithful ser- 
vant ought to think as little of the issue towards himself of 
the commission which he bears as the band of flock-silk 
concerns itself with the secret of the letter which it secures. 
And touching your question, I have no objections, although 
merely to satisfy your curiosity, to unfold to you that these 
old prophecies do contain some intimations of wars befall- 
mg in Douglas Dale between an haggard, or wild hawk, which 
I take to be the cognizance mf - Sir John de Walton, and 
the three stars, or martlets,, which, is the cognizance of the 
Douglas ; and more particulars I could tell of these onslaughts, 
did! know whereabouts is, a place in these woods termed 
Bloody Sykes, the scene also, as ,.I comprehend, of slaughter 
and death between the followers. of - the 'three stars'^ and those"-, 
who hold the part of the Saxon,-or King of England/ 
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SSuch a place/ replied Gilbert Greenleafj baye beard 
often mentioned by that name among the natives of these 
parts ; nevertheless, it is in vain to seek to discover the precise 
spot, as these wily Scots conceal from us with care everything 
respecting the geography of their country, as it is called by 
learned men ; but we may here mention the Bloody Sykes, 
Bottomless Myre, and other places as portentous names, to 
w^hich their traditions attach some signification of war and 
slaughter. If it suits your wish, however, we can, on our way 
to the church, try to find this place called Bloody Sykes, which 
I doubt not we shall trace out long before the ^ traitors who 
meditate an attack upon us will find a power sufficient for the 
attempt.' 

Accordingly, the minstrel and archer, the latter of whom 
was by this time reasonably well refreshed with wine, marched 
out of the Castle of Douglas, without waiting^ for others of the 
garrison, resolving to seek the dingle bearing the ominous 
name of Bloody Sykes, concerning which the archer only knew 
that by mere accident he had heard of a place bearing such a 
name, at the hunting-match made under the auspices of Sir 
John de Walton, and knew that it lay in the 'woods somewhere 
near the town of Douglas, and in the vicinage of the castle. 


CHAPTER XIX 


Eotspur, I cannot clioose ; sometimes lie angers me 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of tlie dreaiiier ^Merlin, and his prophecies, 

And of a dragon and a finless fish, 

A dipt- wing’d giiifin and a moulten raven, * 

A couching Hon, and a, ramping cat, 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. 

King Henry IV* 

P HE conYersation between tbe minstrel and the ancient 
archer naturally pursued a train somewhat resembling 
that of Hotspur and Glendower, in which Gilbert Green- 
leaf by degrees took a larger share than was apparently con- 
sistent with his habits and education ; but the truth was that, 
asjie exerted himself to recall the recognizances of military 
ehieftaiiis, their war-cries, emblems, and other types by which 
they distinguished themselves in battle, and might undoubtedly 
be indicated in prophetic rhymes, he began to experience the 
pleasure which most men entertain when they find themselves 
unexpectedly possessed of a faculty which the moment calls 
upon them to employ, and renders them important in the 
possession of. The niinstreFs sound good sense was certainly 
somewhat surprised at the inconsistencies sometimes displayed 
by his compaiiion, as he was carried ..off- by, the, willingness to, 
make show of his newly-discoyered 'faculty 'on the one hind, 
and, on the other, to call to mmd'',the prejudices which he had ' 
nourished duriiig his whole life against minstrels, who, with the 
train ^ of legends and fables, were. the. more likely to be false, 
as being generally derived from, the VNorth Countrie.^ 

^As they strolled from one glade of the forest to another, ' -the,' , 
minstrel began to be surprised at the.number of Scottish votaries, 
whom they met, and who seem.6'd to be hastening to the church,' 
and, as it appeared by the boughs .which they carried, , to assist 
in the ceremony of the day. To : each' of. these the archer put '. 
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a question respecting the existence of a place called Bloody 
Sykes, and where it was to be found ; but all seemed either to 
be ignorant on the subject or desirous of evading it, for which 
they found some pretext in the jolly archer’s manner of inter- 
rogation, which savoured a good deal of the genial breakfast. 
The general answer was, that they knew no such place, or had 
other matters to attend to upon the morn of a holy-tide than 
answering frivolous questions. At last, when, in one or two 
instances, the answer of the Scottish almost approached to 
sullenness, the minstrel remarked it, observing, that there was 
ever some mischief on foot w^hen the people of this country 
could not find a civil answer to their betters, which is usually 
so ready among them, and that they appeared to be making a 
strong muster for the service of Palm Sunday. 

‘You will doubtless, sir archer,’ continued the minstrel, 

‘ make your report to your knight accordingly ; for I promise 
you that, if you do not, I myself, whose lady’s freedom is 
also concerned, will feel it my duty to place before Sir John 
de Walton the circumstances which make me entertain sus- 
picion of this extraordinary confluence of Scottish men, and 
the surliness which has replaced their wonted Qourtesy of 
manners.’ 

‘ Tush, sir minstrel,’ replied the archer, displeased at 
Bertram’s interference, ‘ believe me, that armies have ere now 
depended on my report to the general, which has always been 
perspicuous and clear, according to the duties of war. Your 
wallc, my worthy friend, has been in a separate department, 
such as affairs of peace, old songs, prophecies, and the like, in 
which it is far from my thougnts to contend with you; but 
credit me, it will be most for the reputation of both that we 
do not attempt to interfere with what concerns each other,’ 

‘It is far from my wish to do so,’ replied the minstrel; ‘but 
I would wish that a speedy return should be made to the 
castle, in order to ask Sir John de Walton’s opinion of that 
which we have but just seen.’ 

‘ To this,’ replied Greenleaf, ‘there can he no objection ; but, 
would you seek the governor at the hour which now is, you 
will find him most readily by going to the church of Douglas, 
to which he regularly wends on occasions such as the present, 
with the principal part of his officers, to ensure by his pres- 
ence that no tumult arise — of which there is no little dread ^ — 
between the English and the Scottish. Let us therefore hold 
to our original intention of attending the service of the day, 
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and we sball rid ourselves of these entangled woods, and gain 
the shortest road to the church of Douglas/ 

*Iiet us go then with all despatch/ said the minstrel; ‘and 
with the greater haste, that it appears to me that something 
lias passed on this very spot this morning which argues that 
the Christian peace due to the day has not been inviolably 
observed What mean these drops of blood 1’ alluding to 
tiifjse which had flowed from the wounds of Tumbull. ‘ Where- 
fore is the earth impressed with these deep dints, the footsteps 
of armed men advancing and retreating, doubtless, according to 
the chances of a fierce and heady conflict? ’ 

^By Out Lady,^ returned Greenleaf, ‘I must own that thou 
seesfc clear. Wnat were my eyes made of when they permitted 
thee to be the first discoverer of these signs of conflict ? Here 
are fethers of a blue plume, which I ought to remember, see- 
ing my knight assumed it, or at least permitted me to place it 
ill his helmet, this morning, in sign of returning hope, horn the 
liveliness of its colour. But here it lies, shorn from his head, 
and, if I may guess, by no friendly hand Come, friend, to the 
church — to the church, and thou shalt have my example of 
the manner in which De Walton ought to be supported when 
ill danger/ 

He led the way through the town of Douglas, entering at 
tbe ^so^lthern gate, and up the very street in which Sir Aymer 
de Valence had charged the Phantom Knight. 

We can now say more fully^ that the church of Douglas had 
originally been a stately Gothic building,, whose towers, arising 
liigdi above the walls of the town, bore witness to the grandeur 
of its original ^construction. It was, now partly ruinous, and 
the small portion of open space which' was' retained for public 
worship was fitted up in the family aisle, where its deceased 
b)rds rested from worldly labours .and -the- strife of war. From 
the open ground in the front of the building their eye could 
pursue a considerable part of 'the co.urse' of the river Douglas, 
which approached the town from the south-west, bordered by a 
line of hills fantastically diversified in their appearance, and in 
many places covered with copsewood, which descended towards 
the valley, and formed a part of the tangled and intricate wood- 
land by which the town was surrounded. ' The .river itself, 
sweeping round the west side of the town, and- from; thence:^ 
northward, supplied that large inundation ' or artificial piece 
of water which we have already mentioned. , Several, of the,.,. 
Scottish people, bearing willow .branches, ' 0 .r ' those : of yew, -to' ' 
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represent the palms which were the s3rmbol of the day, seemed 
wandering in the churchyard as if to attend the approach of 
some person of peculiar sanctity, or procession of monks and 
friars, come to render the homage due to the solemnity. At the 
moment almost that Bertram and his companion entered the 
churchyard, the Lady of Berkely, who was in the act of follow- 
ing Sir John de Walton into the church, after having witnessed 
his conflict with the young knight of Douglas, caught a glimpse 
of her faithful minstrel, and instantly determined to regain the 
company of that old servant of her house and confidant of her 
fortunes, and trust to the chance afterwards of being rejoined 
by Sir John de Walton, with a sufficient party to provide for 
her safety, which she in no respect doubted it would be hk 
care to collect. She darted away accordingly from the path in 
which she was advancing, and reached the place where Bertram, 
with his new acquaintance Greenleaf, were making some in- 
quiries of the soldiers of the English garrison, whom the service 
of the day had brought there. 

Lady Augusta Berkely, in the meantime, had an oppor- 
tunity to say privately to her faithful attendant and guide, 
^Take no notice of me, friend Bertram, but take heed, if 
possible, that we be not again separated from each other/ 
Having given him this hint, she observed that it was adopted 
by the minstrel, and that he presently afterwards looked round 
and set his eye upon her, as, muffled in her pilgrim's cloak, she 
slowly withdrew to another part of the cemetery, and seemed 
to halt until, detaching himself from Greenleaf, he should find 
an opportunity of joining her. 

Nothing, in truth, could have more sensibly affected the 
faithful minstrel than the singular mode of communication 
which acquainted him that his mistress was safe, and at liberty 
to choose her own motions, and, as he might hope, disposed to 
extricate herself from the dangers which surrounded her in 
Scotland, by an immediate retreat to her own country and 
domain. He would gladly have approached and joined her, 
but she took an opportunity by a sign to caution him against 
doing so, while at the same time he remained somewhat appre- 
hensive of the consequences of bringing her under the notice 
of his new friend, Greenleaf, who might perhaps think it proper 
to busy himself so as to gain some favour with the knight who 
was at the head of the garrison. Meantime the old archer con- 
tinued his conversation with Bertram, while the minstrel, like 
many other men similarly situated, heartily wished that Ms 
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well-iBaaBiiig companion liad been a hnndred fatboms iinder 
groiiiitl, so Ms eYaiiisliment had given Hin license to join Ms 
mistress; but all lie had in Ms power.was to approach her as 
near as he couid’^vithoiit creating^ any ■ suspicion. 

would pray you, worthy minstreV said , Greenieaf’ ' after 
looking carefully round, ‘ that we may prosecute together the 
theme 'which w^e w^ere agitating^before^ we came hither : is it 
not your opinion that the Scottish natives have fked this very 
iiioriiing for some of those dangerous attempts \vhich they have 
repeatedly made, and which are so carefully guarded against 
by the governors placed in this district of Douglas by our good 
lung Edward, our rightful sovereign r 

cannot see,^ replied the minstrel, ‘ on what grounds you 
found such an apprehension, or what you see here in the church- 
yard diiferent from that you talked of as we approached it, 
when you held me rather in scorn for giving w’ay to some 
suspicions of the same kind.’ 

* J)o you not see/ added the archer, ‘the numbers of men 
with strange faces, and in various ' disguisements, who are 
thronging about these ancient ruins, which are usually so 
solitary 1 Yonder, for example, sits a boy, who seems to shun 
observation, and whose dress, I will be sworn, has never been 
s^hapedJn Scotland.’ ^ ^ , y 

‘And if he is an English pilgrim,’ replied the minstrel, 
observing that the archer pointed towards the Lady of Berkely, 

‘ he__sure'ly affords less matter of suspicion.’ , 

‘I know not that/ said old Greenleaf, ‘but I think it will 
be my duty to inform Sir John de'.. Walton, if I can reach 
him, that there are many persons here- who in outward appear- 
ance neither belong to the garrison nor to this part of the 
country.’ ^ 

‘ Consider,’ said Bertram,^ ‘before. you harass with' accusation' ,v 
a poor young man, and subject him to thenonsequenees wMch 
must necessarily attend upon suspicions of this nature, how 
many circumstances call forth men peculiarly to devotion at 
this period. Not only is tMs the time of the triumphal 
entrance of the Founder of the Christian religion into Jerusa- 
lem, but the day itself is called Dominica Confitentium^ or the 
Sunday of Confessors, and the pahn-tree, or the box and yew, 
which are^used as its substitutes, and, which are distribute,d ',,'; 
to the priests, are burnt solemnly to, ashes,' and >t}lose,.,ashes,,: ' 
distributed among the pious by the priests upon the Ash 
Wednesday of the succeeding year- — all which rites and cere- 
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monies in our country are observed by order of the Christian 
Church ; nor ought you, gentle archer, nor can yon without a 
crime, persecute those as guilty of designs upon your garrison 
who can ascribe their presence here to their desire to discharge 
the duties of the day ; and look ye at yon numerous procession 
approaching with banner and cross, and, as it appears, consist- 
ing of some churchman of rank and his attendants ; let us first 
inquire who he is, and it is probable we shall find in his name 
and rank sufficient security for the peaceable and orderly 
behaviour of those whom piety has this day assembled at the 
church of Douglas/ 

Greenleaf accordingly made the investigation recommended 
by his companion, and received information that the holy man 
who headed the procession was no other than the diocesan of 
the district, the Bishop of Glasgow, who had come to give 
his countenance to the rites with which the day was to be 
sanctified. 

The prelate accordingly entered the walls of the dilapidated 
churchyard, preceded by his cross-bearers, and attended by 
numbers, with boughs of yew and other evergreens, used on 
the festivity instead of palms. Among them the holy father 
showered his blessing, accompanied by signs of the cross, 
which were met with devout exclamations by such of the wor- 
shippers as crowded around him — ‘ To thee, reverend father, 
we apply for pardon for our offences, which we humbly desire 
to confess to thee, in order that we may obtain pardon from 
Heaven,’ 

In this manner the congregation and the dignified clergyman 
met together, exchanging pious greeting, and seemingly intent 
upon nothing but the rites of the day. The acclamations of 
the congregation mingled with the deep voice of the officiating 
priest, dispensing the sacred ritual, the whole forming a scene 
which, conducted with the Catholic skill and ceremonial, was 
at once imposing and affecting. 

The archer, on seeing the zeal with which the people in the 
churchyard, as well as a number who issued from the church, 
hastened proudly to salute the bishop of the diocese, was rather 
ashamed of the suspicions which he had entertained of the 
sincerity of the good man’s purpose in coming hither. Taking 
advantage of a fit of devotion, not perhaps very common with 
old Greenleaf, who at this moment thrust himself forward to 
share in those spiritual advantages which the prelate was 
dispensing, Bertram slipped clear of his English friend, and, 
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glidisg to tlae side of the Lady Augnstaj exchanged, hy the 
pressure of the hand, a mutual congratulation upon ^ having 
rejoined company. On a sign by the minstrel, they withdpw 
to the inside of the church, so as to remain unobserved amidst 
the crowd, in which they were favoured by the dark shadows 
of some parts of the building. 

The body of the church, broken as it was, and hung round 
wkli the armorial trophies of the last Lords of Douglas, fur- 
nished rather the appearance of a sacrilegiously desecrated ruin 
than the inside of a holy place; yet some care appeared to 
have been taken to prepare it for the service of the day. At 
the lower end hung the great escutcheon of William Lord of 
Douglas, who had lately died a prisoner in England ; around 
that escutcheon were placed the smaller shields of his sixteen 
ancestors, and a deep black shadow was diffused by the whole 
mass, unless w^here relieved by the glance of the coronets or 
the glimmer of bearings particularly gay in emblazonry. I 
need not say that in other respects the interior of the church 
was much dismantled ; it being the very same place in which 
Sir Aymer de Valence held an interview with the old sexton, 
and w^ho now, drawing into a separate corner some of the 
straggling parties whom he had collected and brought to the 
cluircli, kept on the alert, and appeared ready for an attack as 
well at imd-day as at the witching hour of midnight. This 
was the more necessary, as the eye of Sir John de Walton 
seemed busied in searching from one place to another, as if 
unable to hud the object he was in quest of, which the reader 
will easily understand to be the Lady Augusta de Berkely, of 
whom he had lost sight in the pressure of the multitude. At 
the eastern part of the church was. fitted up a temporar}^ altar, 
by the side of which, arrayed in his . robes, the Bishop of 
Glasgow had taken his place, with such priests and attendants 
as composed Ms episcopal retinue; , His suite was neither 
numerous^ nor riclily attired, nor ' did-- -his owui appearance pre- 
sent a splendid specimen of the wealth And; dignity; ' of 
episcopal order. When he .laid down, however, his golden 
cross, at the stern command of, the King of England, that of 
simple wood, which he assumed instead thereof, - did not possess 
less authority nor command , less awe among the .clergy ^ and.: 
people of the diocese. 

The various persons, natives^ of Scotland, mow : gathered ; 
around seemed to watch Ms motions, 'as those of 'a'"Aescended:,; , ■ 
saint, and the English waited in mute astonishment, ;appreheB-' : 
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credit by me, whether in pursuit or in bringing to bay; and 
even in this last matter, methinks this gay English knight 
would not have come off with such advantage had the ground 
on which we stood been alike indifferent to both, or had I been 
aware of his onset; but it will be seen, by any one who takes 
the trouble to examine, that poor Michael TurnbuIFs foot 
slipped twice in the melee^ otherwise it had not been his fate 
to be lying here in the dead-thraw;^ while yonder Southron 
would probably have died like a dog upon this bloody straw 
in his place.' 

llie bishop replied, advising his penitent to turn from vin- 
dictive thoughts respecting the death of others, and endeavour 
to fix his attention upon his own departure from existence, 
which seemed shortly about to take place. 

‘Way,' replied the wounded man, ‘you, father, undoubtedly 
know best what is fit for me to do ; yet methinks it would not 
be very well with me if I had prolonged to this time of day the 
task of revising my life, and I am not the man to deny that 
mine has been a bloody and a desperate one. But you will 
grant me I never bore malice to a brave enemy for having 
done me an injury, and show me the man, being a Scotchman 
born and having a natural love for his own country, who hath 
not, in these times, rather preferred a steel cap to a hat and 
feather, or who hath not been more conversant with drawn 
blades than with prayer-book ; and you yourself know, father, 
whether, in our proceedings against the English interest, we 
have not uniformly had the countenance of the sincere fathers 
of the Scottish Church, and whether we have not been exhorted 
to take arms and make use of them for the honour of the King 
of Scotland and the defence of our own rights.' 

‘ Undoubtedly,' said the prelate, ‘ such have been our ex- 
hortations towards our oppressed countrymen, nor do I now 
teach you a different doctrine ; nevertheless, having now blood 
around me, and a dying man before me, I have need to pray 
that I have not been misled from the true path, and thus 
become the means of misdirecting others. May Heaven forgive 
me if I have done so, since I have only to plead my sincere 
and honest intention in excuse for the erroneous counsel which 
I may have given to you and others touching these wars. I am 
conscious that, encouraging you so to stain your swords in blood, 

I have departed in some degree from the character of my 
profession, which enjoins that we neither shed blood nor are the 


^ Or death agony. 
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occasion of its being slied. May Heaven enable ns to obey our 
duties and to repent of our errors, especially sucii as liave 
occasioned the death or distress of our feilow-creatures ! And, 
atove all, may this dying Christian become aware of his errors, 
and repent with sincerity of having done to others that which 
lie W'ouid not wiliingly have suffered at their hand ! ^ 

^Por tiuit matter/ ans'wered Turnbull, ‘the time has never 
been wdien I would not exchange a blow" with the best man 
who ever lived ; and if I was not in constant practice of the 
sword, it was becauvse I have been brought up to the use of 
the JedwT)od-axe, which the English call a partizan, and which 
mates, little difierenee, I understand, from the sword and 
■poniard/ ■ , ■ 

‘The distinction is not great/ said the bishop ; *biit .1 fear, 
my friend, that life taken with what you call ,a Jedwood-axe 
gives you no privilege over him who commits the same deed, 
and inflicts the saio.e injury, with any other weapon/ 

. ‘ Nay, worthy lather,' said the penitent, ‘I most own that 
the elFect of the vreapons is the same as far as concerns the 
man who suffers ; but I would pray of you information, why a 
Jedwood man ought not to use, as is. the custom of his country, 
a .Jedwood-axe, being, as is implied in the name, the offensive 
wmpon proper to his country . 

‘The crime of murder,' said the bishop, ‘consists not in the 
weapon with w^hieh the crime is inflicted, hut in the pain which 
the murderer inflicts upon his fellow-ereature, and the breach 
of good order which he introduces into Heaven's lovely and 
peaceable creation ; and it is by turning your repentance upon 
this crime that you may fairly expect to propitiate Heaven for 
your offences, and at the same time to escape the consequences 
which are denounced in Holy Writ against those by whom 
man’s blood shall he shed.’ 

‘But, good father/ said the wounded man, ‘you know as 
well as any one that in this company, and in this very church, 
there are upon the watch scores of both Scotchmen and Eng- 
lishmen, who come here not so much, to discharge the religious 
duties of the day as literally to bereave each other of their 
lives, and give a new example of. the horror of those feuds 
which the two extremities of Britain nourish against each other. 
What conduct, then, is a poor man like .me to bold f Am I not 
to raise this hand against the English, which methinks I still 
can make a tolerably efficient one ; or am I, for ^the first time 
in my life, to hear the ivar-cry when .it. is raised, and hold 
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back my sword from the slaughter? Methinks it will be 
difficult, perhaps altogether impossible, for me to do so ; but if 
such is the pleasure of Heaven, and your advice, most reverend 
father, unquestionably I must do my best to be governed by 
your directions, as of one who has a right and title^ to direct 
us in every dilemma, or case, as they term it, of troubled 
conscience/ 

^ Unquestionably,' said the bishop, it is my duty, as I have 
already said, to give no occasion this day for the shedding of 
blood or the breach of peace ; and I must charge you, as my 
penitent, that, upon your soul's safety, you do not minister 
any occasion to affray or bloodshed, either by maintaining 
such in your own person or inciting others to the same; for, 
by following a different course of advice, I am certain that 
you, as well as myself, would act sinfully and out of character.' 

‘So I will endeavour to think, reverend father,' answered 
the huntsman ; ‘ nevertheless, I hope it will be remembered in 
my favour that I am the first person bearing the surname of 
Turnbull, together with the proper name of the Prince of 
Archangels himself, who has at any time been able to sustain 
the affront occasioned by the presence of a Southron with a 
drawn sword, and was not thereby provoked to pluck forth his 
own weapon and to lay about him/ 

‘ Take care, my son,' returned the prelate of Glasgow, ‘ and 
observe that even now thou art departing from those resolu- 
tions which, but a few minutes since, thou didst adopt upon 
serious and just consideration; wherefore do not be, 0 my son 1 
like the sow that has wallowed in the mire, and, having been 
washed, repeats its act of pollution, and becomes again yet 
fouler than it was before.' 

‘Well, reverend father,' replied the wounded man, ‘although 
it seems almost unnatural for Scottish men and English to 
meet and part without a buffet, ^yet I will endeavour most 
faithfully not to minister any occasion of strife, nor, if possible, 
to snatch at any such occasion as shall be ministered to me/ 

‘ In doing so,' returned the bishop, ‘ thou wilt best atone for 
the injury which thou hast done to the law of Heaven upon 
former occasions, and thou shalt prevent the causes for strife 
betwixt thee and thy brethren of the southern land, and shalt 
eschew the temptation towards that bloodguiltiness which is 
so rife in this our day and generation. And do not think that 
I am imposing upon thee, by these admonitions, a duty more 
difficult than it is in thy covenant to bear, as a man and as a 
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Christian. I inyself am a and a Seotehman,, aiich ^as 
such, 1 feel offenderl at the unjust conduet of the English 
towards our country and sovereign ; and thinking as you do 
yourself, i kfiffw what you must suffer when you are obliged to 
submit to national insults, unretaliatod and unrevenged. But 
let us not conceive ourseh^es the agents of that retributive 
veiigoanee which Heaven has, in a peculiar degree, declared to 
be its own attribute. Let us, while wre see and feel the injuries 
inflicted on our own. country, not forget that our own raids, 
ambuscades, and siirprisals have been at least equally fatal to 
the English as their attacks and forays have been to us ; and,, 
in short, let the mutual injuries of the crosses of St. Andrew 
and of St. George be no longer considered as hostile to^ the 
inhabitants of the opposite district, at least during the festivals 
of religion but, as they are mutually signs of redemption, let 
them be, in like manner, intimations of ibrbearanee and peace 
on 'both sides/ 

* I am contented,’ answered Turnbull, ‘ to abstain from all 
offences towards others, and shall even endeavo'iir to keep my- 
self from resenting those of others towards me, in the hope of 
bringing to pass such a quiet and godly state of things as your 
'words, reverend father, induce me to expect/ ^ Turning his face 
to the wall, the Borderer lay in stern expectation of approaching 
death, which the bishop left him to contemplate. 

The peaceful disposition which the prelate had inspired into 
Michael Turnbuli had in some -degree diffused itself among 
those present, who heard with awe the spiritual admonition to 
suspend the national antipathy, and remain in truce and amity 
with each other. Heaven had,, howwer, decreed that the 
national quarrel, in which so much . blood had been sacrificed, 
should that day again be the o-ccasion of deadly strife. . 

A loud flourish of trumpets, seeming to proceed from be- 
neath the^earth, now rung through the church, and roused 
the attention of the soldiers and .worshippers then assembled. 
Most of those who heard these warlike sounds betook themselves 
to their weapons, as if they ^considered it useless to wait any 
hmger for the signal of conflict. ■ : Hoarse voices, rude exclama- 
tions, the rattle of swords against their sheaths, or their clashing 
against other pieces of armour, gave an awful presage of an 
onset, which, however, was for. 'a time averted by the exhorta- 
tions of the bishop. A second flourish of trumpets having taken 
place, the voice of a herald made .proclamation to the following 
purpose;-— 
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‘ That whereas there were many noble pnrsuivants of chivalry 
presently assembled in the kirk of Douglas, and whereas there 
existed among^ them the usual causes of quarrel and points of 
debate for their advancement in chivalry, therefore the Scottish 
knights were ready to fight any number of the English who 
might be agreed, either upon the superior beauty of their ladies, 
or upon the national quarrel in any of its branches, or upon 
whatever point might be at issue between them, which should 
be deemed satisfactory ground of quarrel by both ; and the 
knights who should chance to be worsted in such dispute should 
renounce the prosecution thereof, or the bearing arms therein 
thereafter, with such other conditions to ensue upon their de- 
feat as might be agreed upon by a council of the knights present 
at the kirk of Douglas aforesaid. But foremost of ail, any 
number of Scottish knights, from one to twenty, will defend the 
quarrel which has already drawn blood, touching the freedom 
of Lady Augusta de Berkely, and the rendition of Douglas 
Oastle to the owner here present. Wherefore it is required^ that 
the English knights do intimate their consent that such trial of 
valour take place, which, according to the rules of chivalry,^ 
they cannot refuse, without losing utterly the reputation of 
valour, and incurring the diminution of such other degree of 
estimation as a courageous pursuivant of arms would willingly 
be held in, both by the good knights of his own country and 
those of others.' 

This unexpected gage of battle realised the worst fears 
of those who had looked with suspicion on the extraordinary 
assemblage this day of the dependants of the house of Douglas. 
After a short pause, the trumpets again flourished lustily, when 
the reply of the English knights was made in the following 
terms : — 

‘That God forbid the rights and privileges of England’s 
knights, and the beauty of her damsels, should not be asserted 
by her children, or that such English Imights as were here 
assembled should show the least backwardness to accept the 
cornbat offered, whether grounded upon the superior beauty of 
their ladies or whether upon the causes of dispute between the 
countries, for either or all of which the knights of England 
here present were willing to do battle in the terms of the in- 
denture aforesaid, while sword and lance shall endure. Saving 
and excepting the surrender of the Castle of Douglas, which 
can he rendered to no one but England’s king, or those acting 
under Ms ordera- . 
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Cry the wild war»Rote, let tlje champions pass, 

Bo bravely each, and God defend the right ; 

, Upon St. Andrew thrice can they thus cry, 

And thrice they shout on height, 

And then marked them on the Engliahraea, 

As I have told you right. 

St. George the tright, oar ladies’ knight, 

To name they wajre fail fain ; 

Our Englishmen they cried on height, 

And thrice they shout again. 

Old Ballad, 

T he extraordinary crisis mentioned in the preceding 
chapter was the cause, as may be supposed, of the lead- 
ers ami both sides now throwing aside ail concealment, 
and displaying their utmost strength, by marshalling their re- 
spective adherents; the renowned knight of Douglas, with Sir 
Malcolm Fleming and other distinguished cavaliers, .were seen' 
in close consultation. 

Sir Jolitt da Walton, startled by the first flourish of trumpets, 
while anxiously endeavoiuing to secure a retreat for^ the Lady 
Augusta, was in a moment seen collecting his ibliow’^ers,' i,n 
which he was assisted by the active friendship of the knight 
of ¥aleiiee. 

The Lady of Berkely shoived no craven spirit at these war- - 
like iweparations : she advanced, closely followed by the faith- 
ful Bertram, and a female in a riding- hood, whose face, though 
carefully concealed, wus no other than that of the unfortunate 
Margaret de Haiitlieu, whose worst fears had been realised as to 
the faithlessness of her betrothed knight 
^ A pause ensued, which for some time no one present ' thought - 
himself of authority sufficient to break. 

At last the knight of Dougla.s stepped forward and . said ': 
loudly, wait toknow" whether Sir John de Walton. 'requests ' 
leave of James of Douglas to evacuate his castle ''without ;. 
further wasting that daylight which might show us to judge 

VOL, XXV— 23 ( B im \ ' ... 


S54 


CASTLE DANGEROUS 


■■a fair field; and whether he craves Douglases protection in 
doing soU 

The knight of Walton drew his sword. ' I hold the Oastle 
of Douglas,/ he said, ‘ in spite of all^deadly ; and never will I 
ask the protection from any one which my own sword is com- 
petent to afiord me/^ 

U stand by yon, Sir John,^ said Aymer de Valence, ^as yonr 
true comrade, against whatever odds may oppose themselves 
to us/ 

* Courage, noble English,^ said the voice of Greenleaf; Hake 
your weapons, in God's name. Bows and bills — bows and bills I 
A messenger brings us notice that Pembroke is in full march 
hither from the borders of Ayrshire, and will be with us in half 
an hour. Fight on, gallant English ! Valence to the rescue ! 
and long life to the gallant Earl of Pembroke I ' 

Those English within and around the church no longer 
delayed to take arms, and De Walton, crying out at the height 
of his voice, ‘ I implore the Douglas to look nearly to the 
safety of the ladies,' fought his way to the church door, the 
Scottish finding themselves unable to resist the impression of 
terror which affected them at the sight of this renowned knight, 
seconded by his brother-in-arms, both of whom had been so 
long the terror of the district. In the meantime, it is possible 
that De Walton might altogether have forced his way out of 
the church, had he not been met boldly by the young son of 
Thomas Dickson of Hazelside, while his father was receiving 
from Douglas the charge of preserving the stranger ladies from 
all harm from the fight, which, so long suspended, was now on 
the point of taking place. 

De Walton east his eye upon the Lady Augusta, with a 
desire of rushing to the rescue; but was forced to conclude 
that he provided best for her safety by leaving her under the 
protection of Douglas's honour. 

Young Dickson, in the meantime, heaped blow on blow^, 
seconding wnth all his juvenile courage every effort he could 
make, in order to attain the prize due to the conqueror of the 
renowned De Walton. 

‘Silly boy,' at length said Sir John, who had for some time 
forborne the stripling, Hake, then, thy death from a noble 
hand, since thou preferrest that to peace and length of days/ 

‘ I care not,' said the Scottish youth, with his dying breath : 

^ I have lived long enough, since I have kept you so long in the 
place where you now stand/ 


Cx\RTLE DANGEROUS 


35B 


And tlie yoiitli mid tridy, for, as he fell never again to rise, 
tlie Douglas str)iid in Iiis place, and, without a word spoken, 
again engaged with De Walton in the same formickble single 
oombai by wliitdi they had already been distingai^shed, kit with 
even afiditional fury. Aynier de Valence drew op to his friend 
l)e Vhiltoids left iiancl, and seemed rinit to desire the apology 
of onci of Douglas's people attempting to second him to join 
in the iray ; but as he saw no person who seemed disposed to 
give him such opportanity, he repressed the iiieliiiation, and 
remained an unwilling spectator. At length it seemed as if 
Fleming, who stood foremost among the Scottish knights, was 
desirous to measure his sword with De Valence. Aymer limi- 
selfj burning with the desire of comhat, at last called out, 
‘Faithless knight of Boghall, step forth and defend yourself 
against the imputation of having deserted your lady-love, and 
of being a maiisworn disgrace to the rolls of chivalry T ■ 

*My answer/ said Flaming, -‘even to a less gross taimti' 
hangs, by my side. .In an instant his sword was in ^ his hand, 
and even the practised warriors who looked on felt difficulty in 
discovering the progress of the strife, which rather resei3i.Med 
a thunderstorm in a moiiiitamoiis . country than the stroke and 
parry of two swords, offending on the one side and ke.eping the 
defeiiske on the other. ^ .. y - . ^ . 

Their blows w^ere exchanged. -.with sm*prisiiig rapidity; and 
although the^two^ combatants did - not equal Douglas and De 
Walton in Emintainiiig a certain degree of reserve, founded upon 
a respect which these Jmights mutually entertained for each 
other, yet the want of art was supplied by a degree of fury 
which^gave chance at least an equal ■share in the issue. -" 

Seeing their superiors thus desperately engaged, the partizans, 
as they were aeeiistorued, stood -still on either side, and looked 
on with the reverence which-, they .instinctively paid to their 
commanders and leatlers in arms., - ..One or two of the women 
w-ere in the meanwhile attracted, .according to the nature of 
the sex, by compassion for those who had already experienced 
the casualties of war. Young Dickson, breatmng his last 
among the feet of the combatants,'.’' .was in some sort rescued 
from the tumult by the Lady of.Berkely, in whom the action 
seemed less strange, owing to the' pilgrim's dress which she still 
retairiecl, and 'who in vain endeavoured to solicit the attention 
of the boy's fotlier to the task in which she was engaged. 

‘Comber yourself not, lady,, about that wffiich is bootless/ 


* See BeatU of Young Dickson. .Hote'.ll.' 
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said old Dickson, ‘and distract not your own attention and 
mine from preserving you, whom it is the Douglas’s wish to 
rescue, and whom, so please God and St. Bride, I consider as 
placed by my chieftain under my charge. Believe me, this 
youth’s death is in no way forgotten, though this be not the 
time to remember it. A time will come for recollection, and 
; an hour for revenge.’ 

So said the stern old man, reverting his eyes from the 
bloody corpse which lay at his feet, a model of beauty and 
strength. Having taken oiie more anxious look, he turned 
round, and placed himself where he could best protect the 
Lady of Berkely, not again turning his eyes on his son’s 
body. 

In the interim the combat continued, without the least 
cessation on either side, and without a decided advantage. At 
length, however, fate seemed disposed to interfere : the knight 
of Fleming, pushing fiercely forward, and brought by chance 
almost close to the person of the^ Lady Margaret de Hautlieu, 
missed his blow, and his foot sliding in the blood of the young 
victim, Dickson, he fell before his antagonist, and was in 
imminent danger of being at his mercy, when Margaret de 
Hautlieu, who inherited the soul of a warrior, and, besides, 
was a very strong, as well^ as an undaunted, person, seeing a 
mace of no great weight lying on the floor, where it had been 
dropped by the fallen Dickson — it at the same instant caught 
her eye, armed her hand, and intercepted or struck down the 
sword of Sir Aymer de Valence, who would otherwise have 
remained the master of the day at that interesting moment. 
Fleming had more to do to avail himself of an unexpected 
chance of recovery than to make a commentary upon the 
manner in which it had been so singularly brought about : he 
instantly recovered the advantage he had lost, and w^as able 
in the ensuing close to trip up the feet of his antagonist, who 
fell on the pavement, while the voice of his conqueror, if he 
could properly be termed such, resounded through the church 
with the fatal words, ‘ Yield ^ thee, Aymer de Valence — rescue 
or no rescue ; yield thee — yield thee ! ’ he added, as he placed 
his sword to the throat of the fallen knight, ‘not to me, but 
' to this noble lady — rescue or no rescue.’ 

With a heavy heart the English knight perceived that he 
had fairly lost so favourable an opportunity of acquiring fame, 
and was obliged to submit to his destiny, or be slain upon the 
spot There was only one consolation, that no battle was ever 
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more honoiimWy Eiistamed, being gained as much by accident 
as b? valour. 

The fate of the protracted ' and desperate combat bet-ween 
Boijglas and Do Walton did- not much longer remain in sns- 
pei’ise ; ^ indeed, the number of com|uests in single combat 
achieved by the Douglas in these %vars iras so great as to 
make it doubtful whether he was not,, in personal strength and 
skill, even a superior knight to Bruce himself, and he was at 
least acknowledged nearly his equal in the art of war.' 

3o, however, it was that, when three-quarters of an hour had 
passed in hard contest, Douglas and De Walton, w^hose nerves 
were not actually of iron, began to show^ some signs that their 
human bodies were feeling the effect of the dreadful exertioin 
Iheir blows began to be drawn^ more slowly, and were parried 
with less celerity. Douglas, seeing that the combat must soon 
come to an end, generously made a signal, intimating to his 
antagonist to hold his hand for an instant. 

^ Brave de Walton/ he said, ‘there is no mortal quarrel 
between us, and you must be sensible that in this passage of 
arms Douglas, though he is only worth his sword and his 
cloak, has abstained from taking a decisive advantage when 
the chance of arms has more than once oflered it. My father's 
house, the broad domains around it, the dwelling, and the 
graves of my ancestors, form a reasonable reward for a knight 
to fight for, and call upon me in an imperative voice to prose- 
cute the strife which has such an object, while you are as 
welcome to the noble lady, in all honour and safety, as if you 
liad^received her from the hands- of King Edward himself; and 
I give yoiijny word, that the -.utmost honours which can 
attend a ^prisoner, and a careful absence of everything like 
injury or insult, shall attend De Walton. when he yields up the 
castle, as well as his sword, to .James of Douglas.' . 

® It is the fate to which I am perhaps doomed/ replied Sir 
John de Walton ; ‘ but never will I voluntarily embrace it, and 
never shall it be said that my own tongue, saving in the last 
extremity, pronounced upon me the fatal sentence to sink the 
point of my own sword. Pembroke is upon the march with 
his whole army to rescue the gam-son of Douglas, I hear the 
tramp of his horse's feet even now ; a,nd I will maintain my 
ground while I am within reach of support ; nor do I fear that 
the breath which now begins to fail will not last long enough 
to uphold the struggle till the arrival of "the expected succour. 
Come on, then, and treat me not ..as a child, but as one who, 
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wlietlier I stand or fall, fears not to encounter tlie utmost force 
of my Imightly antagonist/ 

*So be it, then,’ said Douglas, a darksome hue, like the lurid 
colour of the thunder-cloud, changing his brow as he spoke, 
intimating that he meditated a speedy end to the contest, 
when, just as the noise of horses’ feet drew nigh, a Welsh 
knight, known as such by the diminutive size of his steed, his 
naked limbs, and his bloody spear, called out loudly to the 
combatants to hold their hands. 

Us Pembroke near ? ’ said De Walton. 

‘No nearer than Loudon Hill,’ said the Prestantin; ‘but I 
bring his commands to John de Walton.’ 

‘ I stand ready to obey them through every danger,’ answered 
the knight 

‘Woe is me,’ said the Welshman, ‘that my mouth should 
bring to the ears of so brave a man tidings so unwelcome 1 The 
Earl of Pembroke yesterday received information that the Castle 
of Douglas was attacked % the son of the deceased earl and 
the whole inhabitants of the district. Pembroke, on hearing 
this, resolved to march to your'^support, noble knight, with all 
the forces he had at his disposal. He did so, and accordingly 
entertained every assurance of relieving the -castle, when un- 
expectedly he met, on Loudon Hill, a body of men of no very 
inferior force to his own, and having at their head that famous 
Bruce whom the Scottish rebels aclmowledge as their king. 
He marched instantly to the attack, swearing he would not 
even draw a comb through his grey beard until he had rid 
England of this recurring plague. But the fate of war was 
against us.’ 

He stopt here for lack of breath. 

‘I thought sol’ exclaimed Douglas. ‘Robert Bruce will 
now sleep at night, since he has paid home Pembroke for the 
slaughter of his friends and the dispersion of his army at 
Methuen Wood. His men are, indeed, accustomed to meet 
with dangers, and to conquer them: those who follow Mm have 
been trained under Wallace, besides being partakers of the 
perils of Bruce himself. It was thought that the ^faves had 
swallowed them when they shipped themselves from the west ; 
but Imow that the Bruce was determined with the present 
reviving spring to awaken his pretensions, and that he retires 
not from Gotland again while he lives, and while a single lord 
remains to set his foot by his sovereign, in spite of all the power 
which has been so feloniously employed against him/ 
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^It IS even too true/ jjaid tlie Waklimaii Mereditlij ^although 
it IB said liy a proud Scotchman. The Earl of Pembruke, 
ciuiiplotely defeated, is unable to stir from xlyr, towards wMeJi 
lic has retreated with great loss; and he sends his iifstriietioiis 
to Sir doliu do Walton to make the best terms he can for the 
surrender of the Castle of Douglas, and trust liothing to his 
stipport/ 

1lie Scottish, wiio heard this unexpected news, joined in a 
slnnit HO loufi and energetic, that the ruins of tin3 ancient 
cliuridi seemed actually to rock, and threaten to tali on the 
heads i»f t!i«>be who were croTrded within it. 

The brow of lie ¥/aitori w^as overclouded at the nma of 
Pembroke’s defeat, although in some respects it placed^ldm at 
liberty to take measures for the safety of the Lai'ly of Berkely. 
He ccWld not, however, claim the same honourable terms which 
had been oifered to him by Dou.gks before the news of the 
battle of lioodori iliil had arrived. 

^A"‘oble knight,’ he said, ‘it is entirely at your pleasure to 
dictate the terms of surrciider of your paternal castle; nor 
have I a right to claim from you those conditions^ which, a 
little while since, yoor generosity put in my offer. But' I sub-;, 
iiiit to my fate; and upon whatever terms you think fit to 
grant me, I miist be content to offer to Burreiider to you the 
weapon of which I now put the point in the earth, evidence 
that I will never more direct it against you until a fair ransom 
shall place it once more at my owm disposal.’" ■ 

Miod forbid/ ansivered the noble James of Douglas, ‘that I 
should take such advantage of the bravest knight out of not 
a few' who have found me work in battle ! I will take example 
froin the knight of Fleming, who has gallantly bestowed his 
captive in guerdon upon a noble damsel here present ; and in 
like manner I transfer my claim upon tlie person of the re- 
doubted knight of Walton to the high and noble Lady Augusta 
Berkely, who, I hope, will not scorn to accept from the Douglas 
a gift winch the chance of war has thrown into his hands.’ 

Sir John de Walton, on hearing this unexpected decision, 
looked up like the traveller who discovers the beams of the sun 
breaking through and dispersing: the tempest which has accom- 
panied him for a whole morning. The Lady of Berkely recol- 
lected what became her rank, and showed her sense of the 
Douglas’s chivalry. liastily wiping off the tears which had 
unwillingly flowed to her eyes, while her lover’s safety and her 
own were resting on the precarious issue of a desperate combat, 
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ment. It chanced, however, at a later period of the war with 
Bigland, while Fleming was one night travelling upon the 
Bolder, after the ordinary_ fashion of one who sought adven- 
tures, a waitmg-maid, equipped in a fantastic habit, ask^d the 
protection of his arm m the name of her ladv, who late in 
the evening, _^d been made captive, she said,” by certain ill 

T""® cariying her by force ^through the 
Joiest. Ihe hlemings lance was, of course, in its rest aSd wne 

encounter its thrust • the 
fir^t fell, iii^pable of farther combat, and another of the felons 
ricountered tlm same fa.te with little more resistance. The 

cord which restrained her 
liberty, did not hesitate to join company with the brave knivht 
by whom_she had been rescued; and although the dSSess fd 
not permit her to recognise her old lover in iS liWor vS 
she comd not but lend a willing ear to the conymSo/Wib 
which he entertained her, as they nroceeded nn fKo 
spoke of the fallen caitiffs as bein| Englishmen, who fSind^a 
pleasuryn exercising oppression and barbarities upon the wan 
dermg damsels of Scotland, and whose cause, Sefore the 

were bound to avenge while the 
blood tnrohbed in their veins. He spoke of the iniuXe of 
the national quarrel which had afforded a pretence"^ for such 
dehberate oppression; and the lady, who herself had sn&md 
an® *’^*crference of the English in the affairs of 
Scotland, readily acquiesced in the sentiments which he ex- 
pressed on a subjeet which she had so much reason for regard 
mg as an afflietmg^one. Her answer was given in the snmt of 
a person who would not hesitate, if the times Sould S for 
such an example, to defend even with her hand the rio-hts 
’y^'hieh she asserted with her toB<>-ne 
Pleased irith the sentiments wliich she expressed and rac- 
ognising in her voice that secret charm which, once impressed 
upon the human heart is rarely wrought out of thrSmem 

MS?that°ti f ®ii’>sequent events, he almost persuaded 
nimselt tna,t the tones were familiar to him, and had at ono 
time fomied the key to his innermost affections. In proceeding 
the knight's troubled state of Sd waf 
accented mstead of being diminished. The .scenes of his 
f/nrJ* wre recalled by circumstances so slight as would 
m ordinary cases have produced no effect whatever • the sen- 
timents appeared similar to those which his life had been 
devoted to enforce, and he half persuaded himself that tL 
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dawn of ^day was to be to biin ^tlie beginning of a foTtiine 
ec(iuil!j singular ami extraordiiiaij. 

' In tiio iiiiclst of this anxiety^ Sir Maieoliri Flciiiiiig bad no 
anticipation tlial the lady whom lie had iieretofi>re refected 
was again thrown into liis patlij after years of ahsertce; still 
less, wiieii daylight gave him a partial view of his fair com- 
paiiioots eoonteiiance, was lie prepared to believe that lie w’as 
once again to term himself the ^ champion of i^fargaret y:ie 
Haotlien, but it was so. The lady,- on. that direful iiioriiing 
when she retired from the church of 'Douglas, kid not resolved 
(indeed, what lady ever did f) to reBOiinee, without some 
struggle, the beauties which .she .had once possessed. A long 
process of time, ' employed under skilful hands, had sooceeded 
111. obliterating the scars which remained as the marks of her 
fall These were now considerably efliiced, and the lost organ 
of sight no longer appeared so great E: blemish, concealed as it 
Tvas by a black ribbon and the arts of the tirewonian, wlio 
made it her business to shadow it over by a lock of hair. In 
a word, he saw the same Margaret de Hautlieii, with no very 
different style of expressio.n -from that which her face, partaking 
of the high and passionate character of her soul, liad^ always 
presented. It seemed to both, therefore, that their fate, by 
bringing them^ together after a . separation which appeared so 
decisive, had intimated ' its' fiat that -their fortunes were in- 
separable from each other.'-; By the time that the summer sun 
had ciimted high in the heavens,- the two travellers rode apart 
from their retinue, conversing- together with an eagerness which 
marked the important matters ' in discussion between them ; 
and in a shorty time it was made' generally known through 
Scotland that Sir Malcolm ■Fleming and the Lady Margaret de 
Hautlieii were to be united at the; co-urt of the good King 
Robert, and the husband, invested with the honours of Biggar 
and Cumbernauld, an earldom so long known in the family of 
Fleming, 
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T he gentle reader is acquainted that these are, in all 
probability, the last tales which it will be the lot of the 
. -^"^fbor to submit to the public. He is now on the eve 
ot visiting foreign parts : a ship of war is commissioned by its 
royal master to carry the Author of Waverky to climates S 
which he may possibly obtain such a restoration of health as 
may serve him to spin his thread to an end in his own country' 
Had he continued to prosecute his usual Hterary labours it 
seems ^i^deed probable that, at the term of years he has already 
attained, the bowl to use the pathetic language of Scripture^ 
would have been broken at the fountain ; anf little cln one 
who has enjoyed on ^e whole an uncommon share of the most 
inestimable of worldly blessings be entitled to complain that 
life, advancing to its period, should be attended witlf its usual 
proportions of shadows and storms. They have affected Wm 
at least in no more painful manner than is inseparable from 
the discharge of this part of the debt of humanit| W thL 
whose relation to him in the rai^s of life might have ensured 
him their smpathy under indisposition, many are now no 

tTSnect^^m^hf are entitled 

to expect, in beanng inevitable evils, an example of firmness 

and patience, more especially on the part of one who has 

Slmtgr 

gratitude for which the 
Author of Waverle^ has no adequate means of expression • 
permitted to hope that the powers of his mind, 
such as they are, may not have a different date from those of 
ms OMy ; and that he may again meet his patronising fnends, 
it not exactly in his old fashion of literature, at least in some 
branch which may not call forth the remark that- 

^*^P®rfluous lags tine veteran on the gtage* 

Abbotsfokd, September 1831 . 
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reqiieKted !>y Sir Walter. Scott to i-iTe iiim la writlac the 
I>os.^2hle in the shape in which he had told it; but the 

ford Mtn Juiy“l8M T-- did not reach Abbots- 

tloDR mw “J* perhaps an individual whose exer- 

ooBs %uj._ followed b^ consecj lienees of such a remarkable nature rr thhstft 

the ‘Thane of Fife; wh^from a verv 

nijuiliie parentag'e, rose to fill one of the chairs of the mnrriof.j.n^T, tF ^ 

Af m!T iodiistry .and economy in early life, he obtaTnedVhe means 

*rf aecoimtcone of those ingenious manufactorieJ? 

f 0 which f i.f.siiire is justly celebrated. From the dav on which the indnq 
] it>us artisan nrs-t took his seat at the council board/he attencied «o m r^h 
to the interests of the little privileged community, that civic 

cuiiierred on him as rapidly as the set of the rovaltvi nn-iD? 

Af r walking to church on hol/dayf preceded ifv a Dhal^nx 

of halberdiers, ln_ habiliments fashioned as in fomer tfums 
e\ CK oi many a guild brother, to be a very enviable Ditch of woVdi't- 
Few persons were ever more proud of civk hrnomiVT^^^ 

Fife, but he knew well how to turn his political inauence to / 

count. The council, court, and other' biisinesR nf thriTfl ^ 
of his lime, which ,mml him to Sul the 

tory to a near relation wiio.se name was t> ^ manufac* 

habits ; but the Thane sVeia- at^sf “an of dissolute 

ssr/" 

they (>xthanKoa miniat ares! taken by an eminent a““t in^Rfo?nV 

much anxiety; b ut bis relation had not longYrrj |^!n ttat”fsS?a“ anS 

* Tlie TOBstltHfciou of the borough. ' 
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of the globe before he had the satisfaction of receiving a letter, eoavG:viBg 
the woicome intelligence of his having taken possession of hLs new station 
In a large frontier town of the Company’s dominions, and that great emolii- 
m'en tB were attached to the situation ; which was confirmed by several 
sul>.BeQiient communications of the most gratifying description to the old 
Thane, who took great pleasure in spreading the news of the reformed 
habits and singular good fortune of his intended heir. None of all his 
former acquaintances heard with such joy the favourable report of the 
successful adventurer in the East as did the fair and accomplished daughter 
of the village surgeon ; but his previous character caused her to keep her 
own correspondence with him secret from her parents, to whom even the 

circumstance of her being acquainted with D wm,s wholly unknown, 

till her father received a letter from him, in rrhlch he assured" him of his 
attachment to Emma long before his departure from Fife; that, having 
b<?en so happy as to gain her affections, he would have made her his wife 
before leaving his native country, had he then had the means of supporting 
her in a suitable rank through life ; and that, having it now in his power 
to do so, he only waited the consent of her parents to fulfil the vow he had 
formerly made. '■ 

The doctor having a large family, with a very limited income to sup- 
port them, and understanding that D had at last become a person of 

sober and industrious habits, he gave his consent, in which Emma’s mother 
fully concurred. 

Aware of the straitened circumstances of the doctor, D remitted a 

sum of money to complete at Edinburgh Emma’s Oriental education, and fit 
her out in her journey to India ; she was to embark at Sheerness, on board 
one of the Company’s ships, for a port in India, at which place, he said, he 
would wait her arrival, with a retinue suited to a person of his rank in 
society. 

Emma set out from her father’s house just in time to secure a passage, 
as proposed by her intended husband, accompanied by her only brother, 

who, on their arrival at Sheerness, met one C , an old schoolfellow, 

captain of the ship by which Emma was to proceed to India. 

It was the particular desire of the doctor that his daughter should be 
committed to the care of that gentleman, from the time of her leaving the 
shores of Britain till the intended marriage ceremony wms duly performed 
on her arrival in India — a charge that was frankly undertaken by the 
generous sea-captain. 

On the arrival of the fleet at the appointed port, D , with a large 

cavalcade of mounted Pindarees, was, as expected, in attendance, x*eady to 
salute Emma on landing, and to carry her direct Into the interior of the 
country. C-- — , who had made several voyages to the shores of Hindostan, 
knowing something of Hindoo manners and customs, was surprised to see 
a private individual in the Company’s service with so many attendants; 
and when 1) declined having the marriage ceremony performed, accord- 

ing to the rites of the church, till he returned to the place of his abode, 
C — — more and more confirmed in his suspicion that all was not right, 
resolved not to part with Emma till he had fulfilled, in the most satisfac- 
tory manner, the promise he had made before leaving England, of giving 
her duly away in marriage. Not being able by her entreaties to alter the 

resolution of D , Emma solicited her protector C to accompany 

her to the place of her intended destination, to which he most readily 
agreed, taking with him as many of his crew as he deemed sufficient to 
ensure the safe custody of his innocent protSgSer should any attempt be 
made to carry her away by force. 

Both parties journeyed onwards till they arrived at a frontier town, where 
a native rajah was waiting the arrival of the fair maid of Fife, with whom he 
had fallen deeply In love, from seeing her miniature likeness in the posses- 
sion of D to whom he had paid a large sum of money for the original, and 

had only entrusted him to convey her in state to the seat of his government. 
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No iioo?if?r wa.s tills tIIMIhohs action of l?iiowa t-o cv— tlian !ie 

CfirawuiaiTili^ci tiie wiiwlo partlealars to command initr officer ot n iTn;|- 

im^nt of illijIilamlcTs that happened to he m! in that part of 

India, at tin* nime time, for the honour ot t’nlerloiila and pr<hs''C- 

ikm r»f hijnrofl inTioeence, that he would use the monm m !iis power of 
resi'^liiiK ary atP aipt that ral^ht ho by the native cliief to wr< st from 
their Iniiids flit* virtiiuna female who had y^en so shamefully deroyed from 
her native tunmirs by the worst of mankind. Honour oeeufdeH too large a 
j^paee In the heart of fhe Gaol to resist sucti a call of humanify. 

Tlio rajalb fliidmg his claim was sot to be acceded to, fuid resolving to 
enforce the satne, assembled lun trooj>s, and attacked with great fury the 
place where the aftYighted Emma woh for a time secured lev Imr connlry- 
men, who fought in her defence with nil their native valour, wiilch at length 
so overpow'ered their aspailants, that they w’ere form! to retire In every 
direction, leaving behind many of their slalo, among whom was found the 
'maiigleti corpse of the petfidioiis I) — — 

C was Immediately aftervrards married to Emma, and nty Informant 

assured me lie saw them many years afterwards, living happily togeiber in 
the county of Kent, on the fortune bequeathed by the ‘ Thane of Fife.* 

J, T. 


Cbis'af! BoratAs, 18S2. 
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No. I 

Estracts from The History of the Houses of Doupias and 
By Master David Hums of Godscroft. Pol. Edit 

And here indeed the course of the King’s misfortunes begins to make some halt and 
stay by thus much prosperous successe in his own person, but more in the person of 
Sir James, by the reconquests of his owne castles and countries. From hence he went 
into Douglasdale, where, by the means of his father’s old servant, Thomas Dickson, he 
took in the Castle of Douglas, and not being able to keep it, he caused burn it, con- 
tenting himself with this, that his enemies had one strength fewer in that countrey than 
before. The manner of his taking of it is said to have beene thus : ~ Sir James, taking 
onely with him two of his servants, went to Thomas Dickson, of whom he was received 
with tears, after he had revealed himselfe to him, for the good old man knew him not 
at first, being in meane and homely apparell. There he kept him secretly in a quiet 
chamber, and brought tmto him such as had beene trusty servants to Ms father, not all 
at once, but apart by one and one, for feare of discoverie. Their advice was, that on 
Falmsunday, when the English would come forth to the church, and his partners were 
conveened, that then he should give the word, and cry the Douglas slogan, and 
presently set upon them that should happen to be there, who being dispatched, the 
castle might be taken easily. This being concluded, and they come, so soon as the 
English were entred into the church with palms in their hands (according to the ciistome 
of that day), little suspecting or fearing any such thing, Sir James, aceordhig to their 
appointment, cryed too soone (a Douglas, a Douglas I ), which being heard in the church 
(this was St. Bride’s church of Douglas), Thomas Dickson, supposing he had beene 
hard at hand, drew out his sword, and ran upon them, having none to second him 
but another man, so that, oppressed by the number of his enemies, he was beaten 
downe and slaine. In the meanetime, Sir J.nmes being come, the English that were 
in the chancel kept off the Scots, and, having the advantage of the strait and narrow' 
entrie, defended themselves manfully. But Sir James encouraging his men, not so much 
by words as by deeds and good example, and having slain the boldest resisters, prevailed 
at la,st, and entring the place, slew some t^venty-six of their number, and tooke the rest, 
about ten or twelve persons, intending by them to get the castle upon composition, 
or to enter with them when the gates should be opened to let them in; but it needed 
not, for they of the castle were so secure, that there was none left to keep© it save the 
porter and the cooke, who, knowing nothing of what had hapned at the church, which 
stood a large quarter of a mile from thence, had left the gate wide open, the porter 
standing without, and the cooke dressing the dinner within. They entred without 
resistance, and meat being ready, and the cloth laid, they shut the gates, and tooke 
their refection at good leasure. 
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Sr<iw that lie had gotten the castle itite hm handf, eonsMering wit'li himselte (as lie 
wftft A mart m IcKse adpisscd tlian valiawt) that it was hard for him to keep It, the Engliali 
l»wg m vnt tin j^truwgcr m that coiiiitrey, who if thry should b«*'4egc him, ht* Knewe 
of iw rcUofp, he thought better to carry away such things m bo most eafliij tmiwported, 
gold, silver, ami apparidl, with ammuEitioB and amour, wltercof he had grcutest iise 
and siofifi, and to destroy the rent of the provision, together with the eastle itselfe, 
thoji lo the uomher of his followerK hsragamsou there where It could da no 

goo'i And fto lie d » arrie the lueale and malt, and other comes and grairie, into 
the cellar, aud la, yd ail together in one heajje ; then lie took the prisojicrs aiul shnv them, 
to revenge f'h' death at his tniatle and valiant- servant', Thomas Dickson, mingling the 
victual with their bloud, and burying their earkaases in the heap of eorne ; after that 
he atruel on! the head-i o! the barrelis and pmieheom, and let the drink nmno through 
all; and timin he cant the carkasseH of dead horses and other carrion amoiigst ft, throw- 
Ing thtt salt above alf, so to malse altogether -unusefull to the enemie. ami this cellar 
is called yet the Douglas Lairder. Last of all,- he eet the liouEse^on fire, and burnt -all 
the timljer, and what else the fire <;onld overcome, leaving nothing but' the acorched 
walls beliiivl him. And tins seeines to be the first taki.ngof the Castle of Douglas, for 
It Is supf>OMe*i that ho took it twice. For tltls service, and others done to Lord WillkKi 
Ms father, Sir James gave nato Thom-as Dickson the lands of Hisleside, which hath 
hSiiMi given him before the castle wiis taken as an encouragement to whet him on, and 
not after, for ha was alaiae in the efiurch ; which, was both, liberally and wise.ly do:ne 
of Mm, thus to hearten and draw* men to his service by such a noble foegiimiag. The 
castle being ininit, Sir James retired, and parting hla men into divers compaaies, m 
.fts th£^y' might foe most secret, he caused cure, such as were woimded. In the fight, and .he 
Mmsalfe kept as close as lie could, waiting ever fo.r -an occasion to entcjrprise' Boai.etluag 
agaiaati the eiuniiie. So soone oa he was gone, the liord Clifiord being advertised of - what.' 
hod happened, came h,imselfe in person, to .Douglas, and caused re-edi,fie and repair the 
:castle in a 'very sho.rt time,- untc^ which he also added a tower, which Is yet called Harries 
To'wer from him, a-ud so -returned into. England, .leaving one Thniswuil to be captain 
thereof. . .. » 

' -Ho ('Sir James .Douglas), getting him again into .Douglasdale, did use tMs atratagem 
against Thtaawall, .Captaine of the Castle, under the said Lord Clifford, He caused: 
Bome o,f ,hk folk c!r.ive away the cattell that .fed neare imto the -C'astle, and when: 
the captaine of the garrison followed to rescue, gave 0'rd:e.rs to his men to leave 
them: and to tl.ee away. Thus he did often to make the captains sliglit such frayes, 
and to make him seoii.re, that i'le might not suspect any further end to be on it; which', 
when he- had wrou-ght S'uffici-ently (as he thought), he daid some men in ambuseaeto, and- 
sent others away to drive .such beasts as they should finde in the view of the castle, as 
.if- they had been theeves and robbers, as they had done often before. The captaine 
hearing of it, and sujiposing there was no p'eater danger now’ then had beene before, 
issued forth of the castle, and follow'ed after 'them with such haste that his men (nmning 
who ihouM fie ffrat) were disordered and out^ of 'their mB,k-s.- , The fli'ive.rs als-o ■ fled as 
fast as they could til! they had drawne the-captaine fs, little w'ay beyond the place of 
ambuscado, which when ttioy perceived, riawig, quickly 'OUt of their covert, they set fieretdy 
upon him and liis companio, and so slew himselfe and chased hia men back to the castle, 
some of whom were cwortaken and slaine, others got- into the castle and bo were saved, 
Sir James, not being able to force the house, took" 'what bootie he could get without in 
the fields, and so dopsirted. By this means, ami such other exploits, he so affrighted 
the eiiemie, that it was coimted a matter of .-such great |eopardie to keepe this castle, 
that it began to be called tho adventurous Cor hasardems) Castle of Douglas, Where- 
upon Sir John Walton being in suit of an English lady, she wrote to Mm that when ho 
had kept the adventurous Ca.stle of Douglas, so von year.s, then he might think himselte 
w’orthy to be a aiitor to her. Upon this occasion,' Waltoii tooko upon him the keeping 
of it, and succeeded to Thruswall 5 but ho ran the same fortune with the rest that were 
before Mm. 

For, Bit James having first dressed an ambuscado near unto the place, he made four- 
teen of hia men take^fm many sack.!, and fll them 'with grasae, as though it had been corn, 
which they carried in the way toward Lanark, the chief market-toivn in that county; 
so hoping to dmw forth the captain by that bait, and 'either to take him or the castle, 
or both. 

Neither was this expectation frustrate, for the -captain did bite, and came forth to 
htte taken this vlctuaii {as he supposed). ■ But ere he could reach these carriers, Sir 
James, with Ids company, had gotten between the castle and him ; and these disguised 
carriers, seeing the captain following after them, did quickly cast off their upper gar- 
ments, wherain they had masked themselves,, and throwing off thoir sacks, mounted 
fehemselves on horseback, and -jnet the captain with a sharp encounter, he being so much 
the mora aawked that it was unlooked for; wherefore, when he saw these carriers 
metamorphosed into warriours, and ready to assault him, fearing that which 'was, that 
there was some train laid for them, he tamed about -to have retired into the castle ; but 
VOL. XXV -^24 <b740) 


APPENDICES TO INTRODUCTION 


360 


S70 


she asr’' 
not fee ^ 
her by 
forwar 
attitiK 
like tl 
might 
her in: ^ 
the ch 

prize ’■ j 

string 

Trebi2.‘':|, 

ing, u 

lady 

ehival 

lock, 

bears 

hold 

for he 

Dong , 

' 

locke 
my 1 
And, , 
of Si ' 
shall 
tang] ■ 
her g 
sitioi 
iiekL 
T1 
the ; 
Pern’ ' 
of Pi: 
The 
the 
store 
cont 
free-,'.'' 
shor 
eith 
1 ' 


there also hee met with his enemies ; between which two companies he and his fob 
lowers were slain, so that none escaped; the captain afterwards being searched tbeJ 
foimd (as it is reported) his mistress’s letters about him. Then hee went and tooke in 
the castle, but it is uncertain (say our writers) whether by force or composition* but 
it seems that the Constable, and those that were within, have yeelded it up witiiout 
force ; in regard that hee used them so gently, which he would not have done if ho had 
taken it at utterance. For he sent them all safe homo to the Lord Clifford, and gave 
them also provision and mony for their entertainment by the way. The castle, which he 
had burnt onely before, now he razeth, and casts down the walls thereof to the ground! 
By these and the like proceedings, within a short while he freed Bouglasdale, Attrick 
Forrest, and Jedward Forrest of the English garrisons and subjection. — -Pages 26-30, 


No. II 

Bstracts from The Bruce — Liber Compositus per Maffisfrum Johamem 
Barber^ ArcMdiaconnum Abyrdonensem, de Gestis, Beilis, ei Yirtutibus, 
Domini Roberti Brwyss, Regis Scocie Illiistrissimi, et de Gonquestu 
Eegni Bcocie per eundem, et de Domino Jacobo de Douglas. Edited by 
John Jamieson, D.D., F.E.S.E., etc. etc. Edinburgh, 1820. 


Now talds James his wiage 
Towart Dowglas, his heretage, 

■With twa yemen, for owtyn ma ; 

That wes a syraple stuff to ta, 

A land or a castell to wyn. 

The quhethir he yamyt to begyn 
Till bring purpose till ending ; 

For gud help is in gud hegynn3mg, 

For gud begynnyng, and hardy, 

Cyff it be folowit wittily, 

May ger oftsyss unlikly thing 
Cum to full conabill ending. 

Swa did it here : but he wes wyss 
And saw he mycht, on nakyn wyss, 
"Werray his fa with ewyn mycht ; 
Tharfor he thocht to wyxk with slycht. 
And in Dowglas daile, his country, 
Upon an ewynnjmg entryt he. 

And than a man wonnyt tharby, 

That was off freyndis weill mychty. 
And ryche of moble, and off cateiU, 
And had bene till his fadyr leyll ; 

And till him sellf, in his yowthed, 

He haid done mony a thankful! deid. 
Thom Dicson wes his name perfay. 

Till him he send ; and gan him pray, 
That he wald cum all anerly 
For to spek with him priuely. 

And he but daunger till him gais ; 

Bot fra he tauld him quhat he wais, 

He gret for joy, and for pite ; 

And him rycht till his houss had he ; 
Qiihar in a chambre priuely 
He held him, and his cumpany, 

That nane had off him persawing. 

Off mete, and drynk, and othyr thing, 
That mycht thaim eyss, thai had plente 
Sa wTOCht he throw suteltd, 

That all the lele men off that land, 

That with his fadyr war dueBand, 

This gud man geit cum, ane and ane, 

And mak him manrent euir Bkane ; 


And he him selff fyrst homage maid. 
Dowglas in part gret glaidschip haid, 
That the gud men off his cuntr6 
Wald swagate till him bundyn be. 

He speryt the conwyne off the land, 
And quha the castell had in hand. 

And thai him tauld all haiily ; 

And syne amang them priuely 
Thai ordanyt, that he still siild be 
In hiddillis, and in priwete, 

Till Palme Sonday, that wes net hand, 
The thrid day eftyr followand. 

For than the folk off that countre 
Assemblyt at the kyrk wald be ; 

And thai, that in the castell wer, 

Wald als be thar, than palmys to ber, 
As folk that had na dreid oil ill; 

For thai thoucht all wes at tliair will. 
Than suld he cum with his twa men- 
Bot, for that men suld nocht him ken, 
He suld ane mantill haiff auld and bar, 
And a iiaiil, as he a tha'esscher war. 
Wndyr the mantill nocht for thi 
He suld be armyt priuely. 

And quhen the men olf his counted, 
That suld all boune befor him be, 

His ensenye mycht her hym cry, 

Then suld thai, full enforceiy, 

Hycht ymyddys the kyrk assaill 
The Ingliss m*en with hard bataill, 

Swa that nane mycht eschap tham fra | 
For thar throwch trowyt thai to ta 
The castell, that besid wes ner. 

And quhen this, that I tell you her, 
Wes diuisyt, and wndertane, ' 

Ilkane till his howss hame is gane ; 

And held this spek in priuetd, 

Till the day off thar assembly. 

The folk upon the Sonoimday 
Held to Saynct Bridis kyrk thair way ; 
And tha that in the castell war 
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fArlij-t owtf batli les iiml mar, 

Aii<rw6«t tliair ftalmys for to feer j 
ChvtaH*^ a jwifi a inortrr* 
ilumm ott ;D<mgla« c»lf tljair rommyiig, 
Arul qaLai flial war, kwi uittliigi 
Ami h|M' 4 liiai till the kyrk in hj. 

Bot ftr Iw coiatq tu*> iiastiiy 
An« off IjhM'rij't, ‘‘Dowglasl iJci’s'glaaP 
Thoama Dskson, that nemsit was 
Till thaim that war oil the caateB, 

Thai war all iioioiiili. the dimseell, 

lie ‘ Bowglus I ’ swa hey herd, cry, 
Brew owt his sweni ; and felh'Iy 
Itusehyt amiiBg thaliii to ami fra. 

,,Bot. me or tw'a, for owisyii. ma, 

Thai! ia hj war left lyaml, 

QiiMlI Bowglaa eoiiie ryeht at tiaad, 

And then cnhoTji on thaim the cry. 

Bot fchai the. chunwli sturdely 
Held, and tiialia deftinlyt wcle, 

Till oil ihair latm war sla 5 nie nwmdell 
Bot the Dow glace m weill him bar, 

:TI:iafc all. the men, that with Mm war, 

Had conforfe off his wele doyng ; 

And he liira spiu\vt nakyn thing, 

Bot p'owyt sw”a his force in fycht, 

That throw hio worschip aiid his niycht 
:, Hia »iOi i» keyiily helpyt than, 

That tlrai the dianseli on tiaim wan. 

Than dang that ob sw.a liardyly, 

That in scliort tymo men mycht b& ly 
The twa part dede, or then deand. 

„ Thelawiww sesyt sone in hand, 

Swa that off thretty levyt nane, 

That that iie war slayne iikan, or tano. 

James off Bowfglas, qiihan this wes done, 
The presoneriis Inis he tane alsoneL ■ : . 
Aiid, with thaim off his cninpany, 

Towart the castoll went in hy, 

Or iwyiss or cry wild ryss. 

And for ho w-ald thana” aoae siippriss, 

That lewyt In the cafitell war, 

That war hut tw'a for owtym mar, 

Fyye mm or ecx beffir send he, 

That land all opyn the eiitri^; 

And eiitryt, aiifi the porter tiik 
Eyeht at the gate, and syne the ciik. 

With that .Dowglaa come to the yat, 

And entryi; in for <')\vtyii debate ; 

And fand tine mete all redy grathife, 

With bnrdy.s set, and clathis layit. 

The yhaitis then he gert sper, 

And sat, and eyt all at layser. 

Syne all the gitdis tiirtsyt thai 

That thalm thoclife that mycht liaiff away ; 

And namiy ’svapnys, and armyng, 

Silner, and tr«40ur, and elefchyng. 
Wyctiiss, that mycht nochfe tnrsyt he, 

Ou this isaner destroyit he. 

All the wictaiifi, owtano wife, 

Ala qnlieyt, and iiowr, and -iiieill, aad imdt 
I« tim wyne gellar gort he bring ; 

And samya on the iJor all Syng, 

A»«! the presoneris that ho had tane 
Bycht thiir in gert he held ilkane ; 

Syne oil the townnyB he hedis ontstrak : 

A fciiule melle thar gjum lie riiak. 
l?or meEe, and malt, and blwdi and wyne, 


Ban all to gidfh^r ia a melljiiif*, 

That %vas wmmuly for to »o. 

Tharfor the leen off that eountrd 
For awa fejci thar mrfJyt wer, 

CaBifcit tlia ‘BowglwIiaKimir.’ 

Eyiie tiik he salt, as Ic* har*i tell, 

Amt dofl horss, and eordiii the well ; 
And brynfc ail, ow'tal!( 5 ''n j- faiic ; 

And m forth, witis his monye, gayne 
Till his rrssdt ; for hhn tkoiielit well!, 
(iiff he had hfildyu. the caatell. 

It' had bene assegytrraith ; ■ 

And that him tlioucht to mckii! wMtb. 
For he m had ho'p off reskewyag. 

And it is to petalous thing . 

In castell assegyt to b€f, 

Qwhar want is olf tiilr thingia thre — 
Yictaili, or men with fchair arniyrig, 

Or tlnm jgud hop off resetting. 

And for lie dred thir thiiigw said faile, ■ 
He chesyt foTthwart to trawaill, 

Qnhar he mycM at his larges be ; 

And swa dryv'© furth Ma destaae. ■ ■ 

On tin’s rrisa "wes tliO' caatell tan, . 

And slayiie that w»ar thariii ilkan. 

The Dow’glas syne all his iiieBya 
Gert hi ser placis depertyt he ; 

For men sufd wyt qtthar fchai war, '■ 
That yeid depertyt her and thar. 

Thaim that wmr wo'ondyt gert 'he ly , 

■ In till hiddillis, ail prinely ; 

And gert giid leechis t'iil tliaim bring „ 
QuhilJ that thal war in till heling. 

And Mm selff, with a few’ me'nye, 

Quhile aue, qnhile twa, and qiihii thre, 
And wnnqiihill all hini allane, 

. In hiddillis throw the land, .is g»M.. ■ ■ ' 

Sa dred he Inglis men his mycht, 

That.be dnrst iiocht weie cum in sychl*. 
For thai war that tyme all weldand 
As maist lordis, our ail the land. 

■■ .Bo'fc tytbandls, that scalis sone, ' ■ 

■Off thl,s deM'that Bowgias has done ' 
Come to the Clltfun! hia ere, in .by, 

That for Ms tynsMli ures 'Sary ; 

And menyt his moii that thai had slayno, 

, And syne .has to purpOB taae, 

To big tlie castell wp agayne. 

Thar for,'.%sman of laeMll mayne, 

, He-assemblit gret cumpaiiy,^ . 

And till Bow^airj lie went In hy. 

And biggyt wp the caatell swyth ; 

And maid it rycht stahvart and stytli 
And put tharin wietaliis and men. 

Am off the TijyrwallyH tlicn 
He left behind liim eapitjme, 

And syne till Ingiand w’ent affayn«. 

Book IV. *255462. 


Bot yeit than James o! Dowglas 
In Dowglaa Dalle fcrawailland wm | 
Or eliys wesll ner limid tiiarby, 

In hyddfflys siimdelll prinely. 

For he "tvald se his goiiernjTag ■ 
That had the castell in kepings 
And gert mok mony luperty. 
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To 80 quhethyr he wald ische blythly. 
And quhen he persawyt that he 
Wald blythly ische with his menye, 

He maid a gadring priuely 
Off thaim that war on his party ; 

That war sa fele, that thai durst fycht 
With Thyrwali, and all the mycht 
Off thaim that in the castell war. 

He schupe him in the nycht to far 
To Sandylandis ; andtharnerhy 
He him enbuschyt priuely, 

And send a few a trane to ma ; 

That soue in the momyng gan ga, 

And tuk cateli, that wes the castell by, 
And syne withdrew thaim hastily 
Towart thaim that enbuschit war. 

Than Thyrwali, for owtyn mar, 

Gert arme Ms men, forowtyn baid ; 

And ischyt with all the men he haid : 
And folowyt fast eftir the cry. 

He wes armyt at poynt clenly, 

Owtane [that] his hede wes bar. 

Than, with the men that with him war, 
The cateli Mowit he gud speid, 

Eycht as a man that had na dreid, 


Till that he gat off thaim a sycht. 

Than prekyt thai with all thar mycht, 
Folowand thaim owt off aray ; 

And thai sped thaim fieand, qnhill thai 
Fer by thair buschement w'ar past ; 

And Thyrwali ay chassyt fast. 

And than thai that enbuschyt war 
Ischyt till him, bath les and mar, 

And rayssyt sudanly the cry- 
Ancl thai that saw sa sudandly 
That folk come egyrly prikand 
Eycht betuix thaim and thair warancl, 
Thai war in to full gret effray. 

And, for thai war owt off aray, 

Sum off thaim lied, and sum abad. 

And Dowglas, that thar with him had 
A gret mengye, full egroly 
Assaylyt, and scalyt thaim hastyly ; 

And in schort tyme ourraid thaim swa. 
That weile nane eschapyt thaim fra. 
Thyrwali, that wes thair capitane, 

Wes thar in the bargane slane, 

And off his men the mast party. 

The lave ffed full effraytly. 

Book V. m 


NOTES TO THE SURGEON'S DAUGHTER, ETC. 


.Note 1, — An Anachronism, p. 120 

'*"‘^** could only be acted in tbe 

wn ^towrfe^t Directors 

-Eiiiot IS ,t)f , opmiua that there Is an anachronism in the introduction' of 

• .^ iHipiah, the Bramin ,cl»6as/i of .the English governor. C. C* 

Note 2. — The .Dowbah, p. ISO 

, . In every village tlie dotcrah, or guide, is an offic.ial person noon thft--' 
pwliiicestaWishment, and receives a portion o.f the harvest or other' revenue 

a oBK With the smltb, the sweeper, and the barter As hi°Ste no hw 
I rom the _travel!er.s whom it is bis oiBee to conduct, be never scruples to 
ahoi ten his o^vn journey and prolong theirs by taking them to the nearest 
-S’ tb™t“en,ito;r"H direct fine ot ?oVte“«nd“ m“etiS 


Note 3. — Castle of Doconas, p. IJ39 
ti f o?® “»II<=e of DouKias Castie, etc., is from the Descrlotion. of 

III hisfeorlea performed by them, bv the important actions recorded 

banrli of baroilie It heth m? 1 *“’?* Db^Rlass, Iouk sracB erected in a 

monumenta and 

dthAS of ®wZr“l? ZMoSK® P-'fe i. ««1 dPO-. 

and i« bomidcti by Lesim4affow to tbf 

and Carmlclmell to tirSh and eontSt^^f rf John 

pleasant seat, doa© ij* a**wood/eto!^!5pf*^^ Bouglass, has a good house and 
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Note 4. — Hazelsidb, p. 180 

[Hazelside Place, the fief granted to Thomas Dickson by William the 
Hardy, seventh Lord Douglas, is still pointed out about two miles to the 
south-west of the Castle Dangerous. Dickson was sixty years of age at 
the time when Lord James first appeared in Douglas Dale. His heirs kept- 
possession of the fief for centuries ; and some respectable gentlemen’s 
families in Lanarkshire still trace themselves to this ancestor. /"rom 
l^otes &!/ Mr. Maddow.] 

Note 5. — Maker or Trouveur, p. 190 

The name of maker stands for poet (with the original sense of which 
word it exactly corresponds) in the old Scottish language. That of trou- 
'veur or troubadour — finder, in short — has a similar meaning, and almost 
in every country the poetical tribes have been graced with the same epi- 
thets, inferring the property of those who employ invention or creation. 


Note 6 . — Wild Cattle, p. 216 

These bulls are thus described by Hector Boetius, concerning which he 
says : — 

In this wood (namely the Caledonian wood) were sometime white hulls, with crisp 
and curling manes, like fierce lions ; and though they seemed meek and tame in the 
remanent figure of their bodies, they were more wild than any other beasts, and had 
such hatred against the society and company of men, that they never came in the 
woods nor lesuries where they found any foot or hand thereof, and many days after 
they eat not of the herbs that were touched or handled by man. These bulls were 
so wild, that they were never taken but slight and crafty labour, and so impatient, 
that after they were taken they died from insupportable dolour. As soon as any man 
invaded these bulls, they rushed with such terrible press upon him that they struck 
him to the earth, taking no fear of hounds, sharp lances, or other most penetrative 
weapons. •— Boetius, jS'eoif., vol. i. p. xxxix. 

The wild cattle of this breed, which are now only known in one manor 
in England, that of Chillingham Castle in Northumberland (the seat of the 
Earl of Tankerville), were, in the memory of man, still preserved in three 
places in Scotland, namely, Drumlanrig, Cumbernauld, and the upper park 
at Hamilton Palace, at all of which places, except the last, I believe, they 
have now been destroyed, on account of their ferocity. But though those 
of modern days are remarkable for their white colour, with black miizzies, 
and exhibiting, in a small degree, the black mane, about three or four inches 
long, by which the bulls in particular are distinguished, they do not by 
any means come near the terrific description given us by the ancient authors, 
which has made some naturalists think that these animals should probably 
be referred to a different species, though possessing the same general habits, 
and Included in the same genus. The bones which are often discovered in 
Scottish mosses belong certainly to a race of animals much larger than 
those of Chillingham, which seldom grow to above 80 stone (of 141bs.), the 
general weight varying from 60 to 80 stone. We should be accounted very 
negligent by one class of readers did we not record that the beef furnished 
by those cattle is of excellent flavour, and finely marbled. 

[The following is an extract from a letter received by Sir Walter Scott 
some time after the publication of the novel : — 

When it is ^vished to MU any of the cattle at Ciilllingiiam, the keeper goes into the 
herd on horseback, in which way they are quite accessible, and singling out Hs victim, 
takes aim, with a large rifie-gun, and seldom fails in bringing him dowm. If the poor 
animal makes much bellowing in his agony, and especially if the ground be stained 
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wiili hln blood, eompaisioRB bc-come veTj? forfORH, mtl are tbottimilvfia, I iMjlicwf, 
aci*i’H'-H»ry to Ids deatli. After wfach, tlioy oft to a disfaut piwt of tiw parfc„ aiwl 
lie is dmmi iway mi a nledge. ■ I*oui Tarikerville m very teiKirjoiw of t{je«c 
aaiiUiiiis : lie will uii no aeeoiiiit part vsltli a Ihiu?? one, aatl Inuiiy allows ul a iuffliJeiit 
Ruiubei! beuiij kOlM-l to leave- pi,ifa.tnm;re for tlione flat rermiii. 

It liappeaetl ou or«.« occa'-toii, tlireo or four yeara ajsfo, tiiafc a |Kirt.v vlfutaig at the 
eaBtlCf, wlienji w'ere some men fif Wfir^, wlio ItaJ. Imiitctl baifaioe^ lu foreign part% 

ti!>tuai««l |)ei*uii-j:>loa to do tlie keeper's work and idioot- om*, of tlie wild cattle. They 
sallied out on ijor-sebaek, aud, duly equipped for tlie entt^rprise, atiiw ked f heir object. 
Tite poor aidinai re'Cclved aiverul wooad'j, but jsoiie of them proving fatal, be retired 
before Im purauerH, roaring with ptim and rage, till, planting iiiuvvclf a^ahof-t a wall or 
tree, lie stood at bay, olloriiig a front of defiance, fa tbia' pos-Jtioii tiie ymitliful heir 
of tliti caatle, Lord Of«‘>ul«jton, rude up to give bam the fatal shot. Tliougix warned of 
tbo danger of approaching near to tlio enraged animal, awl cispceiaily of tiring without 
llrat having turned his horse’s head in a direction to be ready for flight, lie dlseiiarged 
his pie<‘C | but are iito could turn his horse round to laakc Ma retreat, the raging beast 
had plunged his immense boms into its Hank. The horse staggered and was iiffar fall- 
ing, but recovering by a violent eiforfc, he extricated himself from his infmiateci pur- 
suer, making off with all the speed In? wasting strength supplied, his entxaili^ ineanwliiia 
dragging on tho ground ; till at length he fell, ana died at the same moment. Tha 
aniiuai was wow close upon his rear, and the young lord would uiuiueslicmably have 
shared the fate of his unhappy sb^ed, Jsad not the keeper, deeming It full time to cem- 
dude the day’s dl version, fired at the iiibtant. Mm «hot brought the beast ■ to.: the 
groiHid, and ninniiig in with hia large Inaife, Im put a period to. its eiistence, 

■This scene of gentlemanly pastime was viewe«i .from a turret oL the „ castle. by L«iy,. 
Tankervillci mid her female victors. Such a situation for the mother of the young' 
heto wa»::anytMfig but enviable. ]■ 


Note 7, — Erix of Douglas Church, p. 26'0 ■ 

|■‘Tills is a most graphic and accurate description of the pre.‘?eiit .state ol, 
the ruin. Its being occupied by the sexton as a dweiilng-place, 'a,iKl .thO' 
tviioli* scene of the old man's inteniew with De Valence., may be .classed 
with our llluRtrlofis author’s most felicitous imagitt!ags.“--N(Flc I>l/ 

Mr, BtmiMrt. of 


Note S. — Frag.’iient bx Coleridge, .'p. 262 ■■ 

f The AwtliOf has somewhat altered part of .a beautlfo.}: unpubiished, frag- 
ment of Coleridge : — 

.'■.'....- .^'WhereisthegraveoLSirArthurOrelian,— 

Where .may the grave of that good knight he ? 

... ..By the marge of. a brook,. oil the, slope of Helvellyn, . ■ 

Under the fjougha of a young birch-tree. ■ 

. The oak that , In .smumer was pleasant to, hear,. ' : 

— : That .rustled ,l.ii autumn all withered and sear, ■ 

That whistled and groaned tImT the wmter-aloae 
He hath gone, and a birch in Ms place is grows.. ^ 

/ . The Miigh.Fs bo.nes are dust,; ’ 

■■ Bis good sword is- rafity'U ' " 

His spirit D with the saints, we’traat, — AW. ] ^ 


Note 0. — Prison Cages, p. S12 '. 

The rpieen of Robert the Bruce, and the Cotintess of Buchan, hy ’whom, 
as one of Macdiiffi’s descent, he was crowned at -Scone, were soeored la the 
manner described. 

Note 10. — Bloody Sxkes, p. S28 ' 

The ominous name of Bloodmire Sink or Syke.marlLs a narrow hollow to 
the north'' west o£ Douglas Castle, from which it is distant about the third 
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of a mile Mr. Haddow states that, according to local tradition, the name 
was Kiveii in consequence of Sir James Douglas having at this spot inter- 
cepted and slain part of the garrison of the castle while De Walton was in 
command. 

Note 11. — Death of Young Dickson, p. 355 

FThe fall of this hrave stripling by the hand of the English governor, 
and the stern heroism of the father in turning from the spot where he lay, 
Eiodel Tf beLty and strength.’ that he might not be withdrawn trom 
the duty whlcSuglts had assigned him of protecting the Lady of Berkely 
excites an interest for both, with which it is almost to be regretted that 
history interferes. It was the old man, Thomas Dickson, not his son, who 
fell The slogan, ‘a Douglas — a Douglas,’ having been prematurely 
Dickson who was within the church, thinking that his young lord with 
hi aimk banlwarat hand, drew his sword, and, with only one man to 
assist hfm, opposed the English, who now rushed to the door. Cut across 
the middle by an English sword, he still continued his opposition, till he 
fell Seless at the threshold. Such is the tradition, and it is supported l)y 
a memorial of some authority — a tombstone, still to be seen m the chuicli- 
ya?d^f Douglas, on which is sculptured a figure of Dmkson, support ng 
with his left arm his protruding entrails, and raismg his sword with the 
Tther in the attitude of comhB.t-Note hy the Rev, Mr. Bteivart of DGtwla8.\ 
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Abab, waited, delayed 
Abhahah, shamming, fdgii- 
iiig fi'kltiieas ... 

Abhw, above 

Accobabb, tfce toueli ol the 
(iwowl cwii the shoulder in 
coiifewittg Imiglithood 
A«, one 

Aiaw-'Mosws* about 20 
Hiiles «outh of N!inea iu 
'::.¥vmee 
Aai, ow» / 

Ajax TBar^AMOW. *S'ee Teucer 
Alcalde, a Spanish lEagie- 
: trato or Juilge 
Allah acebar, God is gi*eat 
All ANB8LV, or allxnaulx, 
solely 

Alsonk, a® aooM 
A L T i H I D 0 « A . S e e^.P o n 
Qui£Ote<t Fart II. diap. 
sliv. 

Ambwjaiw, an ambush , 
lisKON SIS liiGAEDUa, etc. 
(p. ©I, Are vou not a oer- 
tain Eicliarli Middleman! 
of the tuwii of Middleam ? ’ 
Aiwwor in Latin i 

ANOBrae, an opiate, narcotic 
Antiosja,’ niifl, named from j 
the West India island , 
wMcIi prodwcfes it 
Asssaw, besieged 
A’TiTOmixBj all together 
Attkck, orKTiairx, Fomst, 
nearly the same aa Sel- 
kirkshire 
Adlo, old 

Ayah, a black female nurse, 
generally a native of India 

Back-play, gam© in reserve, 
reanurce 

Bah Aim BE, an epithet of 
respect, equivalent to 
‘gallant oillcer ’ or «o 


Biro, or BADE, delay | Boreel, simple, uiileamad 

Banka, a courtier I Bousis, ready, prepared 

Banys, bone-B | Boueo, borongls, town - ■ 

Bar, bare, threadbare | Beown-wll, u kind of lial* 
Bae<i.n-ba;ilj®, baron’s 1 b€>rd, pamted brown, and 
deputy in a burgh of 1 carried by foot-soidiera 
barony, a Mad of Scottish ! , and town- watchmen . 

magistrate i Bsowst, a brewing 

Basilisk, a fabuloas ser- j Bbusyen, burst 

[ peat-like creature that; Beynt, burnt 
I inhabited the deserts of ; Buckle (of wlg)» the cur! 
j Arabia; its glance ivas • or aiTangeiEeiit tliafc' ha© 
1 held to b© fatal to living | gone a long time without 
I creatures s being renewed 

B A ULDEE, -bolder ■' Bukshke, a general ■ 

[. Beaux YBux'Dffi.MACAs- Burdys, boards, tables, 
i : , sETTB, a sly allusion to the | which were usually Iwards 
pToviiihepousernnefemme I supported on inovablo 
i pmif Us ■bmm yem.de sa'i: ■ trestlea 
“ eass.eite uuto marry a ] BtR^Eidn IjMOdtQRAf or 
■ 'woman fot’ (tha beautiful ; Aat.voisa', the Gernum poem 
eyes of) her. money I which Seott translated and 

Bemal, a sexton, beadle * published as ina first lit- 
Bssouai,. .a.lady of high; eniry aehievement 
Tank- IBuroh oy baeonie, or 

Besowyy, behoved ' barony, a distinctive class 

BELiYB,by and. by, soon \ ol lioroughs amongst Scot- 
Benewct,- or :]B»nejmck, a' tish towns 
character In Much Ad& ! BvT (daungee), without, 
About No thiny<f Act ii. i apart from 
BC. 3 ■ ■ 

Best, ta’eh- the, taken to | 
the open:, field,' provided ; Gamy, sportive, lively 
: .for one’s safety . ' i Canny, gently, carefully 

Big, to build ; . biogyt, built ' Gar, care 
Bismillab,' ■in. 'the' hame of i Cara IUzx, probably Bba, 
God! I the eighth Imam of the 

Black Death, ■ ■ visited Bng- j SMite Mob a «i m e d a « a, 
land in 134849 , . 1301 - 62 , ' whose priiieipal shrine Is 
and 1369 | at Meshed in Persia 

Elate, civil, bashful ! Carioum, corjjae 

Blink, glance-..- j Carle, a fellow, person 

BoACUCEAs .'-a. warlike queen i Garlihe, an oH woman 
. .of the. ancient Britons . Carpe diem, make tho most 

Booty die,- or dye, a pretty 5 of the present day 
toy 1 Cause, of Gowric, the low 
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she 

not 

her ^ ' 

for’ff 

attii 

like 

niig 

her 

the 

priz 
stri] 
Tre,' ' 
inj'"" 


ohiT 

lod 

bea 

boh 

Dot 
‘ ; 
loci ' 

mj'li 

of," 
sha 
tan ; 
her ■ 
siti'. 
fiel 

a 

the 

Pej 

of 

Tb 

the‘] 

stoi 

coril 

feetl 

shc.r 

eitlv' 


alluvial lands on the north 
side of the Tay in Perth- 
shire 

Cast ttp to, to reproach 
Cbla N’JSST pas HOJJrUETE, 
that is not proper 
Cblsus, a Roman physician 
of the 1st century a. d. 
Chabootba, a platform 
Chaboxik, a long' whip 
CuESYT, chose, preferred 
Chield, a fellow, person 
Chobdar, an usher, mace- 
bearer 

C HOWRY, a flap or fan made 
of a cow’s tail 
Chuckie-stanes, pebbles, 
sandstones 
Clathis, cloths 
Clavek, chatter, tattling 
Cbeek to, to seize upon 
Clbnly, wholly, entirely 
Clocking-hen, a hen sitting 
on eggs 

Close, bout, turn, struggle 
CoMYN, Red, a Scottish 
chief stabbed by Robert 
Bruce in the Minorites’ 
church in Dumfries on 10th 
February 1306 

CoNAEiLL, possible, attain- 
able 

Conwyne, condition, state 
Coss, a measure of distance 
varying from 1| to 2i miles 
Coup db soleil, a sunstrohe 
Cousing, a blood-relation 
Cowries, small shells used 
as money in India, 6000 or 
7000 being worth a rupee 
= 23. 

C REE ZB, or KRIS, a short 
knife or sword, worn in 
the East 

Cresset, a fixed candle- 
stick, or small portable 
.fir© :■ 

Crimping, kidnapping men 
for the army or navy 
Crore, the sum of ten 
million rupees, worth 
£1,000,000 

Cross, rudey, the red cross 
of St. George of England 
CuK, cook 

Cull in the ken, a man or 
boy in the house 
CuMMERBAND, a sash 

CUTTYAWAR, Or KaTHIAWAR, 
a peninsula on the west 
side of India, north of 
Bombay, formerly famous 
for its breed of horses 

Baefing, free conversation, 
frolicking 

Dais, a canopy; the chief 
table, somewhat higher 
than the others 


Dang, laid on, struck 
Dead-thraw, death-throes, 
death-agony 
Deand, dying 
DEBow.iLYT, disembowelled 
Degial, or Dejjal, the anti- 
christ or false propliet of 
the Mohammedans, who 
will come riding on an ass 
in mockery of Jesus 
Deira, an ancient Saxon 
kingdom of England, be- 
tween the Tees, the Hum- 
ber, and the borders of 
Wales 

Depertyt, divided, separated 
Dewan, a treasurer 
Diuisyt, devised 
Divan, the state council of 
an Oriental sovereign 
Doctus utriusoub juris, 
learned in both civil and 
ecclesiastical law ; that is, 
duly quaHfled to practise 
Dominica Conpitentium, 
the Sunday of confessing 
persons 

Domum servavit, lanam 
PB ciT, she sta3^ed at home 
and spun -wool 
Dormant (table), a fixed, 
stationary table, as dis- 
tinguished from one made 
of boards laid on trestles, 
•which was the usual 
fashion in the middle ages 
Dour, stubborn, obstinate 
Dowrah, the official guide of 
a Hindoo village 
Dreid, dread, fear 
Drink-gbld, a gratuity, tip 
D R U M M E R’s hand WRITING, 
marks of the iash, made 
by the drummer as the 
regimental executioner 
Dubash, a stev/ard 
Duelland, fighting 
Dulb, grief 

Duncan, King, his body- 
guard. See Macbeth^ Act 
i. sc. 7, and Act ii. sc. 2 
Durbar, an official reception 


Een, eyes 

Eepray, fear, terror; 
BEFRAYTLY, Under the 
influence of fear 
Egyrly, or egrely, eagerly 
Elder Comedy, amongst the 
ancient Greeks, the actors 
nearly always wore masks ; 
their Elder Comedy was 
of a decidedly satirical 
character 

Eldoun, or Eildon, Hills, 
near Melrose, Roxburgh- 
shire, traditionally asso- 
ciated with Thomas the 


Rhymer and Miclmel feoti 

the magician 

Enbuschyt, or enboschit 
ambushed ' 

Enseisyb, standard, ensign 
Erdyt, buried 
Ere, ear 
Eschap, escape 
Ettrick, forest of, wiicre is 
now the county of Selkirk 
Eyss, to desire 
Eyt, eat, ate 

Pa, foe, enemy 
Faitour, a traitor 
Fakir, a Hindoo, in the, text 
a Mobammedan, religious 
enthusiast 

Falkirk, battle of, was 
fought on 22d July 1,208 
Fanfaronade, vain boasting, 
swaggering 
Far, fore, go 

Fashes, takes trouble, pains 
Fata Morgana, a fairy, 
sister of King Arthur, 
figures in the chivalric 
epics of Boiardo and Tasso 
Fause-face, a false face, 
mask 

Fele, much, many things 
Fer, far, a long way 
Ferinois, Franks: that is, 
Europeans of all nations; 
Feeingi sahib, a Euro- 
pean gentleman 
Feu de joie, a discharge of 
firearms, salute 
Fle,and, .flying: .■ 

Flock-bilk, floss-silk 
Florentine (veal), a pie 
Flyting, scolding 
Foeowtyn, besides 
Forty-five, the attempt of 
the Y oung P r. e t e n d e r , 
Prince Charles Edward, to 
p^ain the crovra of England 
in 1745 

Franoistan, Europe 

FREISCETTTZ, or FSillSCHC-TZ, 
an opera by Carl Marla 
von Weber, completed In 
1820 

Furthwart, xiFudence, pre- 
caution 
Fyoht, fight 

Fyee, trouble, pains, worry 

Gadring, gathering 
Gallooned, ornamented 
with galloon, a kmd of 
thread iace used for 
binding 
Gan, .began 
Gaet. See Ger, etc. 
Gaveston, Piers de, a Gas*' 
con, an unworthy favourite 
of Edward II. 

Gay soikncb, minstrelsy 
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Gbae, b««iriftsaj affair 
CJi?», wr SAIL tw siiakc^ cause ; 
OABTt f«aT, or OAEIIBO, 
waili*, eaiwed 

Ghaot»j mountaij .1 cJuilii.J on 
both ol' llif* country 
■ of Myaoro in Sowtliom 
■ ' liKiia 

O I A M 8 c n 1 1 >, or Jamshid, a 
Icgintiary kiupt of Persia. 
iSffi file luUsmau^ S'ote S, 
410 

Cloa, to give 

Am gabboto, grin- 
ning and talking 
G1.TO5 a kite 
GtowERisa', staring 
ItOLC'OHDA,, a town awl klng- 
tloM in the interior of 
India, whore diamonds 
were formerly cut and 
{joiished; hence the place 
was proverbial for its 
\vealtfi 

Gooo-baccihtoe, daugiitc-r- 

Goth, one deficient in taste, 
an iineiiltlvafeed person 
Gow'finso, playing golf 
GaATHrr, dresBod, prepares! 
Qmtms an old name Cor 
Conimia, in Spain 
0OIPB, to treat, use, direct 
O'trWA-was (p. 112), guinea- 
men, men possessing 
gHiiieaa . . 

Gw F, Ijf 

Haooaed, a wild hawk which 
hm been tamed 
HAaoia, flheu|.dri liver, heart', 
etc., minced fine and hoi icd 
In a bag with oatmeal, 
suet, etc. 

Haiff, to have, wx»ar 
Hawm, a phyaidan 
Hai.M'H, hfdd 

HAinowMAHs, All Saints I>ay, 
tlui J At of Xo’ ember 
Hase, a liold, advantage 
HaoM, liovlb ends 
Hr: RIOT Eo’w, a street of 
Hlinbnrg.b, i-mmiiig p.'iral- 
Id to, aud north of, Priiicoi 
Btreet ('/.c.), ^vjw. laid out 
ill 17 C‘h and following years 
Hnn>JLLiH, or HynombiJ, 
hiding 

Hns, high, principal (street) 
liiFPOCBATBh, »« imcwnt 
Greek physician, whos^e 
authority was ’long of 
great weight in medical 
prat!ti<;a ? he wrote a book 
of Apimrims 

Mmm, a sliilling, perhaps 
sixpence 

Holm, ii fiat; plain beside a 
river 


'Hookah, the tobacco-pfpe 
J of Orienfel races, eousisls 
I of a bowl for holding the 
i tobacco, azid a hoHJe for 
I ' ■ hoiding .water,- thr oug h 
I, wiilch the BBioim passes’ia 
hiv iiwiiariibbertabo- 


IiAo, the sim of ICiO,C)00 
rupees, worth 
Haick, lay 

Lallv, Voini% an officer vf 
Iriali c X 1 1* a c t ion, vt uu- 
Hiaiidcd the Freuth forces 
in ImOn in 


1 HoEsiNa AKB Hoomo, Mow- i Lash, a block of houAca', 
I iiig of 'horns and Bhouting | ■ iiOiiae 
; C whooping), as by Elio Wild [ LaisoLom-ER, atrolltn', ad- 
; HiiBtsiuaa in the opowa | venturer 
.H'OtTM, El beauteous m.:dden i La hcwabd, . tne outlying 
in the Mohamm-edan rural d.istricts 
paradi'Se I Laeges, liberty 

Howdaheu, provided witli a | Lave, remainder ■ 
kowdah, or enclosed seat ! Lavkeb, ieiKura 


for perBoas to ride in 
Hy, haste 

l€, I 

Ilkahb, each one 
ISiOTR Hoitse, one of the 
branches of the pri.jaeipal 
law ccuirt of Scotland 
Iknouth, within 
IsoHYT, is'sued, came out j 
■ iBcm, to come out, forth 

«r A 1*0 UBiHQ, auspectia-g, 
opimng- 

Jeo, foebst of, or Jebwa.r& 
Foeest, near- Jedburgh, m -, 
the south of Scotiaud; ! 


Leadexhall Stpjeet, Lou- 
don, where the East India 
Company Jiad theii* priuci- 
pal office-S 
Lbsusies, pasfcuieis ■ 
Levett, a sort of medical 
l>ractltl oner w h o m 1> r. 
Johm-sou sheltered iu his 
own house for taveaty 
years 

Levyt, remamed 
Level, lele, or leal, loyal, 

■ faithful 

LfKTOT, Basnaey Bbrnasd 
(1675-17fii»), ■ pubiislier' of 
- works by .Pope, Stee'le, 
Gay, ami others 


J ED WOOD, or J-BI3DAET, \ LiwBK, to ti’iist, coafido ia 
staff, a kind of battle- i Listed, liked, chose ' 
as.t%’ made originally -at ■! LoBsc€rtTss, .a .hMh of stew'ed 
Jedburgh . | biscuit' and salt meat 

J iGOEB-Dtr.BBEB, a dooT-v LoHO-sHANEs, .ft. aickname of 
shutter, porter t Edward 1. of England 

J'OANHA, MY FEIEJS®' (p. 'Eji), 1 LOOK, .fclloW ' , . 

the dramatist Joamm i Lootib, a marauder, 

. Biiillie (17fi2-M>l) ■ 'j .■ plruwlerer ' 

-JOUK' AEB'LET THE JAW GAE I Los, pralstv 
BY, stoop, .%e. give way,.! Loutisg,.. leaping - - 
auu let the wave go by, • Loci w a, the gciddesn of 
bend to the storm | birth autougst the aucleufc 

JtJTERTY, . a dangerous, war- [ Eo'm,an,s 
.like enterprise ' . i .Lecey, dame, -a title given to 

‘ old women 


KA.FFrLA, '» caraviui: of iner- 
chants.- 

Kafb, an infidel, , from the 
stand'point '.of a .Moham- 
■ medan ' 

Kail, 'Cabbage J EAa-YAJSD",. 
cabbaga-plot ' . 

,KE-H,'to'’kno.w. ^ 

KBiim, a. Mght^ar:med; -'foot- 

' soMier . 

Khas, an Oriental inn . 

.Khelaht,' a dre.ss of honour 

Killedae, ■ the ' gov.ernor ^ of 
a fort 

Kit, the small violin : that 
dancing-masterai formerly 

.'Used' 

Kite, Seeseast, a character 
in Ga'orge.F.a'rqtih'ar’s 
(ITOfi) ' 


Lyakd, lying 

Ma, or MAE, more; ma, to 
make 

11 AC IK) ?r ADD, Floea, the 
guide of Prince CharhiH 
Edward in June 174fi, was 
imprisoned for a tiiao, but 
eventually fiet at liberty 
31 A c II I A V E L, statou-uau of 
Floreiicc, Ifith century, 
famous for craft and un- 
scrupulous duplicity 
3lAiHiATTAS, the mixed racti* 
luliabitKig a group of wiatts 
oii the w’cst sifle oi India 
MAIHKEXT, or MAHEEKT, 
vassalage, liomage to » 
superior. 
ilAm, mom 
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Max 3 c’est but it ’s all 
the same 

Malleus Sootoeum, the 
hammer of the Scots 
MauDj a Lowland plaid 
Maynb, valour, might 
IVIeill, or MBXLE, meal, flour 
Mbkill, or MUCKLB, much, 
great 

MelL] 6, medley, confused 
mess ; mellyne, confusion, 
mixture ; mellyt, mingled 
together 

Mknye, or MENOYE, a feudal 
lord’s retainers 
Methuen, or Methvbn, 
Wood, a few miles west of 
Perth, where Bruce was 
defeated on 19th June 1306 
Moble, moveable goods 
Mohub, a British Indian gold 
coin = 30s.’ 

Moldwakp, a mole 
Mooteb mahul, pearl of the 
palace, a term of endear- 
ment 

Moet-skin, the skin of a 
lamb or sheep that has 
died accidentally 
Motakul, a meeting 
Moullah, a Mohammedan 
priest 

Muezzin, the officer of a 
Mohammedan mosque who 
announces the hours of 
prayer from a lofty tower 
Mum, moor, common 
MuiiNYN, mourning 
Musoadbl, or muscatel, a 
sweet, strong wine of Italy 
and France 

Musnud, a state cushion 
Mycht, might (verb and 
substantive) 

JSTa elate, imcivil, immodest, 
bold 

NAGfOEA, a state drum 
Naeyn wyss, no manner of 
wise, nowise 

Natch, or nautch, a spec- 
tacle by professional 
dancers in India 
Nisi Dominus oustodxet, 
unless the Lord keep (the 
house)—— 

Nizam, the title of the ruler 
of the state of Hyderabad 
in the centre of India 
Nocht, not 

Nouejehan, light of the 
world, a term of endear- 
ment 

Noushievan, Khoseau, or 
Choseoes, surnamed 
Anosharvan, i.e. the 
Blessed, a great king of 
ancient Persia, famed for 
his Justice 


Nouz, for NOUS, intelligende 
and enterprise 

Novum Casteum, Roman 
name of N e w’ c a s t ie-o n- 
Tyne 

Nullah, a small brook, 
torrent 

Nuzzae, a tribute of gold 
mohurs 
Nycht, night 
Nym, Cobpoeal, a character 
in Shakespeare’s JIen7'y V. 

Ob, a grandchild 
Oftsyss, ofttimes, often 
Ohiflamme, the sacred 
banner of France, edged 
with flame-like trimming 
and borne on a gilded staff 
OUTSTEAK, Struck out 
OwLiAH, or WALi, a Moham- 
medan saint 
OwT, out 

OWTYN,OWTANE, or OWTAKYN, 

outta’en, outtaken, except 

Pagoda (p. 102), gold coin, 
with a pagoda figured on 
one side =: 7s. 

Paek, Mungo, practised as 
a surgeon at Peebles from 
1799 to 1S05 

Paxaeetb, a kind of sherry, 
grown near to Xeres in 
the south of Spain 
Peon, a foot-soldier 
Peefay, verily, truly 
Peksaving, perceiving, per- 
ception; peesavyt, 
perceived 

pETTAH, the town or suburb 
outside a fortified place 
PicABEscA, what is knavish, 
adventurous, and not over 
honest 

Pickaninnies, small children 
PiNDAEEEs, freebooters or 
mercenary soldiers tvIio 
established themselves in 
the Central Provinces of 
India after the overthrow 
of the Mogul empire 
Pint (Scottish) =8 pints 
English 

PoNDicHEREY, was Surren- 
dered, after a long re- 
sistance, to the English by 
Count Laily in 1761 
Prekyt, pricked, hastened; 
PE IK AND, pricking, hur- 
rying 

Peestantjn, or peasstantin, 
one who receives military 
pay (prmianiia) 

Peinces Street, the prin- 
cipal street of Edinburgh, 
laid out in 1767 and fol- 
lowing years 
Pbiuely, privily, secretly 


Pro tanto, bo far as this 
matter is concerned 
Pugg, or Pug, a misebievons 
little goblin in Ben Jon. 
son’s T/ie Devil is mi Ass 

Quantum suffictt, the need- 
ful amount or quantity 
Quean, a woman, female 
Question, torture 
Qukas, where 
Quhen, when 

Quhethie, or quiiethfe, how- 
ever, notwithstanding 
Quheyt, w'heat 
QuHmB, now, again 
QuHn.L, till, until 
Quos EGO OF Neptune (p. 5). 
See Virgil’s JSneid, Bk. i. 
139 

R A CHE IN, or Rathlh?, an 
island off' the north coast 
of Ireland 

Raith, quickly, soon 
Rajahpoot, a noble of India 
Rambler, Br. Samuel 
Jolmson, who edited the 
periodical called The 
jRambler 

Rap, a counterfeit coin, 
current in Ireland in the 
reign of €leorge I., and 
worth half a farthing, 
though it passed for a 
halfpenny 

Baploch, coarse woollen, 
homespun 

Rattan, a species of cane 
Rayssyt, raised 
Rebeck, a stringed instru- 
ment, not unlike a violin 
in appearance 

Re CHE AT, the huntsman’s 
signal of recall 
Bedesdalb, the valley of the 
river Reed in Northum- 
berland 

Eeif, robbery, plunder 
Resett, abode, residence 
Richard, not i’ the vein 
(p. 30), an allusion to 
Shakespeare’s Bio hard 
III,j Act iv. sc. 2 
Eokelay, a woman’s short 
cloak 

Rose noble, an old English 
gold coin =r 6s. 8d. ; so 
called because a rose was 
shown on one side of the 
coin after Edward lY.’s 
reign 

Rote, a kind of harp or 
guitar, played by turning 
a handle 

Eubeeslaw, a hill in Rox- 
burghshire, 1400 feet high 
Ruddy cross. See Cross, 
ruddy 
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Rtm REIVES, tcarB imrl 
fill by vmlmn 

IlirnTAN, «r fUrSTBsi, an 
rtiu'ieni legendary prince 
of piiTftia 
Rf sa.,' aria© ■ 

Bir-K, a kind nf dry wine 
B.iiiiB Anorezw, aa Kwgiish 
genfitnuan 

fir. tlie ilifttrict 

about Se%<‘n Diabs, L'ui.loji 
Saeam, a greeting, K.ilufai- 
tioii; SAI.AM A L AIK CM, 
peace be with yo?ji ; Saeam 

AI.AIKCM BKMA SEBAilTBM, 

|>»*af:e abide with yoii, for 
that ye have endured 
patienfe.ly — .from the 
'Koran, eura xiiL vorse 24 
Saleih, or Samh, a prophet 
who, in the Koran, attests 
hl« divine miadon by caus- 
ing a ste-cameJ to come 
..ottt of, a. solid rods 
Samw, same 

&A$im, investiture, the 
legal document which 
tofeiiea t!mt «o and so has 
teen put i» lawful posseh- 
slofl of certain property 
S (5 A I* 1 8 , spread abroad ; 
«« 3 AhYT, scattered, aepiv 
rated 

Bohee, to shear, divide 
SeOTLLf.a, the CTcrman poet, 
whose* prose play of 

J. e, He ItoMjers 
(1782), is alluded to on 
p, xvi 

BcHCVE, directed his course, 
went 

Sc RIB PS, shreads, pieceH 
ton* off 

Sc'r'?fWK, ora a, to make a ' 
g os turn of loathing or 
disgust 

Sea-fib, beef boiled in a 
f eating of paste, in a largo 
stoneware diKh 
Semiramim, a mythical em- 
profes of Assyria, tmd wife 
of the fcmndor of Nineveh 
Hek, wwnii 
Besyt, seized 

S»Yi>, HALL OF, an allusion 
to the popniar Arab ro- 
mance of Abn-15ey<L A'ce 
fAwe, jVoffern A’yy/ibV/iw, 
cud of chap, xxi 
Shaw, wild wood, forest 
Srwllw, a hut 
Showo niiij aiAhs, see yon 
tiark grey man 
SiONAfcERn, Indicated, 
described 

SiFAHEB, or SBFOr, ji iiatlv© 
foot-soldier in India 
SisDAB, captain, officer 


Sm TsisriraM, was a mighty 
hunter in .hia day 
SsiBiiS,. screams 
SnidHT, or sEYCHr,. craft, 
guile 

SiiOSAN, a war-ery ■ ■ 
SoNBjRoon 
SosniB, defiled 
SouFEE, supple, active ^ 
Sotr'THn.BA N, FOREST OF, 
near Jedburgh, in the 
south of Scotland 
Sow'AR, a native cavahy-uiaii 
in Indian armies 
SowARREE, agrand procession 
S p E K, s p e e c h, discourse, 
agreement 
SPBa, to close, shut 
Sfeevt, inquired, iiirpiired 
into 

SFRiNG.AL.rj, a youth, active 
young man 

Stowp, a flagon, a vessel for 
holding ale, etc. 
Strathclyde, kingdom of, 
stretched from the Clyde 
to the Sohvay, and existed 
during the dth to 11 th 
centuries 

STRATfi-l>EVON, 'the valley of 
the Devon, a river whicii 
joina the Forth a few miles 
from Alloa 
Styth, strong 

SUMDBLL, s 0 M.DEa.L 5 or SOME!- 
DEAL, somewhat, in some 
degree 

Sum idle misberimus, I am 
that unhappy one 
SWA, so; SWAG ATE, hi BUCh 
way, maimer 

Swivel, a small cannon fixed 
ott a swivel 

SwYTH, quickly ' 

Sycht, sight 

Stolabcb, or saLiBHB, a dish 
of wine, etc., with imik or 
cream, . sugar, etc,, a sort 
of curd 


Ta, to take ■ ■ 

'rAELE DORMANT. See Do.?- 

manfcC table) ; 

Tan, ta’e.iL taken ■ . . 
T-Antty.y, an. outbreak: "of 
violence 

T AFFicED, ■ or . TA.pp,LsnED 5 . con- 
cealed, hidden 

Tartarian felt, ■dressed and 
prepared by Tartars or in 
. the . lands they ■ range over ■ ■ 
Tatoo, a small, hors© o.f 
.'Southern India ' 

. Tauridok, a biill-fighter- ■ 
Tblinoa, a native soldier in 
the East India Company’s 
Service: ■: 

Trtoeb, half-brother. of Aiax ■ 


Telfimon. AVe Homer^s 
ffind-^ Bk. vul 2C*<>;3i2‘ 
Thane, originally cm© in rank 
between a noble and a 
franklin; hero (p. 37) one 
of th€i country gentry 
‘Things must bb as they 
may’ (p. 152,1, from Hairy 
r,, Act ii, sc. 1 

Thirlagh. the obligatitm ot 
a tenant to get 'Ids com 
ground at a ff.nrticular mill 

TliyCHT, or THOrCHT, tIiOllgllt 
TfiiiEEF, to persist . 

Throwch, or THEow', through 
TINC.HEL, a great drive. of 
game, made by a wide ring 
of beaters 

Tineing, h>.dng ; tint, lost 
Tip POO, son and successo.r 
of Hyder All as ruler of 
Mys.o.re' 

Titular, a layman who had 
■the disposition of ciiurcli. 
. lands after tlie Eeforma- 
tion 

Tope, a .kno.ll, slight eminence ' 
ToWNKEAD to THE TOWNPIT, 
from the head to the foot 
(one end to the other) of 
the town 

T 0 WN.NYS, tuns, liquor-.' 
barrels 

Toy, a headdress worn l^y old 
women of the low-er classes 
TEA.5ra, train,. ambush 
Teavailland, travelling, 
moving from place to place 
Teebkond, Sultan of. A ., 
branch <jf the imperial 
Byximtine family of the 
Comaeni reignefl at Treb- 
izond, on the north coa»t 

■ of Asia Minor, for 'two. 
hundred and fifty years 
(tillHGl) 

Teinketing, holding Hecret 
communication with, lu- 
trigiiiiig 

Teowyt, trowed, trusted, 
believed 

Tuenberey, the stronghold 
of tlie Earl of Carrick, /. e. 
Robert Bruce, hi Ayrshire 
Tuessyt, ca* TUESYT, packed 
np in Isales or biindk-fi 
Tynsaill, loss 
Tythandis, tidingw, nowa 

UMqiTiHLL, sometimes 
VBmms WITH, quits with, 
even 'with 

‘Up, Timothy, up,* etc, (p. 
221 ), from Wtwdsworth’s 
* Childlefes Father,’ one of 
the ‘Poems on the Affec- 

■ tlom ’ 

Utterance '(at), extremity, 
oHirtmee 
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Vakebi,, a gOTernment 

messenger 

Yavasoue, a vassal of inter- 
mediate rank 

Vein, i’ the. See Eichard, 

etc. ' ■ 

Yelis et REMIS, xvitli help 
of sails and oars, with 
tiowing sail 

Yishnoo, one of tho princi- 
pal gods of the Hindoos 

■Waith, danger 
Wald, would 
Wan, won, gained 
Wapnys, weapons 


Wasand, place of protection, 
shelter 

Weans, children 
j Weld AND, possessing, oh- 
[ taming 

; Wekkat, to make war upon 
WiAOE, a military expedi- 
tion 

WioHT, strong and active 
Witting, Imowledge 
WoNNYT, -rea-ched, gained, 
won. Compare Wan 
Wrocht, worked, laboured, 
effected 

Wyss (was), knew 
Wyt, to avoid, shun 


Yaitis, gates, doors 
Yeid, w’ent 
Yeit, yet 
Yin, 'one 

Ymyddys, in the midst of 
Yowtkead, youth 


Zenana, the harem, i, e, the 
wives, with their att<?nd- 
ants, of an Indian prince 
or noble 

Zenoelv, queen of Falmyra, 
in the Syrian desert, to- 
wards the end of the 3d 
century 


INDEX TO THE SURGEON’S DAUGHTER 


Actiiob’s Introdiietlon, xxT , 

BAmAwaK, 

Bamk' al Haigi, 102 ; soiigfefc by Hartley, 135 
Begum Mootee. ' See MoiitreTiila 
Butler, Mr., military cliaplaia, 109 

: GArsTiiw, ' Captain, 11 2 
Cara Bari, 103, 318 

t'hronk'ks of ihe Introduction 

■ . :to,ix U'" ' 

Croftangry, Mr*, lu» 'Preface, lx ; Ms Con- 
'ClOTioa, 150 

Bwui, IW, 37S ■ 

D«wjtef, of S<x»ttish tillage, 1 
nafci¥a '''gHicie, 131), 373 
' '!%«»' of 

Ea.8t: India .Companx, 71 

FMer:Cmmfyf f, 378' ■ ■ , 

lladale, :Mr. Surgeon, 111, 128 ' i 

PimscBiBS, James, 'xiii '' 

'FairscrllM^, ' 

Palracribe, Blr.., X, 150 
Fergiwon, Colonel Jaiaes, xxv, 352 
Fort St, Cteorge, Mafiras, 99 

CkLATIATSr, 26 
Gliaiifcfi, of Mi’sore, 129 
Glossary, 377 
Golconcla, 47, 379 

Ooodrifibc, Roman Catliollc priest, 7 
Gray, Gideon, 3; weeivos ZllUh Moa^acla, 
5; interview witb lier father, 12; takes 
ebarge of MiddioraaF, 1"; his talk- with' 
Lawford, 19; interview rath Middlemas, 
27 ; Hcparutcs bsiit and Hartley, 41 ; Ms 
death, 114 

Gray, Mcnie, prototjije of xviii, 395; birth 
of, 2! ; attachment to Middleman, 23; at 
the Hunters’ 3?all, 37 ; left by Middle- 
mas, 59; interview with Hartley, 314 ; 
the xdot against her, 120, 124; begs 
Hartlej'to help her, 127 ; set at liberty, 
345; returns to Scotlalsd, 148 
Gmj?, Mrs., 3; her prejudices agaliifst. Zilia 
Monyiwla, 0 ; talk with Lawiiord, 10 ; gives 
birth to Aleiife, 21 

HABTBKy, Adam, 3*4; f|uarrel8 with Mid- 
dlemas, 39, 43 ; i'crciioij him from the 


hoaxdtal, G9; cures General Witbering- 
ton’s children, 70; a,sks liis interest for 
Middlemas, 77 ; diseussiou with Middle- 
mas, 90; attends Barak el Hadgi, 302; 
recognises Alenie, lOS ; internew with 
her, 114 ; sets oil to rescue Meriie, 127 ; 
interview with Barak, 135; arrives at 
Bangalore, 339; dismissed by Hyder Ali, 

■ ■ 147 r Ms death, 348 ' 

Hillary, Tom, 28, 31 ; as recruiting captain, 
60; takes Middlemas to the Isle of Wight, 
ei 

Hospital, military, at Ryde, 63 
Hyder Ali, 71 ; disguised as a fakir, 136 ; 
interrupts Tippob’s audience, 145 

India, xvii ; golden dreams of, 47, 51 ; re- 
cruiting for, 50. See/7(rth€r Madras 
Introduction, Chrystal Croi'tangry’s to 
C/a'omaleeof the Canongate^ ix ; Author’s, 
to Burgeon’s daughter, xxv 

Jasheson, Hurse, 7, 22; fondness for 
Middiemas, 25, 30 
Jaux>, Alison, 4 

I Lawtoed,, .'town-clerk, 14 ; ' talk . with the 
: G.rays, 10.. ■ 

Louxsonheight, Laird o.f, 37 ' . 

AFFittoch, .dancing-master, 3*4, 38 , 

■ MacErries.- ■ Bm Ferguson,. Colonel James .. 
Aladras, society ' at, 00 ; :B!ack Town, US' ; 
Mercer,. Major, 108 ■ 

Messenger, Idng.’s, 12 '■ 

'Mlddiemas, .Richard, birth of, 7 ; taken 
...charge of '.by Gideon Gray, 17; attach- 
■ .. ment. to..AIenie Gray, 23; interview with 
Gideon Gray, 27 ; compared with Hartley, 

.■ 34' quarrels with Mm, 39, 43; consults 
.■■Hillarj,. 52; demands Ids x>ro|Kirty, 58; 
parts from Menio Gray, 50 ; in tho nnli- 
tary hospital, 63; appeals to Seelewfoo^er, 
€6; ...rescued by Hartley. 69; interview 

■ with his parents, 83 ; edaims Ms Inheri- 
tance, 90; at Madras, 00; conversation 

■v.wdth Madame Montreville, 120 ; conapilres 
. with 'Paupiah, 123 ; at Bangalore, ■ 142 ; 

■■ .trampled to death, . 146. 

Middlemas village, '3 ; Hunters’ Ball, S7 1 
. Btevealavr’s Land, 39 ; Swan Inn, 50, 52 
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MoiiQivla, Mathias (ie, 12; claims his 
daughter, 16; refuses to acknowledge 
his grandson, 25 

Mon«jada, Zilia de, .brought to Gideon 
Gray’s 5 ; gives birth to a son, 7 ; claimed 
by her father, 16; leaves her son with 
Gideon Gray, 17 ; anxiety for her chil- 
dren, 74 ; interview with Middlemas, 84 ; 
her death, 85 ; her life-story, 94 
Montreville, Adela, 106, 109 ; denies Menie 
Gray to Hartley, 113; her conversation 
•with Middlemas, 120; meeting with 
Tippoo, 142 ; future history, 148 

Park, Mungo, traveller, 2 
Paiipiah, 123 

Queen of Sheba. See Montreville, Adela 

Eap, coin, 381 
Eyde, Isle of Wight, 72 

Sadhu Sing, story of, 131 
Sadoc. See Middlemas, Richard 
Saletb, Prophet, 104, 381 
Schiller, RobberSf xvi 


Seelencooper, hospital superintendent, 85, 
70 

Seringapatam, 133 

Shawls, Indian, 151 

Siinson, Jean, 4 

Small-pox, treatment of, 74 

Surgeon, Scottish country, 1 

Surgeon’s Daughter. Sec Gray, Menie 

Surgeoii's Daughter, the novel, xxv, 1 

Tamson, or Thomson, Peg, 4 
Thane Ci Fife, 365 

Tippoo, Prince, 125 ; at Bangalore, 140 
Train, Joseph, xxv ; his story of the Thane 
of Fife, 365 

Tresham, Richard, 5. See further Wither' 
ington, General 

Vakeel, government agent, 129 

Walker, Eev. Robert, xi 
Winter, servant, 73, 87 
Witherington, General, 72; his _ children 
cured, 76; interview with Middlemas, 
S4 ; his frantic passion, 86 ; his life-story, 
94 


INDEX TO CASTLE DANGEROUS 


AtMXAismn III., story of, lfl2 
AiAiiony,' likigliali eoWier, ITT 

luitLatroPfi boy. A'ee Eerkely, 

A'ligmata cU?. ■ 

AuUior, Mb introduction, 157 ; Conclusion, 

. : iitSi. ' 

B-iRBors, Bryce, quoted, 157, ICO, 370 
Bead-tke-Bow, Englisli soldier, 177 ■ 

^ Bad«£dy,'.AuguistA''^d^^^ 167; at Hazelside,. 

' 1T9 left" at St. ' Brlde*s abtey, 1S6 ; ■ inter- 
rogated b>' Aymer de Valence, 273 ; 

, ■ 6fiea»S' 'from'" the abbey,. 270, 305; ■■ her 
TOW,' 27S ; her letter to Do Walton and 
De Valence, 200 ; guided by Lord Jame.'i 
Douglas, ; taken to De Walton, 310 ; 
at Bloody Sykes, 324 • at Douglas cliureh, 
312 ; given up to De Walton, 300 ■ 

Bt^rtrau], the mmhtrrd, ICO; hails Dick.-^on, 

.. . 174 reads the soldiers’ kistructions, 'ISO; 
taken to Castle Dou.glas, 137 ; ins story 
' of "Alexander IIL, 192; of James of 
. .Douglas., 194 ' of T.homas, the Bhymer,. 

. 200;' examined by De 'Walto.n, ,242; his ^ 
missife to Augusta, d© ■ Berkely,'. 249; 
vi.'hte'l in tiie <iuugeon, 205; in Orecn- 
leaf’a ciiatody, 3i,i2; iii Douglas clmrch- 
":.'::'.,yar#'342',:=. ' 

Black stock, table, ICS 
lUnudy 3ykes, 32S, 333, 576 
Biore, Bepitickrui ICl 

JJruu!, extracts from, 107, 100, 370. 

Bruce, Itoterfc, 35S 

Caoeb, for prisoners, 312, 37G 
Ciinitabic Hills, 105 
Cattle .Dafigerou/. Sm Douglas Ciistle 
^'o.'VtV D/m.ocroe.v, the novel, AST 
i 'actle, wild, 2l:b, 374 
Chillingham, 371 

Coleridge, fragment by, 262, 375 ' . ^ 

Dh’Khun, Chrirlert, 1 7.5 ; death of, 354, 37G 
IhckHon, Thomi , 170, 174, 308, 379; wit- ! 

nestiOH hiH son’-s thiath, 3,0.5 
Ifo'ut’li , Lurd J.am', 157, 194;h!s w.ar-' 
like energy, 213; appears In Douglas 
ttnvn, 251 ; gaidc-i A?Jg««ia do Berkely, 
309; lyu f.'i Ills ndherents, 318; %htri 
De W.ilton, S2’‘A ehailmigea him Again., 
552..| Hiime. nf .'Codserofl’s' ■ ■■account of. ■ 
lum, 30S ; Rqrboiir’s, 370 
VOL. AAV — 25 ■ 


r Douglas, village, 254 ; church, 254, S41, 375 
I Douglas Burn, 163, 373 
I Douglas Castle, 158, 194, 204 ; Augusta do 
Berkely’.s vow regarding, 278 ; duiigeon 
of, 295 ; surrendered to Lord J.^es 
Douglas, 359; Hamiliou of Bangour’s 
account of, 373 
Douglas Dale, 159, 163 
Douglas Larder, 197, 371 

Fabian, squire. See Harbothel, Fabian 
Finlay, Alexander, 159 
Fleming, Alalcolm of Biggar, 282 ; re.scued 
by Margaret de Hautiieu, 356; subse- 
quent relations witli her, 361 

Glasgow, Bishop of, 344; visits Turnbull, 

Ghjslary, 377 

Gordon, Patrick, quoted, 157 
Greeiileaf, Gilbert, 206 ; his Jealous sus- : 
]dcion.s, 210 ; conference with De Walton, 
238; as Bertram’s custodian, 332; in 
Douglas churchyard, 342 

Haddow, Thoma.s, 159 ; notes by, 374, 376 
Hamilton of Wishaw, quoted, 373 
Harbotlnd, Fabian, 206 ; eavesdropping, 
211 ; at St. Bride’.s church, 265 
Hatteiy, or Hautiieu, Maurice de, 282 
Hautiieu, Margaret de, 277 ; her story, 282 ; 
guides Augusta de Berkely, 30.5 ; saves 
Malcolm Fleming, 356 ; subsequent re- 
lations with him". 361 
HazelsM'e, 172.:1S1,'374 ' 

Hollinshed, quoted, 1,5.S‘ 

Hugonet, Hugo, 200 

Hume of Godscroft, quoted, 161, SG8 

Hunting, in Douglas Dale, 320 

iNTRODUGTroN,' Auth6r’s,,.157 ■ ' : 

Jeroib®, Abbot, 250; under examination, 

■■ ■■26S-', . 

■■Lombos HttL, battle of, 358 " ' 

MauAdam, roadmaker. 163, 374 . ,■ 

"Maker, 'or poet, 190, 374 
'Mereclitli, Wcd'7h knight, 358 
Minstrel.; ■A'^6? Bertram ' 

Minstrelsy, 'ISS ' . 

Montenay, Sir Philip de, 230,'299 ■ ■ 

(B740) 
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■03Scn:.sTON, Lord, 375 

Fbmbeok®, Earl of, 231, 358 

Poet, or maker, 190, 3< 4 

powlieid, Lazarus, sexton, 259, defies De 
Yalence, 206 _ 

Prison cages, 312, 37d 

EHTirBK, Thomas the, tale of, 200 ; his hook | 
of prophecies, 334 

St, Bride’s abbey, 159, 172, 260 

poem, 2(n, o74 

Steward, Kev. Mr., of Douglas, 37o, 376 

Thirlwall, Thniswall, or ThyrwaU, James 

Tliomas the Rhymer, See Rhymer, Thomas 
the 

iSlibulf,’ Michael, 224 i le^a 
Berkely to Oe Walton, 320, Sffi; struck 
down by him, 327 ; death of, 347 

UESOTiA, Sister. See Hautlieu, Margaret de 


Valence, Aymer de, 184 ; takes Bartram to 
Douglas Castle, 1ST ; enters the castle, 
206 ; differences wdth Do Walton, 216, 220, 
234; receives a letter from Pembroke, 
231 ; encounters the mysterious knight, 
254 ; seeks the sexton, 258 ; questions 
Abbot Jerome, 2GS ; interview' with 
Augusta de Berkely, 273 ; visits Bertram 
in the dungeon, 295 ; fights Fleming, 350 

Wallace, Sir William, 284 
Walton, Sir John de, 196 ; his suspicions 
aroused, 210; differences with Aymer 
de Valence, 216. 229, 234 ; warned by 
Turnbull, 225, 229, 234 ; consults Green- 
leaf, 238 ; examines Bertram, 242 ; rides 
to St Bride’s, 250; Augusta de Berkely’s 
vow, 278; her letter to him, 290; visits 
Bertram in the dungeon, 295 ; meets 
Augusta de Berkely, 324; strikes down 
Turnbull, 327 ; fights Lord James Douglas, 
S2S ; fight in the church, 353; surrenders 
Douglas Castle, 359; Hume of Godcroft’s 
account of him, 369 
‘ When the cock crows,’ 335 
Wild cattle, 220, 374 
Wolves, in Scotland, 222 
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■waveelkt 

Aokamari'E, EiJia, a eliaracter in Ariosto’s 

.OrimMio'.'Furi&m 

Alma. Bubstitiite See Prior’s poem, Alma^ 
or the Progress 0 / the Maid 

"BATOOtys, 'William Hamilton of, Scottisii 

'/'■poet, l704-»lfa4 ' 

Bcllks,. ' : •wiSNiTO , OF, , probaWy for * bul- 
lion,’ money, coin 

'■■■Ci«»TKiiOTL»’8 ' " Cnm^orma :MEvmwm^ 

■■■V:by''®M»rwI)a¥ies, 17T7 ', ■ '■ 

...Imposed taxes of 6s. and 
3s. on dogs, was couuncted through the 
House of Oommona by Mr. Bent, in 1790 

Laissez faikb k, .Bon Antoiiw, a proverbial 
saying expre-bsivc of contldence, confident 

. audacity . ' 

Stitiwn, Ma»io.r, ■ : a eiiaracter in Poote’s 
farce, ;f7i€ ■ Mayor, barrel . ■ ' ■ 

COMMANJ^EKHTS IN THK FACE (p, 198), 
fingers and thumbs, an allusion to Henry 
1'/., Part II. Act i. sc. 3 

^Unthueal the rude EH!,’ ctc. (p. 2X0). 


/■■■OT¥ '■■mHHE.RIS'a, . 

■Abop^fouaeis,: the,' voy^^^ See H. W. 
Weber, taien of the s’ol. ii. p. 409 

Anahibakok (p. 17). itofi Anabibazon, 
ascension 

Black Acts, the (fictitious) enactments of 
necromaiicy or magic. In English legal 
phraseology the tenw ia applied to certain 
ileorgian acta agfdiist riot-s, mobs, unlaw- 

,,;■f^l^'asse^abIi8s.■;■''^'^:,■■'' 

Cakzam. See H. W. Weber, Tales of the 
iiViAt, vol. ii. p. 409 

Catahieazos (p. 17). £md Catakbazon, 

-vieswaiioti .■■■.■■■'"■.'\'''' ■■ 


Cook and a bottle. Substitute An abbre- 
viation of a phrase in Congreve’s Way of 
the Worlds Act iii. sc. 3 

CoNscowTHART Moss. See Scott’s Border 
Minstrelsy^ vol. ii. p. 90 

Ebicthob (p. 330), a Thessalian witch. See 
Lucan’s Fkarsalia^ bk. vi. 

Hatteraick, Biek. This name occurs in, 
and was no doubt borrowed from, Sin- 
clair’s Satan's Invisible World Discovered 
(reprinted 1871) 

Lingtow men, smugglers who carried goods 

j from the eoa.st to the interior, named from 

! the coil of ropes, or ‘ lingtow,’ which they 
wore at other times as a shoulder belt 
(Joseph Train, History of Isle of Man. 
vol. ii. p. 317, ed. 1846} 

Nicholas Knocking. St. Nicholas was the 
patiou saint of thieves and highwaymen 

Patrico, the orator, liedge-priest, and pa- 
triarch of a gang or cohipany of strollers 
or gipsies. See Ben Jonson’s Bartkula-' 
mew Fair, Act ii. last sc. 

Rasfhouse. Bead The Butch rasp-kuts, a 
house of correction, prison 

Staneshiebank. See Scott’s Border Min- 
strelsy, vol. M. ju 50 

Walker’s, a tavern in Writer’s Court, off 
the High Street, Edinburgh 


ANTIQBAEr■■ ■ ^^'..:,:y;^'.:■,; 

. Bashots (-Yalentine). ■ Acid A name imder 
which several Looks on alcheiriy were 
published in the 14tii to lOth centuries 
(at Hamburg in 1740) 

Kelso coNYOir, a step,a»d a half, oteT.tlii' 

threshold 


; 

she 
not 
her 
for'R ' 
atti"' 
like 
/migi 
her 
the 

t h> 

priz 

stri: 

Tre 

ing, 

lack 

chi"’ 

loci 

bea 

boL' 

for 

■ ' ^ 

loc 

my 

/Aiii 

of 

Sk'; ’ . 

hei 
sit: ■ 
lie! 

tk 

Pe: 

of 

Tt 

tk • 

stc 

co: 

fr€ 

sk 


S88 ■ SUPPLEMENTARY GLOSSARY, ETG 


Pymandee, an allusion to Hermes Mercurius 
Trismegistiis ; his Divine Fymander^ 
translated by Dr. Everard (1G50), chap, 
ii. Pyraander is a spirit with whom 
Hermes Trismegistus holds colloquy 

SCHEDEAESCHEMOTH S C H ART A C H A 2Sr, Or 
SCHAETATHAN, the Spirit of the Spirits of 
the Moon (Francis Barrett, Magnus^ or the 
Celestial Intelligencer 1801, pt. ii. p. 140) 


BOB BOY 

Button’s coefee-house, opposite to Will’s, 
in Bussell Street, Covent Garden, was 
established by Daniel Button, a servant 
of Addison’s wife, and ranked next after 
Will’s for its literary associations 

College op St. Oisier’s (p. 412). Bead At 
St. Oiner, dept. Pas de Calais, France, 
for educating English and Irish Boman 
Catholics 

BLACK DWARF 

Dallomlea. Compare Scott’s Lord of the 
Isles, canto vi. stanza 23 

Elliot, Martin, op Peeakin Tower. See 
Scott’s Prose Works, vol. vii. p. 88 : Pro- 
vincial Ani'iquities 


LEGEl^D OF MONTROSE 

Rories, a general name for Highlanders. 
One of the three divisions of the descend- 
ants of Somerled of the Isles was called 
BoriorBuri 


HEART OF MIDLOTHIAN 

Bawtie, an old Scottish name for a dog, 
used in Sir David Lindsay’s poems 

Geunwiggan, or Groeitwegen, Simon van 
der Made, Dutch jurist (1G13-52), editor 
of Grotius 

Eobertland, Lady, of the family of Cun- 
ningharne of Eobertland, in the parish of 
Steivarton, Ayrshire 


BRIDE OF LAMMEBMOOB 


Boots and doublet, etc. (p. 200). 
Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night, 


See 
Act i. sc. 3 


Don CEypERos. See Don Part II. 

chap, xxvi., etc. 


Hyke a Talbot, etc. (p. 90), borrowed 
from Dame Juliana Berners 

Boar YOU as ’t were any nightingale ip. 1). 
See Midsummer NigkPs Dream, Act i 
sc. .2 

IVANHOE 

Estrada. Read Estrada, or estrado, the 
raised part of a room where Spanish ladies 
sat on cushions to receive visitors 

Pa re IE A, Joseph, armourer op Milan. 
Galeazzo Duke of Milan sent to England 
in the reign of Richard II, four of the 
best armourers of Milan, to make armour 
for Henry Earl of Derby (Henry IV.). 
See Johns’s Froissart, iv. p. 597 

Sir Bevis, of Hampton, hero of a inediosval 
romance of chivalry 

Sir Gut, of Warwick, hero of a mediJDval 
romance of chivalry 

Ulphus, horn op, an ancient Danish horn, 
perpetuating the memory of Ulphus son 
of Torald, and preserved in York minster 


THE MONASTERY 

*I PREACH FOR EVER,’ etc. (p. 2G2), from 
Crabbe’s Parish Register, * Marriages 

KENILWORTH 

ScHAHMAJM, or sHAHMAiM, m astrologj, & 
name of the ‘ first heaven’ 


imTUNES OF NIGEL , ■ 

Bull (theatre), perhaps the Bed Bull 
theatre, St. John’s Street, London 

Ercles’s VEIN, a tyraut’.s %'ein. See 3Iid- 
summer Night’s Dream, Act i. se. 2 


' ' PEVEBIL OF THE,, FEA.K 

George and a star (p. 458), the insignia of 
the Order of the Garter ; also an allusion 
to George Yilliei's, Duke of Buckingham 

‘I AM AS FREE,’ etc., from Drydeii’s Coji- 
quest of Granada, Act i. sc. 1 

Lougthan, or loaghtyk, ‘ brown,’ a cloth 
made of undyed ’wool, in the Isle of Man 

TALISMAN'' 

HuNTiNdMis ,,, ' 
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B?eli..aa Berenger’s ■ annt, XIS, 

, '".ns, '1:8(1-' 

Abbeas of Wliton, IV, Sf), 407 
Ab.bo't, ' See Boniface, Eustace 
novel, XI, i:x' 

Abbot of tfareartoii, XI, 110, 122, 431. See 
: ek't) Woodcock, Adam' 

Abbott's Apple, 111, 27 

Abbot’s '.House, Bunfermline, XXII, .296, 

,, ; 

AtMlallab el Hatigi, XX, 281 
Atorcromby, Mr., 1, 475 
Alwrfoll, IV, ri, 201, etc. 

Abtniboker, Calipb, XX., 10, 421 
Aboulcittum, XVI, Jcvi 453 
' Aboiilfeuaris, X, .xx'.x::il, 387 
Al:«*ai:tt™nian,,XVlI, 220, 43? i 

Aliubfiker Alwakel, XX, 10, 421 1 

Abuilaragi, XVIt 182, 437 
„ Aehliiea Tatius. XXIV, 23, etc. 

Acre, St. Jean d\ XIX, 160, 490 
A.biiu, Br.. XVm, 5 
Adamson, MfiaeA TAremdie^ XXII, 445 
Adjuunial, B^^oks of, VII, 10, 504 
Adiutator, XXf, 450, 483 
Aiiliml, Am// ftohmrt,, XII, 455 
AdolplinH, J. L., fjfiiers , . , on ike Waver- 
kff A'oreAs, XI, V, xx 
Atlonhec el Hakiin. See Saladiii 
AArentKrra o/ a XjXXxiii, SS7 

Ad 'n-rhify, .wid Scotch character, VI, 4 
p, XX, 212, 42S 
Agatha. AVr Bertha 
AgelasU.'i, Mbdiael, XXXV, 41, etc. 

Agilonby, ivc.order of ’Warwick, XII, 290 
Agnt.H, Qnemi, XXIfIX, 10(0,473 
Agriculture, XUi, 33, IVi 
^Ah! Guy, the hour is nsgli,’ XTI, 

...40";' i..' 

* Ah ! Freedom Is » noble thing,’ XVI, 266 
‘Ahl poor Luuljje! The Hv along day,’ 
XXIT, Ills 

Ahriman, hjmin of, XX, Si, 416 
Aiken Bniiii".-, Lang Ladle, III, S2 
Aik wood, the poinder, III, 240 

Ait, XXI il, 371, 3TT 
*■ Aiiwi alUA? not onrs the grace,’ Xi, 102 
Alasc<, the ahtrol^ger, XII, 103, etc, 

Ahniii.m' , XVII, 21 1, 433 
Albany, Duke uf, XXII, 93, etc. 


Albany, Joseph. See Boebecliffe 
Albert, Einperorj XXIII, .100, 473 ■ 
Albiimazar, XII, 405 

Aidiborontipboscophornio, XTIII, 125, 447 
Aldrovand, JP’atber, XIX, 28, etc. 

Alexander HI. , XXV, 192 
Alexander the Corrector, I, ix 
Alexander the Great, XIII, 389, 467 
Alexandria, library of, XXIV, 78, 393 
Alexiad, XXIV, xxv, 383, 385, 391 
Alexins Comnenus, XXIV, xxvh, 4, etc. 

Ali, son-in-law of Mohaiuiaed, XVII, 220, 
437 

Alice, Old, VIII, 31, etc. 

Alice Beau Lean. See Bean Lean, Alice 
Alick, Waverley’.s servant, I, 352 
Alison. See Wilson 
Allan, M‘Aiilay 
ABan, Kajor, VI, 118, 150 
AUan, Mrs., Colonel Mannering’s house- 
keeper, 11, 333 

Allan, Mr. WilHam, XJX, 469 
Allan-a-Dale, at Tempie.stowe, IX, 430 
Allan Glen, X, xxxvhi 
Allen, Long, English soldier, XX, 216 
All-Hallow’s Eve, X, 19, 23 ' 

‘All our men wore very, very merry,’ 
■XVm, 91, 438 " '- ' : 

Alps, XXIII, 2, 5 
I Alquife, XVHI, 14,447 
Aisatia. See Whitefriars 
Aitamonfc. See Bunce, Jack 
Althorpe Library, X V, xii 
Amaury, Giles de. See Templars, Grand 
Master of 

Ambassador, ..office of, V, 221. ' 

Ambrose, Father, IX, 250; XI, 3, 116, etc. 
Ambrose, Mr., XVIli, 311 
Ambrosius, Abbot. See AmbroHe, Father 
'Ambry,. I, 234'/ 

Amelot, JDamian’s page, XIX, 242, 240, 311 
Amhurst, Nicholas, I, 470 
A mightier ■wizard.far than t/ X, 157'",' 
Amphitryon, with whom one dine.s, XIII, 
134, 467' ■ ... . ' ' 

Amsterdam, 'great scholar o.!, XII, 102, '465 
■Am well, -John .Scot nL.XVIII, 73 , 451 ' . 
Anachronisms, XVI, 430, 450 ; XXV, 373 
Anastasias, 'Xr, 122, 445.; XX, .x, 421 .'. 
‘And did you not hear,’ I, 466 
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Anderson. See Montrose 

Anderson of Whitburgh, I, 480 

*And, pausing, on the banner gazed,’ V, 

Andr4, Petit, hiunorous hangman, XTI, 
62, etc. 

Andrea de Ferrara, I, 483 
Androcles and the lion, XXIT, 201, 393 
*And 3^on shall deal the funeral dole,’ 
XTTT 252 ' 

Angelo*, Henry, XVI, 104, 463 
Anglers, at the Cieikum Inn, XVII, 10 
Anglo-Saxons, XXIV, 80, 243 
Angus. See M‘Aulay 

* An hour with thee,’ song, XXI, 312 
Annabella, Queen, XXII, 94 

Anna Comnena, XXIV, 39, etc, 

* Anna Marie, love, up is the sun,’ IX, 395 
Annaple, the Elliots’ nurse, V, 47 

Anne of Geiersiein, novel, XXIII, vii 
Annot. See Lyle, Annot 
Annuals, XX, 351 
Ansars, VII, 152, 563 
Anselm, Prior, XXII, 93, etc. 

Anthony, soldier, XXV, 177 
Anil-Jacobin, VII, 542, 663 
Antiquary, Author’s advertisement to, III, v 
Antiquary, the. See Oldbuck 
Antonio, the guide, XXIII, 4, 18 
Anwold, torch-bearer, IX, 47, 60 
Apollyon, Herman of Amheim’s steed, 
XXni, 127 

Apparitions, Highland belief in, V, 369; 
VI, 356, 426 

Apprentices of London, XIV, 2 

Arab horses, XX, 9, 235 

Arblast, XIX, 266, 458 

Arbroath, XXII, 106, 443 

Arbroath, Lord, XI, 396, 408 

Archbishop of St. Andrews. See Sharp 

Archers, Scottish, XVI, 42, 73, 75, 439; 

. Welsh, XIX, 60, 473 
Aruhery, English, IX, 125, etc, 

Archibald, John, VII, 366, etc. 

Ard, Loch, See Loch Ard 
Ardennes, Boar of. See Marck, William 
dela 

Ardenv^ohr. See Campbell, Sir Duncan 
Ardenvohr Castle, V, 233, 235 
Ardvoirlich Castle, V, 172 
Argalus and Partfienia, History o/, XXI, 54 
ArgylG, John, Duke of, IV, xiii, 82 ; VII, 
W, etc. 

Argyle, Marquis of (Gillespie Grumach), V, 
152, etc. 

ArgyWs Levee, lY,-sxn 
Arinianes, Principle of Evil, XX, 31 
Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso, TV, 149 
A.ristarch, XI, 445 
iaiechino, or harlequin, XIX, 317 
Arlington, Earl of, XV, 332, 522, 633, 606 
Armada, in Zetland, XIII, 226, 462 
Armida, XIII, 422, 467 
2 jmies, Scotch, V, 154, 168, 236, 289 : VI, 
270, 280 

Arniitage churchyard, VEU, 224, 225 
Armour, rattle of, XIX, 76, 473 
Armstrong, Archie, jester, XI¥, 366, 437 
Armstrong, Grace, V, 16, 67 , 


Armstrong, John, or Johnnie, Laird’s Jock, 
X,. 83, 390; XX, 40?', 

Armetrong, Sir Thomas, XV, 511, 611 
Armstrong, Toung, son of Laird’s Jock, 
' YT 407 

Arnaouts, XVII, 211, 433 
Arnheim, Barons of, XXIII, 120 
Arnheim, Herman of, XXIII, 122, 126, 283 
Arnheim, Sybilla of, XXIH, 122, 135 
Arnheim Castle, XXIII, 268 , 

Arnot, Scottish Archer, XVI, 78 
Ariamenes, romance by Sciidlri, VI, 107 
Arthuret, Miss Angelica, XVIII, 305, 311, 
313 

Arthuret, Miss SerapMna, XVIII, 306, 309, 
313 

Arthur’s Oven, IX, xxviii, 466 
Arthur’s Seat,* Edinburgh, I, x, 279; VII 
71, 108 

Articles, Lords of the, XXII, 70, 460 
Ashby. See Tournament 
Ashmole, Antiquities of Berhshire, XII, 
viii, 465 

Ashton, Colonel Sholto Douglas, VIII, 28, 
289, etc. 

Ashton, Henry, VIII, 27, 167, etc. 

Ashton, Lady, VIII, 17, 197, etc. 

Ashton, Lucy, VIII, 26, etc, 

Ashton, Sir William, VIII, 15, etc. 

‘Ask thy heart, whose secret cell,’ X, 167 
‘ As lords their labourers’ hire delay/ 
XVIII, 235 

Aspramonte, knight of, XXIV, 246 
Assassins, in England, XV, 330, 606 
Asses, Festival of, XXIII, 381, 474 
Assisses de Jerus^em, XX, 109, 417 
Assizes of 1830, XV, 608, 623 
Astarte, maid, XXIV, 41, '’307 
Aston, Sir Jacob, XXI, 9, 483 
Astrffia, XVI, 432, 453 
Astrologer, Mac-Kinlay’s story of, II, v. 

See also Ala.sco, and Galeotti 
Astrology, II, 16, 21 ; XH, 118, 212, 261 
Athelstane, IX, 68, etc. 

Athenodorus, XXI, 204, 483 
Athole, Earl of, IV, xiii, xvi, xxxix, 403 
Athos, Mount, XVII, 295, 442 
‘A thousand winters dark,’ XIII, 205 
Attaint, X, 143, 378 
‘At the eight of Dunbarton,’ VII, 396 
Attorney-General of England, XV, 483 
Aubrey, John, III, 78; XII, 457 
Auchingower, Jeanie Deans’s home, VII, 457 
Auchtermuchty, the carrier, XI, 361 
Augustine. See Berkely, Augusta de 
Aurinia, XIII, 51, 467 
Austria, relations with the Swiss, XXIII, 2 
Austria, Archduke of. See Leopold 
Author’s Introductions, I, ix, xxvii; II, v, 
xix; III, vj'IV, V, vii; V, xi, xix, 139; 
VI, ix; VII, xi; VIII, ix; IX, xvii; 
X, xxxvii; XI, ix; XU, vii; XIII, ix ; 
XIV, vii; XV, xix; XVI, vii; XVII, vii; 
XVIII, vii; XIX, xix, 315; XX, ix, 317, 
351, 387; XXI, xii; XXII, ix, xix; 
.XXIII, ix; XXIV, ix; XXV, ix, xxv 
Aiitomathes, History of, X,xxxiu, 390; XXII, 
.■xvii, 467 ■■' 

Autumn scenery in Scotland, XVII, 320 
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Bell the cat, VIIT, 236, 321 
Belluin Bell^iiia, VII, 562 
Sellum BothwIMarumif Yli i20 
Bemerside, Haig of, X, xv, 389 
‘Be mine the imber-goose to play,’ XIII, 
■■ .225 

Era Cruachan, V, 308 ; XIX, 400 
Bend-the-Bow, XXY, 177 
Benedictine stranger, at Kennaquhair, X, 
xiii, xxiii, xxv 

Benjie (ColtherfJ), XYIII, 22, etc. 

Ben Nevis, V, 317 
Benval, III, 52 

* Be patient, be patient,’ XIII, 303 
Berchtold of Offringen, XXIII, 160, 473 
Berengaria, Queen, XX, 49, etc. 

Berenger, Eveline, XIX, 4, etc, 

Berenger, Sir Raymond, XIX, 3, etc. 
Berkely, Augusta de, XXV, 167, etc. 

Berne, Switzerland, XXIII, 42, 76, 155 
Berries, drab de, IV, 290, 412 
Berserkars, XIII, 12, 451 
Bertha, XXIV, 108, etc. 

Bertha of Nuremberg, III, 96 
Bertram, Godfrey, II, G, etc. 

Bertram, Harry, II, 17, etc. 

Bertram, Lucy, II, 86, etc. 

Bertram, Mrs., II, 17, 56, 59 
Bertram, Mrs. Margaret, of Singleside, 11, 
93, 25S, 263 

Bertram, the minstrel, XXV, 166, etc. 
Berwine, XIX, 114, 121 
Bess Wynd, Edinburgh, VII, 38, 542 
Beirothed, XIX, xii, xix ; XX, ix 
‘Better kind fremit,’ etc., XVT, 55, 436 
Betterton, the actor, XIV, 151 
Bevis, the hound, XXI, 2, etc. 

Bewcastle Waste, 11, 346 
Bible, folding a leaf of, VII, 99 
Bibliomania, III, 23 

Bicker, I, 468 ; of St. Magnus, Xm, 315, 
464 ; of Scarpa, XIII, 384 
Bickorton, Mrs., of York, VII, 285, 289 
Bide-the-Bent, Rev. Mr., VIII, 126, etc. 
Bidmore, Augusta, XVII, 169 
Bidmore, Lord, X^HI, 16S 
Biederman, Arnold, XXIII, 33, etc. 
Biederman, Ernest, XXIII, 87 
Biederman, Rudiger, XXIII, 48, etc. 
Biederman, Sigismimd, XXIII, 97, etc. 
Bier-right. Ordeal 
Bilson, boy of, XIV, 462, 464 
Bimbister, Margery, XlII, 85 
Bindloose, the lawyer, XVII, 142, 152 
Binks, Lady, XVII, 58, etc. 

Bink.s, Sir Bingo, XVII, 30, etc. 

‘ Birds of omen dark and foul,’ V, 201 
Birds of prey, in Orkney, XIII, 356, 465 
Birkenhead, (Sir) John, XV, 568 
Birnie, Patie, fiddler, ATill, 230 
Birrell, Biari/, XIX, 479 
Birreuswork.* See Redgauntlet, Hugh 
Birth-marks, XVIIT, 343, 444 
Bialiop, Sir H. R., XVI, 40, 436 
Bishops, Scottish, expulsion of, VII, 406, 557 
Bitem piddtics. See Bubbleburgh 
Bittift, XIII, 56, 454 
Bittlebrains, Lord, VIII. 86, 165 
Blackbeard, Old, XIII, 420, 468 


Black Bear Inn, Cnmnor, XII, 1, 224, 456 
Black Bear Inn, at Darlington, IV, 30 
Black Book, Claverliouse’s, VI, 314 
Black Brmiswickers, XIII, 453, 4CS 
Blackchester, Countess of, XIV, 154 
Black Douglas, XXIV, xvii, 393 
Black Dwarf. See Elshie 
Black Port, Isle of Man, XV, 118 
Black Knight, IX, 118, etc. 

Blacklees, Tomalin, English soldier, XX, 
217 . ■ 

Black-mail, Highland, I, 88, 91, 474; IV, 
xxvii, XXXV, 244, 399 
Black Ormiston, Laird of, X, 379 
Black priest of St. Paul’s. See Geierstein, 
Albert of 

Black Prince, verses on, IV, 14 
Black stock, XXV, 168 
Black Watch, XIX, 382, 478 
Blacquernal Palace, Constantinople, XXIV, 
35, etc. 

Bladderskate, Lord, XVIII, 136, 152 
Blair, Clement. See Clement, Father 
Blane, Jenny, VI, 27, 374 
Blane, Niel, VI, 26, etc. 

Biattergowd, Rev. Mr., Ill, 144, etc. 
Blenkensop, Lady, VIII, 197 
Bletson, Sir Henry’s description of, XXI, 
23, etc. 

Blind, faculties of the, XV, 563 ; XVIII, 
98,438 

Blind Harry, XXII, 60 
Blind Willie, XV, 563 
Blinkhoolie. See Boniface, Abbot 
Block, Martin, XXIII, 346 
Blok, Nikkei, XVI, 241, 247, 252 
Blondel de Nesle, XX, 180, 268, 273, 421 
Blood, Colonel, XV, 444, etc. 

Bloodhounds, tracking with, V, 49, 279 
Blood-stick, XV, GOS, 623 
Bloody Sykes, XXV, .328, 338, 376 
‘Bloody Vest,’ song, XX, 273, 275 
Elore, Sepulchral Antiqii.iiies, XXV, 161 
Blount, Nicholas, XII, 152, etc. 

Blower, Mrs., XVII, 67, etc, 

Blowselinda, XIV, 207, 464 
Blue-Gowns. See Edie Ochiltree 
Blue Knight. Vaudeinont, Ferrandde 
Bluidy Mackenzie, ' VII, 127,' 564' ; . XVIII, : 
112, 448 

Eobadil, Captain, XIX, 329, 485 

Bodach Glas, I, 362, 429 

Boece, or Boethius, III, 41; XIX, 475; 

.. XXn,453, 455 

Bohemian, Bohemians. See Hayraddin. 

Marthon, Zamet, and Gipsies 
Bohemond of Antioch, XXIV, 5, etc. 
Boiardo, Innamorato^ XII, 460 

Boisgelin, lady of, XXIII, 399 
Bois-Guilbert, Brian de, IX, 11, etc. 

Bolton, Stawarth, X, 10, 349, etc. 

Bolts and sibafts, IX, 252, 457 
Bombie, MacLeilan of, XVIII, 114, 452 
Bonassus, XIX, 372, 4S5 
Bondocani, II, IX, 13, 466 
Bondsmen, IX, 4, 303 
Bonhomme, Jacques, XVI, 71 
Boniface, Abbot, X, 31, etc. ; XI, 306, 390, 
420 
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Boiinet-lairrl, XTII, 4SS 
Bonnet-piece, X, LlO, 387 
‘ Bonny Baby Livingstone/ IF, 401 
Bottstetteii, Xicbolas, XXIO, 77, etc. 
Bonfcliron, Antony, XXIi, 178, etc. 

Book, Lady Avenel’s, X, 24, 59, 100, 288 
Books, Anfc]<][ttary’*s rare, III, 24 
Booshalloch, Xiel, the berdsnian, XXII, 

. 312,329 

Boctt, torture of the, TI, 325 
Booth’s rising, XXI, 457 
Boots, service of, by Braclwardine, I, 303, 
313 ; anecdote of De«3 Commes and, XVL 
356,448 

Borak, of the Prophet, XX, 2:>3, 422 
Borderers, V'l, 48, 364 ; X, 320, 382 
Borders, V, 5, 49, S2; X, 2, 9, 342; XX, 
406 

Borough Moor, Edinburgh, XIII, 160, 4GS 
Borrowing days, VII, 2S7, 557 
Bosphorus, XXIY, 98, 327 
BosweiPs Clan Alpin's Vow, V, 359 ; Life 
of Johnwn, XIX, 478 
Bothwell, Francis, Earl of, XIV, 230, 457 
Bothvrell, Lady, XX, 362, etc. 

Bothwell, Sergeant, VI, 27, etc. 

Bothwell Bridge, VI, 286, 333, 423 
Bottle, oracle of, in Pantagruel, XXI, 106, 

: 484 , ■ . ■ 

Bourne, Geordie, X, 380 
Bovefe’s PandcBimnium, VII, 553 
Bowie, a milk-bowl, Xi^I, 3S0, 451 
Bowles, Eev. Mr., on Sali.sbury Crags, XIX, 
47S 

Bowls, dispute at the game of, III, 269 
Bows and arrows, V, 280, 297, 3G9 
Boy Bishop, XXIII, 381, 473 
Brudshaigh legend, I, 470 ; XIX, xxiv 
Bradwardine, Baron, I, 32, etc. 
Bradwardine, Ko.se, I, 52, etc. 

Bramah, ikr., inventor, XVII, SCI, 442 
Branibleiye Ilouse, novel, XXI, xi 
Brandanes, XXII, 105, 443 
Brandir, rocks of, in Loch Awe, XIX, 480 
BrantOme, quoted, XVI, 446 
Brattach, XXII, 145, 4-14 
Braxy mutton, XVIII, 257, 'M-3 
Breadalbane, V, 308 
Brengwain, wife of Gwenwyn, XIX, 4 
Brenlulda, Countess of Paris, XXIV, 129, 
etc. 

Brentford, equestrian trip to, VI, 417, 431 
Bridal song, in Queenhoo Hall, I, 466 
Bride of Lammermoor. See Dalrjunple fam- 
ily and Ashton, Lucy 

Pt'ide of Lmrimermoor, novel, VIII, ix ; 

'''XIX'''3*20''''' 

Bridge-end, on Tweed, X, 37, 376 
Bridgenorth, Alice, XV, 7, etc. 

Bridgenorth, Major, XV, 3, etc, 
Bridgenorth, Mrs., XV, 4, 7 
Bridget, Abbess, XI, 85, 100, 105 
Bridlesley, Joe, horse-dealer, XV, 226 
Brill, or Briel, XII, 4, 466 
‘Bring the bowl which you boast,’ XXI, 
247‘ 

Brisach, XXIII, 149, 152, 195 
British. .S'ce Welsh 
British Convention, I, 223, 490 


I Broctoterg, XXTU, 280, 474 
j Brokenburh, glen of, XVIIL 2^*, 48, Ltd 
i Broken-girth-iiow, Laird rjf, V, 'M 
i Broken Lancca, Oar Liitly of, XXl\\ 

I etc. 

I Brose, Cudtiie scalded with, VI, 234 
; Bronze, or wedding ratifj, V, r», 86 i 

■ Brown, smuggler lieuternud., 11, 171, 

! 413. ■ . 

I Brown, ‘Capability/ XVIII. 6;*l, II 8 
I Brow'll, Vanbeest {see aim Lsutraus i, L, 
81, etc. 

I Browne, General, .XX, 3SM.Vetc. 

■ Brownies, IT, 272 : YH, 263 
Brownist, XXI, 18/484 
Brown Man of the Moors, V, 19 
Brown’s Square, Edinburgh, X, 13, 437 
Bruce, extracts from., XXV, 1.57, l.i,k.t, 870 
Bruce, Lord, killed bv Earl of .Dor iCL SX'J, 

279 484 

Bruce, Robert, XL 442; XIX, 44>i, 48!; 

X.XII, 20, 439 ; XXV, S5S 
Bubbleburgh and Bitem politics, VII, 12, 

15 

Buceaniers, life of, XIII, 24.1. Bee uim 
Pirates 

Buchan, John Sfcua,rt, Earl of, XVLV2,' 451 
Buchanan, George, Jester, VIII., S.i6 
Buchanan, Laird of, IV, xvi 
Buchanites, XVII, 21 
Buckholmside cheese, VII, 395, B5T 
Buckingham, Duchess of, XV, '61)7 
Buckingham, first Duke of, XIV, 113, .etc, . 
Buckingham, .second D?ike of, XIV 325, ■ 
etc.; XXL 458 
Bucklaw, Vm, 53, etc. 

Buckstane, the, XVII, SR, 1.34 
Bullsegg of Killancureit, f, 56 
Bulmer, Valentine. Bee Efclierington, 
Earl of 

Bunee, Jack, XIII, 327, etc. 

Buncle, .XXII, 286, 384 ' 

Buonaventiirc, E’athor. See Charles Edward 
Burbage, actor, XIV, 151, 456 ' 

Burgess, An.thoiiy, XV, 164 
Burgesses, at Tippermnir, V, '2S9, 369 
Burghs, in Zetland (Shetiand f, IX, 461 
Burgh-VTestra, XIII, 22, 119, 'etc. 

Burgundy, Duke of. Bee Charles the Bold 
Burgundy, Estates o.L XXllI, .34.5 . 

'.Burial, Scottish, Till, 19, f!2L SOtl 
Eurleigh, Lord, XII, 431, 453, 466 
Burley, Balfour of. See Balfour 
Bums, Robert, and the bipggars, 01, viii 
Bum-the-wind, XXII, 16 ‘ ^ 

Bush, good wine needs no, XI, viii, 456 
Buskbody, Miss Martha, VI, 407 
Busfiorah, XX, 16, 421 
'* Bat .’ contrasted with ‘ no,’ III, 93 
‘ But follow, follow me,’ I, 391 
Butler, David, VH, 506, 537 
Butler, Mr., XXV, 109 
Butler, Mrs., VII, 78, 86 ' 

Butler, Reuben, VII, 39, etc. ■ ■. .. 

Butler, Stephen or * Bibb*/ VII, 71, 369 
Buttisholz, bovtr of, XXIil, 45, 47 
‘ But.w'hen he came ne:ir/ XV, 401 
Byng, Sir George, V, 30; 

‘ By pathless march/ XXi, 3 63 
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Byron and the authorship of Waverley^ I, 

XX 

* By spigot and barrel,’ XIV, 205 

* By ties mysterious link’d,’ X, 158 
Byzantium. See Constantinople 


Caaba, Holy, XX, 16, 422 
Caberfae, or Seaforth, XIX, 421 
Gabestai ug, William, XXIII, 365, 474 
Cadenus (Dean Swift), XVII, 170, 438 
Oaduca, XIV, 278, 4G4 
Cadwallou, the bard, XIX, 3, etc. 
Caerlavrock, or Carlaverock, II, 25 ; VI, xvi 
CiBsar, the. See Nicephorus Briennius 
Cages, for prisoners, XXV, 312, 376 
Caird of Barullion, king of the gipsies, II, 
xxi 

Caird’s Cove, VII, 525 

Cairntable Hills, XXV, 165 

Cairnvreckan, 1, 194 

Caius, Dr., XV, 236, 624 

Caledonian Canal, V, 313 

Caliph, XX, 19, 422 

Calista, Lady, XX, 141, 168, 177, 206 

Caliot, or Calotte, II, 48, 433; XI, 127,446 

Callum Beg, 1, 155, etc. 

Camacho’s kettle, XIII, 472 
Cambuscan, XI, 435, 446 
Cambyses’s vein, King, XII, 276, 467 
Camden’s Britannia, IX, 462; XII, 456 
Cameo, of Cleopatra, III, 276 
Cameron, clan, XXII, xxii 
Cameron, Dr. Archibald, XVIII, ix 
Cameron, M‘Ilduy, V, 314 
Cameron, Richard^ VI, 425, 426 
Cameron, Sergeant Allan Breach, XIX, 444 
Cameronians, I, 220; VI, xiii, CO; VII, 98, 
etc. See also Covenanters 
Cameron of Lochiel, VIII, 194, 326 
Camlet Moat, Enfield Chase, XIV, 428 
Campbell, cattle-dealer. See Rob Roy 
Campbell, Captain Colin, XIX, 448 
Campbell, General, XVIII, 425 
Campbell, Lady, of Ardenvohr, V, 240, 242 
Campbell, Sir Duncan, of Ardenvohr, V, 
217, etc. 

Campbell, Sir Duncan, of Auchenbreck, V, 
312, 316, 323 

Campbells, clan, IV, 137 ; V, 209, 327 
Campo-basso, Ooimt of, XVI, 348 ; XXIII, 
320, etc. 

Campsie Linn, XXII, 430 
Campvere, VII, 189, 564 ; Vni, 282, 322 
Candaules, King, XI, 177, 448 
Candia, XXm, 301, 474 
Candlesticks, wager about, V, 178, 180 
Canning, Elizabeth, XVIII, 442 
Camion, in Highland army, I, 283, 479 
Cajiongate, Edinburgh, I, 259, 386; XIX, 

Canting heraldry, I, 81, 474 
Cantrips, Jess, XVIII, 291 
Cantrips, Mrs., XVIII, 291, 381 
Capstern, Captain, XXV, 112 
Captain of the jail, Hewgate, XV, 392 
Captain of the Popinjay, VI, 14, 22 
Caraboo, Princess, XVII, 115, 4A2 
Caradoc, the Welsh minstrel, XIX, 10 


Cara Eazi, XXV, 103, 378 
Carbuncle on Ward Hill of Hoy, XIII, 203, 
460 ’ 

Card-playing, XVI, 92, 439 
Carey, Patrick, XXI, 380, 481 
Carey, or Cary, Sir Robert, V, 368 : X, 380 
Cargill, Rev. Josiah, XVXI, 107, etc. ; XIX, 
xii 

Carlaverock Castle, II, 25 ; VI, xvi 
Carle-hemp, XIV, 318, 465 
Carlisle, I, 420 
Carlyle, Dr., VII, 550 
Carmichael, sheriff of Fife, VI, 415 
Caroline, Queen, VII, 35, etc. 

Carriage, nobleman’s, in time of Charles 
II., VI, 14 

Carslogie, laird of, XI, 281, 440; XXII, 
208,458 

Carspharn John, VII, 90, 152, 551 
Carta de Piianda Centum Librarum. X, 
383 

Cary, or Carey, Sir Robert, V, 368 ; X, 380 
Caspar, stable-master, XXIII, 127 
Cassilis, Earl of, IX, 454 
Castell-Coch, Wales, XIX, 6, 8, 490 
Castile, King of , XVI, 51 
Castle Dangerous. See Douglas Castle 
Castle Dangerous, XXIV, xxv ; XXV, 157 
Castleton, Derbyshire, XV, 1 
Castrametation, HI, 6, 30 
Castruecio Castracani, 1, 118, 490 
Cat and Fiddle Inn, XV, 231 
Catechism, Shorter, VI, 335 
Caterans, I, 88, 475; XXII, 18, 439 
Catherine (of Braganza), Queen, XV, 519 
Catherine of Newport, X, 219, 230, 347 
Cathleen’s song, I, 144 
Catholics, seizure of their horses, IV, 407 
Catrail, V, 66, 372 

Cattle, wild, VIII, 39 ; XXV, 220, 374 
Cattle-drovers, Highland, XX, 323 
Cattle-lifting, I, liS ; IV,' xxxvii 
Cattraeth, XIX, 472, 486 
* Cauld is my bed, Lord Archibald.’ XVII, 
418 

Cavaliers, XV, 32, 39, 61, 584 ; XXI, 185, 
239 243 478 

Cavalry, Highlanders’ fear of, V, 322 
Cave, of Donald Bean Lean, 1, 103, 106; at 
Warroch Point, II, 224, 394 
Caxon, the barber, III, 36, etc. 

Caxon, Jenny, at the post-office, III, 126 
Cebes, emblem of, XXI, 325, 484 
Cecil, Sir Robert, XII, 453, 466 
Cedric the Saxon, IX, 18, etc. 

Celts, Oldbuck’s contempt for, III, 278 
Cent Nouimlles Notivelles, XVI, 4, 435 
Century Wliite. See White, Old Century 
Cervantes, quoted, XXIV, xi 
C’est des deux oreilles, I, 55, 490 
Challoner’s matter, XXI, 2G2, 489 
Chalmers, on Douglas pedigree, X, 384; 

Li.fe of t^ueen Mary, XI, 438 
Chaloner, cited, XV, 573, 604 
Chamberlain, Lord, of Zetland, XIII, 38 
Chamberlain, Matt, XV, 265 
Chambers, Robert, his account of David 
Traditions of Edinburgh^ 

XIX, 478 
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Champion, demanded by Bebecca, IX, 367 
‘Champion, fumed for warlike toH,’ XIIL 
'272 ' ’ , , ’ 

Chatidos, John, XIX, 474, 486 
Chanter, blaeh, XXII, 421, 453 
Chaplain, Bishop of Liesje’s, XYI, 222 
Chapman’s drouth, Xlli, 62, 454 
Charegite, Charegites, XX, 203, 215, 220, 
422 

Charing Cross, time of James I., XIV, 54 
Chariots, green and blue, in Byzantium, 
VIII, 205, 323 

Charity, parochial, XVII, 355, 434 
Charlemagne, Louis XI. and, XVI, 114, 440 
Charles L, V, 153; XI Y, 170, 330, 305; 

CromweU’s apostrophe to, XXI, 00 
Charles II. , VI, 17, 23 ; XV, 352, etc. ; XXI, 
218, etc. 

Charles Edward, 1, 252, etc. ; XVIII, vii, etc. 
Charles the Bold, XVI, 294, etc. ; XXIH, 
42, etc. 

Charles the Simple, XVI, 325 

Charlet, XVI, 211, 303 

Charlie of Liddesdale, II, 424; XX, 338, 

, 423" 

Charlie’s Hope, II, 150, 157 

Chariioch, murderer of the students, IT, 

■•xii"' 

Chariot, Louise’s spaniel, XXII, 112, 126, 
132 ' 

Charms, curing by, VIII, 299, 320 
Charteris, Sir Patrick, XXII, 60, etc. 

Chase, language of, IX, 40 
Chastelard, XXII, xv, 458 
Chatillon, Beginald de, XX, 418 
Chattan, Clan, identity of, XXII, xxii, 145, 

Chattanach, MacGillie, XXII, 408, 411, 416 
Chatterly, Ilev. Simon, XVII, 21, etc. 
Chaubert, French cook, XV, 249, 

Chaucer, quoted, XXI, 188 

Cheese, Scotch, I, 394; VII, 395, 557 

Chevalier St. George, V, 97, 366 

Cheyne, Boland, III, 360 

Chief, Highland, I, 97, 125, 421 } T, 207, 256 

Chiesley of Dairy, VIII, 38, 315 

Cliiffinch, XV, 249, etc. 

Chiffinch, Madam, XV, 356, 463, 465 
Child-murder in Scotland, VII, 48, 125, 157, 
'542 

Child of the cord, XXIII, 255 
Children of DIarmid, V, 209, 327 
Children of the Mist, V, 140, etc. 
CMllingham, XXV, 374 ^ 

Chipping-Norton, broadside, III, 25 _ 
Chivalry, time of Louis XI., XVI, vii, ix, 2 
Chopin, or chai>iney, Coryat on, XII, 460 
Christian, Edward, XV, xxi, 170, etc. 
Christian, George, XV, 577, 580 
Christian, Mrs., XY, 126 
Christian, William, XV, xx, 50, 120, 591, etc. 
Christian family, XV, 569 
Christie, Dame Nelly, XIV, 24, etc. 

Christie, John, XIY, 24, 309, 3^42, 432 
Christie of the Clintiull, X, 06, etc. 
Chronicles of the Canonf/ate, XIX, 315, 329; 

XX, 317 ; XXII, ix ; XXV, ix 
Church vassals, in Scotland, X, 2, 375 
Citizen of the Woj'ldj X, xxxii, 388 


City Guard of Bdinbnrgh. TIT, 24, 55, 512 
City Petition, London, XXL 2i:j, 

Ciachan of AberftjiL tSce ilbcrfoiT 
€i.m Alpin's Vote, by Bnswoil 359 
Clans, Highland, I, 279, 281, IL’O; 11, Km, 
428. Bee also Chatiim, illuinde, and iikdi* 

. lands 

Clarence, George, Duke of, XXII!, .‘UH, 474 
Claverhouse, VI, lilOj.e'tc. 

Clegg, Hoh'ifast, niillwrigM, X?,' 31 . 

Ck'ikum Inn, XVIi,,6' 

Cleishbotliam, Jedediuli, V, is, 2, 357, 36.3 • 
VI, 411, 413; VII, vii, 53B; X, sxAv; 
XXIV, ix 

Cleishbotham, Mr^., XXIV, xv 
Clement, Father, X.XII, 30, etc. 

Clem of the Cleiigli, XIIJ. bN 
Clergy, time of Ivankor^ IX, M, 154, 318 
Clerk, Sir John, of Peniciiik, 111, 415 . 
Cleveland, Clement, Xiil, 74, etc. 

Cleveland, John, poet, XXi, 44% 4.83. 

Clifton, skirmish at, 1. 305, 483 
Climont, Cooper, VI, x’d 
Clink, turnkey, XV, 395, 424 
Clinkscale, Mis.s Baby, XIIi,'20, .. 

Clock scene, Cameronians and Morton, 'VI, 
303 

Glogdogdo, III, 45, 422 
■ Cioght-dearg, or Eedmantle, XIX, 452 
Cltttterbiick, Captain, X. V, xili, sxii!, .xi?; 

XI, vii; Xrv,' xiil; XIX,. xii' 

Clyde, river, VI, 107, S60, 405.; %^I., '423,. 
428 

Clydesdale, upper ward of, VI, 13, 107.. 
Cnichts, Sason, IX, 26, 452 
Coach to Queensferry, HI,. I 
Cobb, Ephraim, recruit, XXI, 84 
Cocceian, VII, 127, 564 
Cochrane, Eoberfc, XXII', ■ 440, ,.458:',.' 

Cook Lane, London, XI V, xvii, 465 
Coeur-de-Lioii, Bee Pdchard 
Coffin. Key,' XIII, 242, '463. / ' 

Coins, antique,' in iSe.tland, Xllfj.'SlS, : 
Coke, Eoge.r, Court mid Biaie:Of''E 2 ifkm{if ■. 
'.' XIV, 458 ■ 

Colchester, red'ucfeion.of, XXI, 135, '4S4 , , ., 
Coldhaghame, Abbey of, VIII, .224 , 

Goleby, Major, XV, 430, 4,67, 4.60' , 

Coleman, XV, 255, G04 
Colepepper,. Captain, XIV, MS, 'Ctc. 
Coleridge, lines from, IX, 75, 452 ; XI, 433 ; 

XVII,' 61, 432 ; XXV, 262, 375 
■Colin, G'reeii. Campbell, Captain Colin 
Colkitto, Y, 184, 285, 3G8 
College ''of Glasgow, i?,',227' „. 

College students of Edinburgh, VII, 75, 5.7) 
Collier, and salter, bondsmen, XVIII, 206, 

"■ ■ 442' ■ ' 


Collins, Joseph, XXI, xlii, xvi 
Colman’s drama, XI, 'Xii,.. 446. 

Cohnslie tower, X, xl 
Cologne, A.rchbishop of, XXin, 417 
Cologne, .Three Kings of, XVI, 198 
Colquhouns, feud with MacGregors, IV, x, 
■.'■'.xxviii 

Coltherd. Bee Benjie 
Colvin, Henry, XXllI, 314, etc. 

Come from. 'Tripoli, 11, 429 . . , . • , 

♦ Come trowl the brown bowl,” IX, 179 
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SVI, 287, etc. ; XXIH, 

Coimiiedia delP Arte, XVII, 209 
Cominissionep, ParHamentary, XXI, 23, 
111, etc. Compare ako pp, xiii, 463, 466 
Commissionera of Northern Lighthouse Ser- 
vice, XIII, IX 

S05; XXI, 

o, 4/7 

Commons, insurrection of, XIX, 244, 252 
Comnena, Conuienus. See Alexius Com- 
nenus, Anna Comnena 
Compass, mariner’s, XXIII, 8 
‘Complain not of me,’ X, 159 
Compostella, scallop shell of, IX, 465 
Conachar, XXII, 7, etc. 

Conan the Jester, I, 477 

C<mce£dment of the face, VI, 417 ; XVni, 

C^ond^, Prince of, XVI, xx, 454 
Condotiieri^ IX, 69 

Coningsburgh Castle, IX, 413, 416, 460 
Constable, George, III, vi 
Constable of Chester. See Lacy, Hugo de 
Constantine, Emperor, XXIV, 1 353^ 
Constantinople, XXIV, 2, etc. 

Co^ntay, Lord de, XXIH, 326, 433, 436, 

Convalescence, Scotch idea of, III, 204, 417 
Conventicle, of religious fanatics, XV, 499 
Convention of Estates, Scottish, V, 152 ( 

Cookery, French, XIV, 144, 455 
Cooper Climent, story of, VI, xvi < 

Coote, Sir Eju-eJ XVII, 182, 41 
Cope, General, I, 255 I 

Copmanhurst, clerk of. See Friar Tack ( 
Copper Captain, VIII, 322 J 

Corbet, Ikr Boreale, XIV, 456 { 

Corbey, Free Field Court of, XXIII viii x 

2^2, 422 ; Till, 169, 322 C 
Corelli, Archangelo, XVIII, 100, 448 C 

Conolauus, XVIII, 33, 448 ’ ’ ^ } 

Cormorant, XIII, 25, 453 r 

Corn-miUs in Zetland, XIH, 116, 455 C 

CoSrt ot, XXIII, 105 c 

glen of, X, 8, 193 C 

Coryat, XII, 460 G 

Co^metes, XXIV, 21, 394 n 

Cotton, Charles, XV, 261, 624 C 

Couci, Inge] ram de, XXIII, 47, 474 ‘ i 

25^^450 King James’s, XIV, C 

Counter Scuffle, XIV, 456 S 

f XXXY, XXV Oj 

County Guy,’ song, XVI, 40 f!i 

Courcelles, XI, 349, 446 G 

Oouroultai, V, 256, 372 q 

Coiiriisanes, in French army, V, 242 Ci 

Cousms, marriage between, V, 17 Ci 

^ 46T33:f; V?I 

Covenanters, VI, 3, etc. ; XVIII, 102, 112, S 


Coventry custom, XII, 420 
Coventry’s Act, XV, 436, 609, 624 
Covin tree, XVI, 23, 436 
Cowardice, XXH, xxii, 342, 348 


CHI, Cowley, Chuardian, XVITI, 01 

of Co.4try, zifl’O 

93 iO, 102, 362 ’ 

io’ “Siaeer, XXII, 

L fS«n’ i.rst.iii*" 

om- Crajg Roystoii, ly, ’six, x-tii xLili 

Cramp, Corporal, IV, 284 
Cramp»speech, XVIII, 4, 436 

Crank, Barne, XII, 125 
■11, Craon, Lord de, XXIII, 433 

Cravats, or Croats, V, 188, 372; XXI, 289, 

Ic’ 

Crevecceur, Countess of, XVI, 405 
Count of XVI 99 

’ rS?fT- Ss ’ 

Crieff, hind gallows of, I, 475 
I Constantine, XXIV 353 

' Croats, V, ISS, 372 ; XXI, 289 4S4 ' 

^ ^28, etc. j XX 

917 ; XXII, ix ; XXV, ix, 150 
Croix de St. Louis, XVI, xxiii, 454 
Crombie AlacPhail, VII, 277 
CromweH, Oliver, XXI, 64, etc. 

Crosbie, Mrs., XVIII, 249 
c 264 Provost, XVIII, 157, 238, 248, 

Sooohtff 465 

Crossbite, the advocate, XVIII, 42 

Cro^myloof, Counsellor, VII, 39, 42, 124 
Crown of the sun, XI, 446 ’ ’ ’ 

Croydon, monk of, IX, xiii, 467 

r ^3^ Hameline, XVI, 128, etc. 

IsabeUe, XVI, 31, etc. 
Cruickshanks, Ebeueaer, 1, 188 202 
s etc etc!; Xxiv, XXV, 72, 

Crusaders, Tales of, XIX, xix: XX ix 
® Beturn,’ song, IX, 159 ' 

I^oadon, XIV, 146, 450 
Cuddle. See Headrigg, Cuddie 
Oulross girdles, XXII, 24, 440 
Cumberland Waste, II, 138 
Gumuor, viUage, etc., XII, 1, etc. 

CurmorBcdl, poem, XII, x,'455 
Cunningham, Allan, XIV, xxiv 
Cunningham, Scottish Archer, XVI, 64, 71, 

Sgf Cam 

Cybele, temple of, XXIV, 101 

society, XIX, xii, 

Cyprian, Brother, XXII, 122 ' ' 

Cyprus, Lmg of, XX, 169,422' ... 
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Dabby, Mrs. Deputy, ITII, 404 

Dain, Oliver, XVI, 85, etc. 

Daione Scbie, or fairies, IV, 2C1, 400 
Dais, chamber of, VIIX, 252 
Dalgamo, Lord, XIV, US, etc. 

Dalgetty, Captain, of Prestonpans, V, 146 
Dalgetty, Dugald, V, 142, etc. 

Dalgleisli, Jock, VII, 1G4, 554 
Dalryiaple family, VIII, ix, S15 
Dalton, Mrs., Vil, 337, 35G 
Dalwolsey, Earl of, XIV, 97, 452 
Dulwoisy, or Dalhousie, Sir Alexander 
Kamsay of, XXII, 379, 451' 

Diilzell, General, VI, 270, etc, 

Dalzell, Skeic/m of SoottUh Mutory, XIV, 
452 

Davnahoy, Miss, VII, 37, 40, 242 
Dam-dike, Sir James Graliani’s, XVIII, 
441 

Damiotti, Dr. Baptista, XX, 369, 371, 374, 


De Xms» Se€ Lacy, Damian tie, Hugo 
and Eanthil de 
De la Hotte, XIV, m 
Dellii, Jeweller c4, XIV, xv, 46H 
Deirio, Martin Antony, VI, 43*2 
Denietrias, puiifciclan," XXIV, 1 1, ,T'.^ 

Dempster, or Dot-inster, l-do of Miui, XV, 
o > 1 

Dempster of court, VI, 026; Vll, 247, 555. 

See, also Hangman 
Denis Xlomitjoi'e, XX, 422 
Denmark, XIII, IBS, 4fi9 
Deimet, father, IX, 4 I:«j 
D ermiaon, Jenny, VI, 111, etc. 

Dent’s dog-bill, "XAV, 3BT 
Derby, Charles, eighth Earl, XV, 113, etc. 
Derby, Comiteas of, XV,'SX:iii,:43, etc , 
Derby, James, seventh Earl oi, .XV, 3, 4S,. 

5(38 , , . , ' . 

Derncleugh, gipsy \iilage, II, .327, 

395 


Dancing, Cameronians’ horror of, Vn, 98, 
652 


Dancing.girl, sale of, XV, 224, GOl 
Danger, signal of, XXI, 390, 481 
Dangerfield, Captain, XV, 229, 271, 483 
Dannischemend, Persian magus, XXIII, 


Dan of the Howlethirst, X, 267- also 
Dragon 

Dargle, XVIII, 102, 449 
‘ Daring youth \ for thee it is well,’ X, 156 
* Dark Ahriman, whom Irak still,’ XX, 31 
‘ Dark are thy words,’ XIII, 206 
Dark Grey Man, XI, 304, 438. See also 
Douglas 
Dark hag, I, 53 

Dark Ladye, Coleridge’s, XVII, 61, 432 
Darlington, Black Bear Inn at, IV, 30 
Daruley’s murder, XI, IM, 337 
Danilin varaeh Castle, V, 172, 207 
Daughter of the arch, XXIV, 34 
Davenant, or D’Avcnaut, Sir William, XV, 
609; XXI, .302, 480 
David, Prince of Scotland, XX, x, 304 
Davidson, original of D audio Diiimont, II, 
'427 

Davies, John, XVIII, m 
Davy’s sow, drunk as, XIII, 363, 469 
Deacon Bearcliif, II, 68, 212 
Dead Sea, XX, 1 
Deans, David, VII, 74, etc. 

Deans, EOie, VII, 45, etc. See furth^r^ 
Staunton, Lady 

Deans, Jeanie, VII, 80, etc. ; XIX, 320 
Deans, Mrs. Rebecca, VII, 84 
Deasii, 1, 151 ; XXII, 320, 451 
Death, Claverhouse’s reflections on, VI, 309 
Death of the Lmrd^s Jock, XX, 405 
Debateable Land, XI, 16, 446 
Debbitch, Deborah, XV, 41, etc. 

Deborah, charwoman, XTV, 284 
De Braey, Maurice, IX, 09, etc. 

Debt and the feudal system, III, 355 
Dee, Dr. John, XII, 48, 406 
Deemster, or Dempster, Isle of Man, XV, 
571 

Defoe, History of AppariiiOMt VI, 426 
Degiai, XXY, 104, 378. 


Derrick, pirate, XIII, 359, 368, 41S 
Berry-down chorms, IX., ItlCf, 4.53 . 
.Desborough, XX.I, 22, etc, . . 

Des Hodommiades XI, 226,446 

De Vere, Earl of Oxford, XV, -IDi, 624, 
See also Phillpson 

Devil looking over Li.ncol.n, XII, 466 
Dei>U of Woodstock, Genuine Uktorif of, 
■■XXI,3£ii .. 

Devil’s Dick, XXII, 79, SI 
DhSne, William. Bee Christian., W.il.liaisi' ' 
'Dhu, John, of the Edinburgh City Cuard, 
VII, 26 . , . . ^ 

Diamond of the. Desert, XX, 11, 2!, 'iS-l,'. 
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Dibdin, Dr., XVI, xssii 

Dick, John, quoted, VI, 420 

Dick, 'Sir William, of Braid, VII, 193, 555 

Dick of the Dingle, V, 52, 65 

Dickson, Ch.arJes, XXV, 175, 354, 376 

Dickson, Maggie, VU, 41.5, 55S 

Dickson, Thomas, XXV, 171), ete. 

Digge.s, Maria, XVH, 3S, etc, 

Dijon, XXIII, 314, ^1, 474. Aee rdso Mairo 
of Dijon 

‘ Dim, burn.*? the once bright star,’ X, 15$ 
Dingwall, Davie, the writer, VIII, IIG 
Dinmont, Ailie, II, 152, 166 
Dinmont, Diiiidie, 11, 140, etc, ; liis son, 

■ XIX, X 

'Dinner, locking the door during, VI, €7, 416 
Dinner-call at MonkbaruK, III, 4S 
Diogenes, philosopher, XXII', 21 1, 394 
Diogenes, slave, XXJV, 99, 149, 21*2, 2M 
Diomedes, XXIV, 21, 394 
D'ionysius the Younger, XII, 99, 460 ; XIV, 
401, 406 ; XXIV, 209 
Dirk, oath upon, I, 487 
DirletOn’s Donht,^ XVIII, 4, 436 
Disinherited Knight. See I va i ihoe 
Ditchley, Gaffer, miner, XV, 293 
DmningTod, III, 153. .' . 

^ Doboobie, Dr. See Alasco 
Doctor,- Scottish village, XXV, 1 .. . 

.Dods, Meg, XVn, 6, ete. 

.Doe, John, and Richard Roe, XIX, 339, 487 
•Dogs,' XVII, 81, 347, 433; XX, 255, 423; 
.XXI, 46, 484; XXIV, 345. See also Baa 
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and Buscar, Bevis, Fangs, Eillbuck, 
Pepper and Mustard, Boswal, Wasp, 
Wolf, etc. 

Doily, London cook, XVI, xvii, 454 
Dorn Daniel, XXIII, 278, 474 
Dominicans, monastery of, in Perth, XXCI, 
102, 125, 403, 452 
Dominie Sampson, II, 10, etc, 

Don, river, IX, 413 
Donacha Dhu, VII, 490, 507, 630, 533 
Donald, M‘Aulay’s domestic, V, 173, 177 
Donald Bean Lean. See Bean Lean, Donald 
Donald of the Isles, XXII, 265, 458 
Donn, Bob, XX, 418, 422 
Donnerbugel, Rudolph, XXIII, 38, etc. 
Domxerhugel, Theodore, XXIII, 40 
‘Do not ask me,’ X, 157 
Don Quixote^ quoted, XXIV, xi 
Doomster of court, VI, 32G ; VII, 247, 555. 
See also Hangman 

Borax, Sebastian and, XTEI, 193, 473 
Dorcas, the milkmaid, XVIII, 188, 190, 232 
Dorothy, Aunt, XVI, xviii 
Dorothy, Simon (ilover’s housekeeper, 
XXII, 12, 25, 220 

Dorset, Earl of, duel with Lord Bruce, XXI, 
279 484 

Dorylaeum, XXIV, 386, 394 
Douban, physician, XxlV, 318, 329 
Double-ganger, XXIII, 142, 465 
Douce’s Illustrations to Shakspeare. XI, 
433 ■ ’ 

Dougal, Bob Roy’s follower, IV, 198, etc. 
Douglas, village and church, XXV, 2^, 341, 
376; Burn, XXV, 163, 373; Castle, XXV, 
158, etc. ; Dale, XXV, 159, 163; Larder, 
XXV, 197, 371 

Douglas, Catherine, XI, 347, 446 
Douglas, George, of Lochleven, XI, 226, etc. 
Douglas, George, slayer of Rizzio, XXII, xv 
Douglas, Marjory, Duchess of Rothsay, 
XXII, 93 

Douglas, William, of Lochleven, XI, 440 
Douglas family, X, 365, 384; fourth Earl, 
XIV, 432; eighth Earl, XVI, 118, 440; 
third Earl, XXII. 93, etc. ; Lord James, 
XXIV, xvii, 393 ; XXV, 157, etc. 

Douglas wars, XIV, 126, 453 
Doune Castle, I, 242, 478 
Dousterswivel, III, 114, etc. ; XIX, x 
Doutelle, French vessel, I, 267 
Dowlas, cloth, XIII, 4G9 
Dowlas, Dame, XV, 451 
Dowrah, Indian guide, XXV, 130, 373 
Drab de Berries, IV, 296, 412 
Draifan, or Draphane, Castle, XI, 396, 446 
Dragon, at Kennaquhair, XI, 120, 133 
Drama and stage, Author on, XIX, 460 
Draphane, or Dralffan, Castle, XI, 396, 446 
Drawcansir, XI, 195, 446 
Drajiion, poet, XXI, 301, 485 
Dream, Lovei’s, III, 87, 115, 415 
Dress, time of Ivanhoe, IX, 4, etc. 

Drinking habits, time of Bob Boy, IV, 64, 
113,117 

Drinks, Saxon, IX, 28, 452 
Driver, Pleydeil’s clerk, II, 274 
Drogheda, siege of, XXI, 433, 481 
Drovers, Highland, XX, 323 


Drowning men, reluctance to save, XIH, 
76, 455 ’ 

Drows, or trows, XIII, 70, 455 
Drudgeit, Peter, law-clerk, XVni, 136, 150 
Drumciog, battle of, VI, 155, 420 
Drummelzier, family of, XIX, xxi 
Drummelzier Castle, V, 365 
Drumming the 119th Psalm, I, 223 
Drummond, James Mohr. See MacGregor, 
James Mohr 

Drummond, John, of Drummond-Ernoch, 

IV, ix ; V, 139 

Dru^ond, MacGregor, of Balhaldie, iv, 

Drummonds, feud with Murrays, V, 139 
Drumsnab, overlooking Ardenvohr Castle, 

V, 236, 239, 241, 355 

Drumthwacket, Dalgetty’s estate, V, 161, 
197, 356 

Drunk as Davy’s sow, XIII, 363, 469 
Drury, his reports to Cecil, XI, 439 
Dryasdust, Dr., IX, vj XV, vii: XVIIL 
432;XIX, 3di 

Dryden, poet, XIII, 130, 143, 387 
Dryfesdale, Jasper, XI, 249, etc. 

Dubourg, Clement, IV, 10 
Dubourg, the Bourdeaux merchant, IV, 4 
Ducange, cited, XXIV, xxvi, 385, 389, 890 
Duchran, meeting at, I, 416 
Duel, between Level and M ‘Intyre, III, 
182; between Frank and Eashleigh Os- 
baldistone, IV, 230; between Halbert 
Glendinning and Sir Piercie Shafeon, X, 
197; duelling, XXI, 279 
Diiergar, Kortliern, Y, 363 
Duff, Davie, Thane of Fife, XXV, 365 
Duke of Exeter’s daughter, XIV, 421 
Dukes, in Scotland, XXII, 92, 443 
Duke’s Walk, Edinburgh, VIII, 305, 320 
Dumbarton Drums, XVII, 124, 439 
Dumbiedilses, old laird of, VII, 73, 75 
Dumbiedikes, young laird of, VII, 75, etc. 
Dumbiedikes mansion-house, VII, 261, 660 
Dumfries, XVIII, 21 
Dummerar, Dr., XV, 27, 84, 89 
Dumple, Dandle Dinmont’s pony, II, 148 
Dumtoustie, the runaway counsel, XVIII, 
136 

Dun, the hangman, XV, 257, 605 
Dunbar, EHzabeth of, XXII, 93 
I Dunbar of Baldoon, VIII, X 
! Dunbarton, Castle of, VII, 424 ; XIX, 450 
Duncan with the Cowl, IV, ix 
Dundas of Arniston, 11, 430 ; VII, 126 
Dundee, Viscount. See Claverhouse 
Dun Dornadilla, of Glenelg, IX, 460 
Dundrennan Abbey, XI, 420 
Dungeon, German, XXIII, 175, 456 ,.in 
Douglas Castle, XXV, 296 
Dunnottar Castle, VI, ix 
Dunois, Count of, XYI, 83, etc. 

Dunover, Mr., VII, 5, 13 
Dunse Law, Covenanters on, V, 217 
Duntarkin, house and inn, XIX, 354, 358 
Durazzo, XXIV, 92 
Durindarte, sword, XVI, is, 454 
Durward, Quentin, XVI, 8, etc, 

* Dust unto dust,’ IX, 419 
Dutch, II, 356 5 V, 106,197 


GENERAL INDEX 


S99 


Diltton, Mrs. Dolly, VII, 394, etc. 

Dwarfie Stone, Shetland, Sill, 2D2, 459 
‘ Dwellers of the mountain, rise,’ Xlllj 204 
Dwining, Henbane, XXII, 67, etc. 

Dyer’s Weekly Letter, 1, 470 


Eachix SIacIan. See Conaehar 
Earlshall, Bruce of, XVIII, 11.2, 449 
Earl’s Palace, Kirkwall, XlII, 326 
Earnscls'ff, V, S, etc. 

East India Company, XXV, 71 
Eberjiou, Carl, XVI, '250, 252 
Eblis, XX, 28, 423 
Ederic, the Porester, XXIV, 243 
Edgeworthstown, XIX, 401, 487 
Edict Nautm^ etc., VII, 5, 565 
Edinburgh, II, 242 ; VI, 317 ; VII, 24, etc. ; 
XI, 152, 155; XVIII, 2. etc. ; XIX, 329, 
382, 47S ; XXII, isr, 438 
Edinburgh Review^ V, 145 
Edith, Athelstane’s mother, IX, 418, 426 
Edith, Lady. See Plantagenefc, Edith 
Editions, peculiar, III, 24 
Editors, fictitious, X, xxxii 
Edmondstone of Xevvton, IV, xxv 
Edmonston, View of Zetland Islands. XIH, 
462 

Edric, squire, XXIY, 254 
Edris of the G-oblets, XIX, 224, 23f) 

Edward, brother of Hereward, XXIV, 60, 
246 ■ 

Edward, liCing-, and the hermit, IX, xsi 
Edward IV., of England, XXIII, 62, etc. 
Edwards, Master Thomas, XXI, 109, 485 
Effeir of war, XXII, 26, 440 
Effeminacy, taunt of, XIX, 7, 472 
Egliuton, Countess of, XIX, 337, 478 
Einion, Father, XIX, 12 
Einsiedlen, Our Lady of, XXIII, 12, 474 
Elder Comedy, XXV, 7, 378 
Eleanor, Duchess of Oloiicester, XV, 163, 
626 

Elgitba, Eowena’s maid, IX, 28 

Elias, founder of Carmeiites, XX, 176, 423 

Elizabeth, Queen, XII, 151, etc. 

Elizabeth of Dunbar, XXII, 93 
Ellangowan. See Bertram 
Ellangowan Castle, IX, IS, 285 
Ellangowan Place, II, 8, etc. 

Ellesmere, Dame, XV, 41, etc. 

EHxeslaw, or Mr. Vere, V, 10, etc. 

Ellieslaw Castle, V, 82, 90, 122 

Elliot, Hai-ry, Eobbie’.s brother, V, fTT, €9 

Elliot, Hobble, V, 5, etc, 

Elliot, John, Hobble’s brother, V, 67, 69 
Elliot, Mrs., the grand-dame, Y, 18, ^, 67 
Ellis, Early Enalish MetriGal EommweSf 
XX, xiii, 412, 41G 

Elphinstoun, Lady, her pim on Olaverhouse, 
¥1,418 

Eishie, the Dwarf, V, xix, 13, etc. 

Elspeth, old, of Graigburnfoot, 111, 245, etc. 
Emblem of England’s ancient faith,’ 1, 192 
Emmeline, heroine of fiction, XVII, 117, 
439 

Empson, fiageolet-player, XV, 352, 357 . 
Encyclopmdia Britannica^ XIX, 481 
Enfield Chase, XIY, 425 


Engaddi, XX, 26, 37, 45 
Engagement, love, in Gormatiy, III, SO' 
Engelred, Saxon chief, ,XXI\ , 243 
England, in time of Kit'hard Ctnnvdc-IiloiSi 
IX, 1, 60; XX 25, 70, 214, 417 
English, Englishmen, IV, •2t;4 ; IX, 41; 
XIV, 1 

Ennerdak^ Lord^ a fragment, I, 4iW 
EnkeUeus du Conipk 'dti (rnlmlk, K, xllli, 
3S9 - , 

Envoy, Gleishbotliam’s, VII, 538. 

Episcopal clergy in Scotland, I, 66, 473 ■ ■ 
Epithets, quaint, X, 132, 378 
Eresburgli, XXIII, viii, 474 
Erickson, Sweyn, fijlierman, XIII, . 10 ' 
Erland, Earl, XIII, 463, 469 ' 

Ermengarde of Ealdrisgham, XIX, 110, 1.17, 
132 

Ernest, Apulian page, XXIV, 275 ' 
Erriekstane Brae, XVIII, 255 
Errol, Earl of, XXII, *273, .278, .353, m\ 
fourteenth Ea-rl of, .XVIII, 351., 449 ; JSarla 
of, XXII, 62, 460 . 

Erskine, Ealph, IV, 407 
Erskine, Rev. John, D..!)., I, 2CM) ; II, 2S5 
Erskine, W., of .ELiiiedder, Xlll, xi 
Esdale, Mr., surgeon, X.XV, 111, 12$ 
Espionage, Ijaronial, V, 368 
Essex, Earl of, IX, 442 
Ethehnde, herome of fiction, XVIJ, 117, 
439 

Etheringtoa, Earl of, XVII, 1S6, etc. ■ 
Ethiopia, Seged, King of, XV, 519, 628 
Ethwald, VII, 532, 565 
Eudorchawg chains, XIX, S, 472 
Euphuism, X, xlv, SSI 
Europe, time of Lotiis XI-, XYI, xiii 
Eustace, Father, X, 44- etc, . ■ . 

Evaadale, Lord, VI, 21, 115, etc. 

Evan Dhu. See Maccombich 
Evelina^ novel, XVII, vil, 439 
Evelyn, Mr., XII, 150 ; 3femoirs, XT, CIO 
Everard, Markham, XXi, 4S, etc, 

Everett-, the witness, XV, *229, 271,- 483^^ 
Evil, principle of, in literature, XVI, vii 
Ei.dl spirits, superatitiou regarding, XI, 143, 
43o 

Eviot, .Eamomy’s page, XXII, 178, elc. 
Ewan of Brigglanda, TV, 320, 3*22 
Ewart, Xanty, XVIII, 276, etc,... 

Exchequer of the Jews, IX, .45. ' 

Execution Dock, London, XV. 384, 625 
Bxecurioner of La Perettc, XXIII, 163, 199, 
.■.■465"'. . . ■ 


Faa, Habriel, the gipsy Imntsimn, II, ICS, 

■ 227,320,413 

Faa, Johnny, the iipriglit man, II, 176, 430 
Fabian, squire. See ilarboOioI, Fabian 
Facardin of Trebizond, XVIII, 21, 4*19 
Faggot, Hicholas, justice’s clerk, XVIII, 

196, 210, 215 

Fairbrother, counsel, VII, 225, 242 
Fairfax, General, XV, 332, 573 
Fairford, Alan, XVIII, 2, etc. 

Fairford, Mr. Alexander, XVIII, 3, etc. 
Fairies, lY, 261, m, 409; V, 21; VII, 15L 
I 653 ; X, xxxvUi, 17, 100, 370, 885 ; X V , 695 
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Fairladies, XVIH, 305 r< 5 tharine 

Fair Maid of Perth. See 

Fair Mcvid of Perth, the novel, XAli, ixi 

Fairport, III, 10, Aon 

Fairs, Scottish, XI, 2 i 0, 437. 

FairscribCv James, XXy , xiu 
Fairscribe, Katie, XX^ , xu, YV x. 

Fairscribe, Mr., XIX, 339, 34b; XXV, x, 

Fa^rLrieve, oity-clerh, YII, 140, 101, 187 
PYair-service, Andrew, IV, 

Fair sex, cahminiator of, VII, lob 
Fairy, Julian Peveril’s pony, XV, 118, l^ 
Fairy Boy of Leith, V, 6 l> 3 
Phiiry Knowe, VI, 334 
Falconer. See Balmawhappie 
Falconer, Captain, XX, 379 
Falconer, Miss Jeinma(Lady Forester), XX, 
362, 370, 375 
Falcons. See Hawks 

P’alkland Palace, XXII, oo7, 374 , 

* False love, and hast thou played me thus / 

Famagosta, Cyprus, 

Familists, XXI, 51, 3i^iL480, 487 
Family servants, old, VI, 40, 60, 415 
Fanfarona, XI, 16G, 4^ 

Fangs, Gurth’s dog, IX, 7, ^ 

Fanshaw, Lady, ^leinoirs, XlX, 4^4 
‘Fare thee well, thou holly , 

‘Farewell, fareweU, the voice you hear, 
XIII, 250 

‘ Farewell, merry maidens,’ Xlll,.^^ 

* FareweU to Northmaven,’ XUl, lo- 

Farinaceus, VII, 242, 565 _ 

Farmer, at the Wallace Inn, V, i _ 
Farmers in south of Scotland, II, lo-* 

Fast Ca! 3 tle, VIII, xviii 
Fastern’sEven, XXII, 184, ^ 

Fatal banquet, XIV, 4o7, 4bb ^ 

‘ Fathoms^ deep beneath the wave, XU , 
161 

Fatsides, Father, V, 16o 

* Fause S'oodrage,' XI, 210 

Fea, Euphane, housekeeper, XIII, 200, 2iu, 

220 

Fea, James, XIH, vii 

Feckless Fannie, VII, 5b8 

Fenella, XV, xxii, lO.'i, etc , 

Fenelon, his description of Louis XI., x vx, 

Fenwick, Sir John, IV, 373, 413; XVIII, 

Fetlwicke, John, Jesuit, XV, 439, ©5 
Ferette, La, town and castle, xxux, lo 
Fergus. /See Mac-Ivor, Fergus ^ 
Ferguson, Colonel James, XXV, Ytt 

Ferguson, or Fergusson, Eobert, poet, VJ. , 

Fel'gusm, Robert, V ’ 

Fergusson, Dr., and V, xxiu 

Feme, Blazon of Oentne, XJl, 449 

Ferquhard Day, 525 

Ferry, Chapel of the, XXHI, 216, 225 

F^te-Dieu, XXIII, 381, 474 _ ^ tryii/riit 

Fetterlock, Knight of. 

Feudal age, XVI, xiv; XXII, 6, 71- 
further Crusades, Ordeal, Toiurmim > 


Feus, feuars, in Scotland, X, 2; XVII, 9, 
431 

Fey, to be, XIII, 47, 454 
‘ Fides et Jiducia sunt rclatwaf V, 24G, 368 
Fielding, Henry, TumUe-down-Dick, XXI, 
302,480 

Fielding, Sir John, XVIII, 82, 450 
Fife, smuggling in, VII, 19 
Fife undertakers, V, 220, 367 
Fifteen, the, Scottish judges, I, 247 
Fifth Monarchy men, XXI, 123 
Fighting Charlie of Liddesdale, II, 4‘24: ; 
XX, 338,423 

Finlay, Alexander, XXV, 159 _ 

Fire, sacred, of Zoroastrians, XXIII, 128 

Fire-ordeal. See Ordeal 

Fischer, J. 0., Ill, 195, 423 

Fish, kettle of, XVII, 128, 432 

Fisher, Ralph, XI, 58 ^ 

Fisher folk, Scottish, III, 99, 242, 244, 419; 

in Zetland, XIII, 231, 402 
Fishery, wl*ite, in Zetland, XIII, 231 
Fitzurs^ Waldemar, IX, 73, 139, 327, 402 
Flammock, Rose, XIX, 24, etc. 

Flammock, Wilkin, XIX, 18, etc. 

Flanigan, fire away, XVII, 338, 439 
Fleecebumpkin, John, Mr. Ireby’s baihlf, 
XX, 332, 336, 342 
Fleet Street, London, XIV, 2, 10 
Fleming, Archdeacon, of Carlisle, VII, 49G, 
513 '■ . ' ' ■ ^ ■■ 

Fleming, Dame Mary, XI, 219, 247, 387 
F’lemmg, Malcolm, XXV, 282, 356, 361 
Flemings, XI, 24; in England, XIX, 19, 
277, 290. See also PUammoek, Bose, and 
Flammock, Wilkin . ^ 

Fletcher, pirate, XIII, 3S1, 394, 418, 432 
Fletcher of Saltoun, II, 39 ; XIX, 388, 487 
Fleur de Lys, inn, XVI, 25, 37 
Flibbertigibbet, XII, 106, etc. 

Flockhart, Widow, I, 266, 386 
Flora. See Mac-Ivor, Flora 
Florise, Lady, XX, 143, 177 
Flying Stag Inn, Strasburg, XXIII, oOO 
Flyter, Mrs., lodging-house keeper, IV, 220 
Foist and a %varming-pan, IV, 413 
Foljambe, Lady, XIV , 211 
Follower, the. See Achilles Tatins 
Fontenoy, battle, XIX, 382, 487 
Footmen, Vm, 204, 319 ; XVIII, 22, 450 
Foot out of the Snare, XVIII, 86, 454 
Foot-pages, XIX, 9, 472 , 

Fops and fashionables, X, xlvii, 380 
Forbes, Duncan, VII, 403 
Fordim, Continuator of, XXII, xxui, 40/, 
454 

Forest, forests, IX, 1, 3, 7, 4p 
Forest Cantons, XXIII, 3, 43, 56, 474 
Forester, Sir Philip, XX, 361, etc. 

Forfeited estates, I, 476 , ^r-rxT 

‘For leagues along the watery way,’ XIII, 
199 

Forth, River, IV, 260, 28G, 31 1 

Fort St. George, Madras, XXV, 99 
‘ Fortune’s I’avourite,’ pirate %^essei, A^li, 
332,380,432 ^ 

‘Fortunes of Martin Waldeck,’ Miss War- ^ 
dour’s tale, III, 156 ,, 
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Fosm etm/itru!, XVI, xxv, 45n 
Foster, Bordoror, XX, 40S 

Foster, Aiitboiiy, XII, 14, etc. 
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Fust, or F.aust, Joimm, III, 06, 423 


<a-AB, /Mer, XX, 11, 41G 
Gabalis, E n tret tens du Comjo/e f7«, X, xiii, 
3S9 ; XT, 595, 025 
Gad, the, n, 431 

Gaelic language, I, 130, 335 ; IV, 355 ; 
poetry, I, 135, 139; Y, 309; toasts, I, 
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.xviiv'12, etc. ' . 
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Glasgow, ^ ’3^^’ 

Glasgow, Bishop of, XXV, 3^, 3^/ 

Glass, Mrs., VII, 3G7, ^96,^- 

‘ Glee for King Charles, XXI, 24/ 

Glee-maiden. See Louise 
Gleiohen, Count, lay of, XIX, -09 
Glenallan, Countess, III, 238, 240, 298 
Glenalian, Earl, III, 253, etc. 
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Greyfriars Church, Edinburgh, 11, 255: 
XVIII, G2, 450 

Grey geese of Mttckiestane Moor, V, 7 
Greyhound, silver, XV, 73, 628 
Greysteil, XL 227, 447 
Grey Stone of MacGregor, IV, xil 
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Hammond, Robert, XXI^ 328, 485 
Hammorgaw^ IV,'I93 
Handfasting, X, 228, 379 
Hanging, . survival after, VII, 415, 658 
XXII 292 450 

Hangman^o? Edinburgh, VII, 139, 247, 522, 
See also Balgieish, I>a.o.insS«i*, .Steineraheii 
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Ihels' n Hr. Mb-b.-tl, XXC. 47, S, m 
Hieii-ou, Sir Heoti'rey, XV, ,>%, ete. 

Mujfij, tiie blacuS'Hrlli, V, 52, Cl 
Hutrli Ca,|w*t, XXXV, iKi 
Hui-tiicri, IHiicrur ?/ o}* Ftorerwe^ XVI, xsis, 
435 

Hugh of Ve.mianColK, XXIV, 74, liC . 
Hugouot, Hugo, XXV, 2('0 
Hume, of Engfmd, XV, C05 ' ■ 

Hume of CroiiAoroft, XXV, lol, 3CS- , 
Huingiulgeon, Corporal Grace-he~here, XXI, 
407,431 . 

Hu3idebert, Codrie’K major-domo, IX, 27 
Hunsaou, Lord, X, 123, 2C5, SIM); XII, 371, 
417 ■ ' 

Hunter, Dr., of York, X\HI, 32, 440 ■ 
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Imagination, vagarle.s of, III, 87 
^ I ’lii Madge ot the country ,J VII, 318 
Imiiiortals, gnani-i, XXIV, 55, 58, 335, 390 
luioinda, Xill, 41C, 47C 
Imperial military service, V, 163 
Imprisonment for debt in Scotland, III, 355, 
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Inch Caiileach, in Loch Lomond, IV, 216, 
408 ,. ■ ■ ■ 

Indaindra, or Iiidamora, XI 1 , 154, 467- , ; ■ 

Ind(5|XJti<le«to, V, 155 ; XXI, 13 
India, XX't', xvii, 47, 50. iSee also. 

Indian .s, tale of, XV, 154 

ItuUilgence, the, VI, 36 ^ ^ 

Ijulitlgences, to monks, X, 323, 3S2 

Inglewood, Ja&riee, Fvh 65, 70, 82, 372 , 

Inglis, Captain Peter, 11, 427 

Iiiglis, Corporal, Vi, lOf), 261, 398, 4*2nr. 

‘ In Judah’s iaudCiod is%veli knowiz,’ VI, 148 
Inn, inns, Germ^vn. XXIII, 232 ; Scottish, I, 
471 ; IV, 29; XVII, 7, 431 
Dmocent, a Scotch, I, 50 


‘ In tfir l.'Drmy cells of iinid Ml, 31*, :l 
intrudnotioo, Ltw.df hart's XX I ’7. tv'* 
Iiitroduotionh-, etc., Autlji.tr’, a I, s'i, X, 
pah, 451 ; 11, Vi IIL V ; I V, v, Vi, ; 

7, 1.3' b 35‘A 3(il ; ik : I II, \.* 

Viif, IX, wll; X, SX'-'vii; \| n; 
XiJ, VI, X il I, ; XI \ , \ }i ; .i, » , \ .n 
567 ; XVi, vii, xv ; X7 i l.vi t. n'-S , \ U I i, 
Vii: XIX, 315. 459: XX i\, .ST, X'd 
387, 411; XXL Vii. Tdi, 463; X.XLl, ix, 
x.K.ii XXin, vie; SXV, xa\, 157. 365, ‘v 
Introdiietiuis, etc., Jedediau €lei'hn*4ii" 
amL, V, Al; Vi, 411; VII, v j, 5H; 
XXIV, Is ; XXV, ix 
Inundation, great, XIX, 66, 4?.S 
invasion, alarm of, 111,394,419; V,97, 36G; 

VI, 429 ' ' 

Inverach, at Aterfoil, IV, 266, 276 
Inverary, V, 249 

InverasijaOooh, at Aberfoll, IV, 266*; V. 276 
Inverloehy Caistle, V, 3.16; liattie of, "*21 
Invcrmhyie,. Stewart of, . I, xivii ' ■ 

lavernenty, farm of, IV, x.li xliv 
Inversnaid, fort at, IV, sx»:v 
Invisiide world, Covenaiitcre’ tellel! i«« VIJ, 
112,151 

Iphycina, XII, 102, 46?. 

Ireb^'-, Sqn,ire, XX, 331 
Irene, Em.|:iress, XX.IV, 40, etc. 

Irish officers, in iVetendex®/'' anny, 1, FfO, 
484; Irish, in Scotland, V, ..169, 3ii2 
Irongray, place of lieJcii Waike-r’s hunuL 
Vllj.rv, 539 

Iron Mask, Man in the, XVllI, 236, 453 

Irving, and Scott, 1, x 

Irwin, Hannah, XVII, etc. 

Isaac, King of Cyprus, XX, .169, 422 ' 

Isruack, Arab mmsician, .XX, 212, >121 
Isaac of. York, IX, '.38, etc. ■ 

Xsingham, iV, .13, 413 ' 

Islands, in Scottish lakes, X.XII, 318 
Isle of Man. AVc M:jj 6 Ih,? of 
Ismail, ttjo Mo;dem, XXIV. 17 
laraci, Nathim bezn IX, 336*, 374 
.Maldiar,, .Beisia. XX. 2t.>, 424. 

IflthmUn gtirrn ■■ . N Xi5% 1* . 11 
Italian noveih-.t/X, s-vU. f.',* 

Itinerant trade-S'men, V.I., 9 ■ ■ 

^ It is the bonny butrlicr iad,' VII I II 
Ht’a a far cry to Loch Auo”’ iLociu -A/, IV, 
276; ¥,254 

‘ It w'aa a ship,’ XI.I1, 3S4 ■ . 

Ivaiihoe, IX, 43, etc* See aho Palmer 


Jabos, Jock, II, 4, 74, 210, &I9 
Jnek-mnn, X, 66, Ste also Christie of the 

'Ciinthili ' . 

Jack of Kaaresboroiigli, XVI II, I3S 
Jaefeon, Professor, XVli, 323, 442 
Jacobites, 1, xii, ssis, 470; 4,82.90.366; 
XVlll, viil 298,353, 396; ILd!3v *4 1715 
lY, xxviil, sAXi, 246, 352, ofifi, 367 
Jacqueliue. AVv Groye, Isaltsilc do 
Jama, Bosnia, XVJ, 151), 455 
Jamc.s, Ilufsnj of Chirnlry, XX, 41 1 
James, son of Robert III., XXll, , 374, 4dl,, 
429 

James I.j of BoglanJ, XIV, is., 25, etc. 
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James I., of Scotland, XIV, ^ ! 

James Bfohr. 

James of toe Xeed^, I, 265 
Jameson, George, XIX, 

Janueson, Knrse, XX^ 1,22^, 

JS; S«i«w. •— 

£T5l)ted,^xxn!447,. ^ 

Jardin Xnglois, XVI, xxviii, 455 

Ja?v1^? Bailie Nicd, IV, 203, etc. 

S:&?xvW, 

Tiarifi'orf or Jedwood, iustice or cast, *m 
; V, «7xill, 389 ; Jeddart staff, 
xiv, 401 

Jekyl, Captain, XTO, 202, etc. 


s bravo, XV, 381 

oemtms, > 

Jenkins, Henry, XIX, 473 
Jenny, Scots laundress, flV, 90 
Jeplison, the ^ 

»aflda.t. XV, 

Jesters, I, 469, «6, f 2 

Jeweller of Mill, X:^,3 cv^6_ ^ 

Jews, time of Eicliard I., 

Jezabel, Proudfute’s XXGl, 76, 79 

Jezdegerd, tlie Arab, XXIV, o9 

Jim, Lowestotte’s boy, XIV, 193 
Jinker, Lieut., I, 246 

JiuVin.. -S'®® l'm“l2G 440 
Joan, Princess, XVI, 84, wz, l^io, 

jSon, Joseph, IV, 66 etc. 

Jockies, or beg^r^ IH, ix 

Jock of Milcb, Xiy , 625 -vtv 

John, Mr. SommerviUe’s servant, XIX, 334 
Jolm, Prince, IX, 90, etc. > ^IX, 27o 
John o’ the Scales, IL , vvttt 1f^1 

John’s Coffee-house, Edinburgh, XVIII, 151, 

JoZtOBe family, XSI, «2 
John the Armstrang, ^3, 3J0 
Joint-stock compmims, XIX, x, xiv 
Joliffe, Joceline, XXI, 10,^etc. 

‘ Jolly Mariner of Canton, XIII, 143 
Jones, Lady Penelope’s maid, XVII, 

Jones, Mr,, at Theatrical I'und Dinner, XIX, 1 
4G7 ^ . 

Jones, Paul, 464 

Jonson, Ben, X, 3 < b, ^81 , XIA^ , 

Jopson, Cicely, I, w 

Jopson, Jacob, I, 068 

Jorvaulx Abbey, IX, 816, 459 
Jorworth, Welsh envoy, XIX, 11, 43, 59 
Joseph, deaf gardener, XVII. 407 
Jovius, Panlus, 

Judas MaccalMOUS, 

Judge, in Tm f wslll 

xxn, 372, 


Julio, Dr., xn, 458 ^ 

‘ Jumping JeimjV 

Juno, Hector’s dog, III, . 

Just Devil of Woodstock, XXL 466 
Justice, administration of, m Scotland, % III, 

16 

Kaimbs, Lord, 4^1 

Katterfelto, quack, Xyill, 20, 451 
Keddie’s ring, XXIL 49, 441 

Keep on this side, IlL 94, 424 
Keepsake Annual, XX, . 

Keiry Craigs, XI, 278, 3^, 438 
Keith, Mrs. Murray, XIX, 6 Zi, ftfo 
Keiths of Craig, XIX, 475 
Kelly, Lord, XVII, 33, 441 ^ _ 

Kelpie’s Voice, VII, 542; Kelpie’s Flow, 
VIII, 161, 312 
Kelso convoy, III, 272 
Keltic, Old, the landlord, XI, 362 

Kenilworth, the 

Kenilworth Castle, XII, 291, etc. . ^ 

Kennaquhair, monastic rums, X, vni, mo, 

Kenedy, Frank, excise officer, 11, 51, etc. 
Kenneth. ^SeeMacEagh 
Kenneth, Sir, XX, 1, etc. ^ vvttt 906 
Kennin^on Common, London, K\ III, 2U8, 
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Ken-no cheese, 11, 425 _ 

Kemeguy, Louis. See Charles II. 

Ker of Faldonside, XXII, xv ^ 
Kettledrummle, Cameroman mmister, vx, 

KSttebf^fish. See Fish, kettle of 
Key, Jean, IV, xlvii, xlix 

Kilderkin, Ked, innkeeper, XI\ , 3-1 
Killancureit, Laird of, I, 5.> 

Killbuck, deer-hound, V, 4,.*, 

Killian, Hagenbach’s squire, XXIIi, loo, 
165, 171,190 

Killnakelty Hu^, X J II, 10 
Kilpont, Lord, V, lo9, 361 
Kind gallows of I, 4<o 

Kinedder, Lord, XII, oZo , 

Kinfauns, barons of, XXII, 74, 442.; Castle, 
XXII So 

Kiug, Dr., Anecdotes, XVIII, x, xi, 435 
King’s Advoc^e, VII, 224, .41 

King’s Oak, Woodstock, XXI, lu, 6 i, 

kS’s Park, Edinburgh, I, 279 ; VII, 98, 
108, 113, 163 

Kinnord HOh Perth, xm, 3 
Kinprunes, “Mil. 2^, 1.-, 416 

Kinross, revels at, XI, 2 < 6, /o'* 

Kippen, hershlp of, IV, xvm 
Klppletrmg|i^II,9^ ^ 

Kirchhoff, XXIII, 218, ---7 
Kirk, Rev. Ro^rt, p , 469 , V, 3b9 
Kirk of Field, Edinburgh, XL JoL 06 i 
Kirkwall, XIIL 326, 331, 3(.6, 393 
Kirkwhistle, Episcopal immster of, \ , 94 
Kistvaen,' XIX,,263 

ircS;M”x^:i.p' 

1 ffitti8St™L5;7'/See Cantrips, Mrs. 
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Kittlecourt, Sir ThomaK, II, 31, 35 
£11110 2^1116 Steps, EcMubiii'gii Castle, XTIII, 
2, 435 

Klepper, HayraddlB*s po»Y, X¥I, 201, 400 
K».'«*Li!V.oiY»«gb, BHiit! Jack of, XTIII, 4S8 
Knave, milleir’’E, X, lOS, Si7 
Knight, knighthood, meaiiiBg of, T, 326, 
33! ; peimon of, XIX, 240, Hi 
Knighton, Biiekingiiam’s groom, XIV, 74 
Knightsbridgo affair, IT, 373, 414 
Knipperdolihgs, XT, 511, 623 
Knockduiider, Captain of, VII, 451, etc. 
Kuocktarlitie, rnanst* of, VII, 457 
Knock^vhmocli Bag, III, 60, 113, 373 ' 
Koenigrifeldt, XXfil, 160. 475 ' 

Kraken, .sca-monster. XIII, 15 
Kratnes, Edinburgh, TIi, 51 
Kurschenschaf t, XVI, 245, 456 
Kyle, .David, .innkeeper, X., xl 


Dababum, .XXIV, 118, 399 
Baheriua, XIV, xxiv, 408 
Lachr}unatory,'III, 274 
Lacy, Damian, de, XIX, 79, etc. 

Lacy, Hugo de, XIX, 4, 77, etc. 

Lacy, Eandai cle, XI,X., 86, etc. 

Lacy, The Old Troops XXI, 244, 479 
* Ladies and knights,” IT, 149 
Lady in the Smque^ tale of, XX, 387, 389 
Lady’s-maids, and lying, TI, 268 
La Eerette. See Eerette, La 
Laigh Kirk of (4iasgow, IT, 183, 407 
Laing, Malcolm, XI.!!, xii 
Laird of the Solway Lakes. See Ked- 
gauntlet, Hugh 
Laird’s .Jock, XX, 407, 409 
La. Jennesse, Marquis de Hautlien’s fac- 
totum, XTI, sxlx 
Lake, Lady, XIV, 401 
Lake islands, Scottish, XXII, 31S 
Lalain, Jacques dc, XXIV, 392 
Lambmas lads, XIXI, 341, 405 
Lambourne, Michael, X.II, 2, etc. 

Lambskin, Mrs. .Alice, XIX, 384 . 
Lamentation, excessive, XVIII, 118,439 
La Mer des ITlsfoires^ XI, 372, 448 
Lammergeier, XXIII, 22 
Landais, 'Peter, XXIII, C2, 475 
Landlord, of the Wallace Inn, V, xiii 
Landward town, VI, 69, 416 
Lancham, Robert, XII, 194, 333, 458, 460 
Langcale, Laird of, VI, 215, 228 
Langlauds, William, the apparitor, XI, 431 
Langley, Sir Frederick, V, 35, etc. 

....Lang sheep, V, 3 

Langside, battle of, XI , 407, 440 j XIX, 
S42, 4S8 

Lauteri!,, Mac-Farlauc’s, I, 240, 478 
Laiwkiiecht, XVI, 101, 271, 456; XX, 06, 
421 

Laodicea, Retreat o.f, XXIV, 46, 62 
Lapclle, white, XIII, 369, 471 
Lascaris, sea-captain, XXIV, 338 
Latham .House, XT,' 47, 626 
.Latimer, Bishop, XI, '433. . ■ .■ 

Latimer, Darsie, XTin, 1, etc. ,. 

Latin pronunciation, XIV, 108 ; quotations, 
XXIV, 391 


Lauderdale,. of, XIX, 48B 

Lauderdale, Dukc"0.f,. VI, 321 ■ 

Lanpen, XXni. 2, 475 
' Lanrana. Sf-e Va?iidemo«t. FcrraiftJ d« 

Law, Till, slh 

Law-courts, Elinburgi!. VII, 21?' 

Lawford, towm-clcrk, XXV, 14, 19 
Latvsem, Miss Heler!,’ VII, x\ 

Law’s. s<jhemo, VIII. 192, 32 1 
Law*“ts.ng, Shetland, XII!, *Jf2, 400 
Law" vers, Scott i.Th, II, 2-12, 215, 'llJC*, 431 s 
ViL.122, 126 ■ 

ImjofL-ici Jildftirl, fL \m 

‘Lay of poor LcuIyc,’ XXII, lOF, ! IS 

L<’agne ond Covenaiit, T, 151 \ I, 40, ;;;; 

. Vri, 201 . 

Leaguer his.%.s, V, .24:2 . 

Lean, Donald, or Diisicau,. IT, ,si.i 
Ltjasowes, Bhenstone’s cfatntf, XVIII, €8, 
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Lediart waterfall, IT, 333 
Lednoch, Perthshire, XXIJ, Ills, 4(K) 

Lee, Albert, XXI, *228, etc. 

Lee, Alice, X.XI, 2, etc. 

Lee, Sir Henry, XXI, 2, et& 

Lee, Victor, XXI, 38, 183 
Lee Fenny, XX. ili, 415 
Legend of 3f&nirose* the novel, V, 139 j 
XIX, .323 

Legiimgirth, XIV, .393, 4.61 
Leicester, Bari of, XI.I, tS, etc. 

Leicester beans, Vll, 298, 567 
Leicester'^ s Commmiwerdth^ XII, lx, 459 
Leichtach, or body guard, XXII, 327' ' 
Leith, fairy boy of, VII, 553; hlegc of, 
XIV, 145, 455, 468 ; affair at pier, XX, 
318,418 

Lemon, Robert, IV, 403 
Lennox, ¥11, 456, 567 . 

Le Notre, Andre, gurdener XV, 626 
Lenthal, death of, 'XXI, 475 
Leny, pasS' O'f, V, 157 

Leopard, Knight of the. See KeTmeth, 

. Sir ■ " 

Leopold, Duke of AiiBtria., X.X., 66, etc,;. 
. ■mM424' : 

Lesley, MHiityre’ii second, HI, ITT 
Leslies, XI, 156 ; XVI, 45, 451 

Lesly, Ludovic. . See . Balatr^'., Lc . . ^ . 

‘Let G-od arise,” XV, 31 
:Letters etc., CaiJ/Jn Clnttfrhnek’i', X, 
V, etc.; XIV,, xlil; Dr DryasaustV’. 
IX, y; XV, Tii; XTIli, 432; fraukim; 
of, XVHI, 7, 436 

Letters from the J/ighh^ndSf I, Jixxi, 492 
Levitt, Frank, higiiwajmati, VIX, 297, 366, 

'. 496'. 

. Lewis, island of,. ¥, 226. 367 . ^ ' 

Lewi-s, Jenkin, lUemoirs of l^rfnrc William 
ffenry, VI, 417 _ ^ 

; Lewkenor’s Lane, London, XT, 626 
[.Leyden, Dr., ¥,'.363 
Leyden, Jack of, XXI, 51, 486 
Leyth, Petit, XIV, 145, 455, 4C8 
Liherton, VH, 273 
Liberty Boys. HI, S39, 424 
Libraries, old, ITT, 149 
Lidcote, curate of, XII, 132 
mcote Hall, Xn, 129 
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LMdesclalo, Charlie of, 11,425 ; XX, 338, 423 

Liddesdaie roads, II, 429 
‘ Lie,’ explained, I, 53, 492 
Liege, Bishop of, XVI, 208, 252 
Liege, people, etc., XVI, ISO, 215, 210, 414, 
450; XXIII, 154,475 
Liesse, Abbe de, XXII, 444, 460 
Life Guards, Claverhoiise’s, V I, 29, etc. 
Lightbody, Luckie, VIII, 120, 127, 240 
Ligonier, Count, I, 225, 492 
Lilias, the waiting-maid, XI, 11, etc. 
Lillburn, or Lilburne, John, XXI, 479, 486 
* Lillibulero,’' song, I, 270 
Lilly, "William, II, 21,436: Life and Tiines^ 
XIV, 448 

Lily of St. Leonard’s. Bee Deans, Effie 
Lincluden Abbey, VII, xi 
Lincoln, Devil looking over, XII, 4('»0 
Lindabrides, XXI, 339, 4S6 
Lindamira, XIII, 3S2, 471 
Lindesay, Lord, XI, 206, 224, 240, 437 
Lindesay, Scottish Archer, XVI, 70, 77 
Lindor, 1, 132, 492 
Lindsay, Lady Ann, XIII, 463 
Lindsay, Sir David, XVni, lOG, 449 
Lindsay of Pitscotfcie, I, 148 
Lingtow men, n, 432 ; XXV, 387 
Linkboys of London, XIV, SI 
Linklater, Laurie, XIV, 32, 322, 378 
Linklater Linn, VI, 387, 390 
Linlithgow, Earl of, VI, 422 
Lintel, blow on the, V, 64, 3G5 
Lions of Solomon, XXIV, 91, 179 
Lispund, XIII, 8, 471 

‘Listneth, gode people, everiche one,’ XI, 
286 

Lists, at Ashby, IX, G2; at Teniplestow’e, 
IX, 429, 433 

Littlejohn, Bailie, tho justice, III, 338 
Little Veolan, I, 406 
Liverpool, time of tale, XV, 225 
Lizzie, dumb, XY, xxiii 
Lochabei’-axe, I, 474 ; YII, 26 
Loch Ard, IV, 290 
Loohe.s, Castle of, XVI, 172 
Loch Fine, T, 247 

Lochiel, Cameron of, VIIT, 194, 32G 
Lochleven, Lady of, XI, 214, etc, 

LocHoven Castle, XI, 210, 251, 380 
Loch Lomond, IV, 357 
‘Lochow, or Loch Awe, It ’s a far cry to,’ 
IV, 27G ; V, 254 
Loehside, giideman of, II, xiv 
LochsUie tower, X, 379 
Loch Sloy, MacE’arlanes’ slogan, VI, 424 
Loch Tay, V, 308 
Lockhard, VIII, 80, 101, 110 
Lockhart, J. G., XXIV, xxv 
Lockhart, Sir George, VIII, 38, 315 
Lockhart, Sir Simon, of Lee, XX, xi 
Locking the door during dinner, "VI, 67, 410 
Lockman, VII, 139, 247, 552; XXII, 261, 
447. Bee also Daigleish aTid Doomster 
Locksley, IX, Go, etc. 

Logan, poet, XX, 354 

Logie, Catharine, i. e, Margaret, XXII, 
104, 262 

Logothete, XXIV. 91 
‘ Lo i here be oakis grete,’ III, 84 


Lokman, XX, 245, 424 
Lombards, XIX, 21, 4S9 ;..XX, 67, 424 ' 

Loncarty. Bee Luncarty 
London, VII, 284; XIV, 2, etc. ; XT, 528, 
GU 

Longsword, William, XX, 256 
Longueviile, Thomas de, XXII, 72 
‘Look not thou on beauty’s charming,’ 
VIII, 26 

‘ Look on my girdle,’ X, 158 

Lord , Jacobite, XVIII, 39G 

Lord High Commissioner of Scottish Kirk, 
VII, 512 

Lord Keeper. Bee Ashton, Sir William 
Lords of seat a,nd of session, VII, 40 
Lords of the Articles, XXII, TO, 460 
Loretto, shrine of, XI, 280, 448; XVI, 12, 
456; XXIII, 246, 475; XXIV, 209, 395 
Lorimer, Sir Duncan Campbell’s servaiit, 
V, 245 

Lorn, plundering of, lY, xxiii, 414 
Lorraine, state of, XXIII, 320, etc. 

Loudon Hill, VI, 117, 136; XXV, 358. Bee 
Drumclog 

Louis XI., XVI, vii, 2, etc.; XXIII, 42, etc. 
Louise, the glee-maiden, XXII, 107, etc. 
Louponheight, Laird of, XXV, 37 
Loup-the-Dyke, Dame. See Lightbody, 
Luckie 

Love, Family of, XXT, 51, 354, 4SG 
Love, Parliament of, XXIII, 3(tC, 470 
Level, in, 1, etc. 

Lovel, our dog, III, 13, 424 
Love’s Ladder, Woodstock Lodge, XXI, 34 
‘Love wakes and weeps,’ XIII, '249 
Lowe, John, VII, 559, 567 
Lowestoffe, Eeginald, XIV, 189, etc. 
Lowlanders, V, 286 
Loyalty’s Reward, V, 329 
Lucerne, XXIII, 3, 5 

Luckenbooths, Edinburgh, I, 203, 492 ; VII, 
51 55 

Luck-in-a-Bag, V, 90, 365 
Luggie, the warlock, XIII, 315, 464 
Lullius, Raymond, XI, SS, 449 
Lum-cleeks, II, 428 
Lumley, Captain, VI, 279 
Lumsdell, V, 169,374 

Luncarty, battle of, X, 365, 390; XI, 26, 
447; XXII, ' 62, 460 
Luiidin, Dr. Luke, XI, 276, 350 
Lundin, Sir Louis, XXII, 235, 240 
Lunsford’s light horse, XXI, 61, 185, 243 
Lusignan, XIX, 379, 489 
Luss, Laird of, IV, x 

Lutin, Dalganio’s page, XIV, 133, 424, 430 
Lyke-wake, III, 366 
Lyle, Annot, V, 184, etc. 

Lyly, John, X, 120, 378 
Lynedoch, Perthshire, XXII, 16S, 460 
Lysimachus, XXIV, 15, 268, 337 
Lyttleton, Eistory of Eiujland, XIX, xxvi 


MacAdam, roadmaker, XXV, 1G3, 374 
M‘Alpm, Janet, V, 146 
M‘Alpin, Sergeant, V, 146, 148 
MacAlpine, Jeanie, of Aberfoil inn, IV, 2G3, 
269/ 
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MacA»alelRtcr, Hob Eoj^is lieutettant, IT, 

■' XX'Vi'" 

M^Aiilay, Allan, Y, 175, ote, 

Si‘Auitiy, Angits, oi* Baraliiu'aracli, Y, 170, 
<'tc. 

Mac briar, EphrjuMj, proaolHir, VI, 17-1, etc. 
.Macojibieii.i, 207, 4S8 

MaeCuEuju, Bongal, tlio batier, XVIII, 103, 

Mac-Candlisb, Mr?!., II, GS, 200 
Mac-Casfmil, .aii expectant- of Singleside’s, 
■,11,263 ’ 

MaccomMch, Evan Diiu, I, 03, etc. 
M‘Coml)ich, liebia Oig, XX, 321, etc. 
MacGoul, Jem, XIY, xix 
M.acCulloch, Cntiar, XY, 2.5.3, €03 
McDonald, Andrew, V, 33tl, 370 
M'Dcmaid of Glenc-arry, V, 108 
M.acDouaid of Keypoeli, V, 1.82 
Macdonald of tijo'l.-des, XiX, 472 
McDonnell. Sra Colkitto 
Macdougal of Lorn, XIX, 401, 481 
MacEagh, Kemmtli, V, 261, 304, 3^i4, 355 
M.aeEagli, Ranald, V, 257, etc. 

Macers, before Supreme Ciourt, II, 422 
MacEvoy, Janet, XIX, 323, 367, 370: XX, 
317. " 

MacFarlane, Mrs., XV, 585 
Mac-Farlane Clan, I, 478;' lY, xii; Y, 300; 

V.r, 4,24''; X, 112, 377 
M,‘Fittoch, daiic.mg*.tnaster, XX Y, 34, 3S 
MacGriliie Chattanach. See Chattaxuieli, 
MacGillie 

MacGregor. See Rob Roy 
MacGregor, Ciar Mo3n% lY, xi, xviii; Y, 141 
Macgregor, Dr., XYIl,‘70, 432 
MacGregor, Harni.di, IV, 303, 311, 339. See 
alRO MacGregor, Jame?! Mohr 
MacGregor, Helen, lY, 291, 290, 308, ,354 
M.iicGregor, James Mohr, IV, xliv, etc. 
MacGregor, Robert, IV, 303. See also 
Robin Oig 

MacGregor Clan, TY, viii, etc, ; V, MO 
MacGregor of Glencamock, IV, xlv 
MacGregor of Glengyle. See Gidnne Dim 
MacGregor of Gleuhtrae, IV, x, xlv; XIX, 
301, 470 

Mac-Gidfog, Mra., IT, 311 
Mac-Gulf og, the thief-taker, 11, 214, 215, 
311, 417 

Alachinery and Providence, T'l, 50, 41G 
Maclau, Eachin. Sec CoiKachar 
Maclaii, Gilchrist, XXH, 304, 319 
BPIIduy, Cameruii, \ , 314 
M‘Intoshe.5, iiiatto of, XVI f, 255 
M'lntyre, OklbuckV. i)vorher-]a4aw, III, 11 
M'lntyre', Hector. IXi, Ml, etc. 

McIntyre, Mary, III, 10, 46, 145, 171 
Mac-Ivor, Fergus, I, 00, etc. 

Mac-Ivoi’, Flora, I, 02, etc* 

Mrickay, Mr., at Theatrical Fund Dinner, 

XIX, 462, 464 

Mackay, or Bonn, Robert, Highland poet, 

XX, 41S 

MacKay’s country, XXII, 311, 451 
MacEeilar, Jacobite, XYIII, 307 
Mackenzie, Sir George, or Biuidy Advocate 
Mackenyio, YII, 127, 564; IVIII, 112, 
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Mackerrls. See Ferguson* Colrmol Jamcji 
M;ie-Kialay, John, II, v 
Mackitchmson, the Qimeissff^rfv iKukcewT* 
m,o,M ■ 

' MacLaxen Clan, lY, kJU 278, 4iVA 
MaeLe.aii, Sir Hector, XXI i, ri;dv 
■Macleaiyi Luckio,- 1... 0i ■ 

MacLeish, DonaM, XIX. .".0-.:, 307, '|03 
MacMian of Bombie, XV ill, 111. 15 j 
Mackmclmr, Mrs-, 111, 3 ■ 

MacLewis, captam of the Bramlinea, XXIL 
. lie, 277, 427 ' ' 

Maclure, Bessie, YI, ST, «te. 

Mac-Morlan, sheriif-snb»tilLf!t«‘, 11, 7S, ck*. 
Mac-Murrougfe,'tlie bard, .1, 127 
MaePhadraick, Milos, X.i.X, 413, 4.1,0 
Maepherson, Alexander, IV., xxsii 
Maepherson, Ossimi^ HI, 2TS 
Maephersojih^ Rant, V, 36.1 
MacRaes, or MaePaws, XIII, 205, -161;' XX, 
318, 418 

Macraw, Francie, HI, 25C», 267 
MacEaw.s, or MacRacs,. X.III, 2.95, XX,. 
318,418 

Macready, Pate, the pedlar, IV, 133, 14,1 ■ 
M'acEiiumon’s Lament, I'V,, 41,0 
MacTavish, Elspat, the l|,;Ie.hli:tiK;i Y'idbw, 

XIX,. 403, etc. 

■MacTavish, .Hamish Bean, X."IX, Ci'tc..' ■, 

MacTavish Mohr, .Hsinish, XIX, 

MacTurk, Captain, XYII, '34, etc. '' 
Mao-Yicar, prayer lor Friuce Ciiiitlff-'. I, 31.3 
MaeVittie, the Glasgow mcrfliant, IV, !<di 
203,223 ' ‘ 

Mac-Wheeble, I, 34, etc. 

'Maddow, right, Xli, 103,. 46S,'' 

Made.lon,.of ChSte'a'ii Haiitliea, XYI, X'Sii.i: ' 
Madge Wildfire, YXI. IGfi etc. 

Madras, XXY, ’ 90, 113 ' . 

■Maggie, the paralytic, VIII, 221, 29'A SfW ' ' 
Magic, practised in St. Ratls’s, III, Itfl 
■..Magician, in Persifm' TaieSj X, ,x,3£s;,Hi., .31Ct'' ' 
Magistrates, of E'diiibut'gh, Vil, 27, 58 
■Magnus, Oians, XY, 580 
X.Iag.o-Pico, ,XWI,' 172, 4-.33. 
Maher-shalal-hai'sh-'baz, XX,J!, 1 1, 4ST . ■ ■ 

Mahmoud,. Suitan, XVII, I, 444 :■ 

Mahotiy, Bugald, I, 97, 305, 3'j6 
■Mahownd, ..IX,.l9, 467' 

.Maiden of Morton, XI, 1.72, 437 ' 

‘Maiden, whose sorrows,’ X, 2d7 
Mail-coaches, Til, 1 
Mailsetter, Davie. lil, 130, 132 ■ 

MaiJsetter, Mrs., HI, 125 
Mainland of fetland, X.II1., 1 .... 

Make of Bijou, XXIII, 342, 

Maithmd, William, cited, XLX, 33 i 
.Major Weir, jaekanaiJie, XVlil, 161, 116 
.Maker, or poet, XX'V, 10(4, H74 . ; 
"Malagrowther, .Sir Mang’O,. Xi V,;t:!7, etc*. , ;■.' 
Malkin, jennet, IX, 392 .■ . ; ._ 

MuUeus Mftlifimrmi,, XIV, SS3,' 4'60' . . 
Malt, groaning, II, 425 ’■ 

Malvoirin, Albert de, IX, 348, cftc. 

Malvoisin, Philip'de. IX, 62, 82 
Man, Isle of, XY,'40, etc. ... 

.Manchester railroad, XXIY, x, 395 
■ Maadeviile, Sir' John, XIX, svf:i...'4S0 ■ . _ ... 
Mandrin, French smuggler,. XIX, 4T4,'4S9. '■.. 
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Maniohseans, XXIV,6,3fc 

Ma.n in the Iron Mask, 

Manna of St. ISicliolas, XII, 140, 4bS 
Mannering, Guy, 

Mannenng, 11, lOd, etc. 

Hansel, Lady, XIV, 363 

Mansel, Sir Edward, XIV, 3b3 

Mantelets, IX, 251, 457 

Manton, Joe, gunsmith, 424 

‘ Many a fathom dark and deep, a, Vif 

Mar, Earl of, 366 

March, Earl of, XXII, 93, etc. 

March-dike boundary, VI, , v 

‘ March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale, A, 
232 

Marchmont, Matilda, II, 106 
Marchthorn, XVI^141 
Marcian, esquire, XXIV, Iby 
Marok, William de la, XVI, 246, etc. 

Mare.schal of Mareschal Wells, V, 82, etc. 
Margaret, Aimt, XX, 353, etc. 

Margaret, Princess of Scotland, XVI, 441 
Margaret, Sister, ip, 50, 426 „„„ 

Margaret, widow of Henry VI., XXIH, 302, 

Margery, Mrs., XIX, 80, 87 
Marfes, four, XI, 206 448 
Marischal College, Aberdeen, V, lol» 1§5 „ 
‘Mark me, for the word I speak, Xili, 
302 

Mark of Belgrave, VII, 295, 569 
Marksmen of Milnwood^VI, 233, 253 
M.armoutier, Abbey XVI, 57, 4o6 
Marot, Clement, XI, 380, 448 

Marquis of A , VIII, 80, etc. 

Marr and Williamson, I, xxxi, 492 

novel, XVILvn, 441 

Marriage, marriages. Alii, xoi , A. ah, o, 

Marshal, Flora and Will, gipsies, H, xxi 
Marshalsea, London, XIV, 2bo, 4o7 
Marsport v. Lackland, VI^ 124 
Martha, abbess of Elcho, XXII, 

Martha, Clara Mowbray’s maid, XVil, lio, 
401 ’ 

Martha, housekeeper at Osbaldistone Hall, 
IV, 139 

Marthon, the Bohemian, XVI, 232 
Martigny. See Tyrrel, Frank 

Martigny, Mane de, XVII, 26b 

Martin, the shepherd, X, 15, 17, 117, loO 
Miu-tin, Dame, of Brokenburn, XVIII, lii, 
129 

Martindale Castle, XV, ^ etc. _ 

Martin Waldeck, Miss Wardour’s tale, III, 
156... 

* Mary,’ song, XIII, 132 

Mary Queen of Scots, XI, 152, etc. 

Mask, use of, by ladies, XVni, 236, 3o0 
Maskers, at Burgh-Westra, XIII, IbO 
Mason, Captain, rescue of, XV, 615 
Mass, V, 165; XI, 117, 430 
Massainore, or raassymore, Hi, 3UJ , 4«‘± , 
XI, 353, 448; XXII, 201, 4M 
Master of Morphie, III, 1^, ^4 
Masters, the physician, XII, 169, 401 

Matamoros, XI^ 188, 468 ___ 

Matheson, Dr. Alexander, XVIH, 6 
Matthew of Doncaster, XXIH, 46 


Mattie, Bailie Xicol Jarvie’s maid, IV, 219, 
ogQ 364 

Mauley, Sir Edward, V, 127. See Eisliie 
Maulstatute, the magistrate, XV, o84 
Maurice, Grave, XII, 4, 467 , _ 

Mauthe Doog, legend of, XV, 216, oJ3 
Maxwell, the usher, XIV, fu, 103, lOo 
Maxwell of Summertrees, X v ill, 24b., etc. 
Mayflower, Phoebe, XXI, 40, etc._ _ 

Mayor of Dijon. See Maire of pyon 
Mayor of Woodstock, XXI, C, 108, 11^ 

Maypole, festival of, Xg, 30 
Meadowbank, Lord, XIX, ol8, 463 
Meal-tub Plot, XV, 627_ .,, 752 .^ 1119^.0 

* Measurers of good and evil,’ AAiii, 20 U 
Meat-mistress, Xlll, 141, ^1 

Meat sold by measure, XIX, 06 ,^ 

Medicine, medieval, IX, 26b, 363, Ji l 
Meg Merrilies, II, 14, etc. 

Meiklehose, Elder, VII, 462, 4(>> _ 

Meiklewham, the lawyer, XVII, 33, etc. 

3femoi7's of Prince Wtlhain 
Mendham, Richard, smuggler, XVin, 444 
Mengs, John, XXIII, 235, 239, 

‘ Menseful maiden, ne'er should rise, Alii, 
265 

Menteith, Earl, V, 158, etc. 

XIX 469 

Mephistophiles, or Mephistopheles, XVI, vu 
Mercenary soldiers, V, 101, m; XVI, 2, 
191,271,443. /See Lanzknecht 
Mercer, Major, XXV, 108 
Mercuriiis Auhcus, XV, 568, u2f 
3fer des Mistoires, 37^2, 

Meredith, Jacobite, X\ IH,^ 3 j8^^ 

Meredith, Mr., the wit, H, 00 
Meredith, W^lsh knight, XX\' , 3oS 
Mermaiden’s Fountain, Vin, 42, 182,^17 

Mermaid tavern, London, XI V, i-.>3, 4b9 
Merrilees, Leith tanner, XVIH, 442 
‘ Merrily swum we,’ X, 40 
Mertoun, Basil, XIII, 3, etc. 

Mertoun, Mordaiint, XIII, 1..., otc. 

Mervyn, letter from, II, 101 ^ 

Mervyn’s Bow'er, Kenilworth, XII, oLO 
MesseV, king’s, XXV, 12, 

Mexican monarch, \ H, 341 , ob 1 ^ 
Mhic-AHastar-More, XI\ , o A 4o8 

Mickle, or MeikA Xn^ x, 4o5 

Middleburgh, Bailie, TO’,} 

Middlemas, Richard, XXV, 7 , _etc. ■ 
Mddlemas, village, 

Middleton, 3Iad orM, VHI, 31b 

Middleton’s rising, Xp, 40/ _ ■ 

3fidsum7ner NighPs Dream, X v II, -lb 
Milch, Jock of, XIV, 62 
Military music, at nigld-, A I, 43, 4ib 

Millar, or MiUer, Philip, gardener, XV Hi, 

Miu’l^es, X, 105, 108, 377. also MuV, 

Mmi y fl,fe quarter-staff with Gurtb, IX, 107 
Sler, Hob, X, 104, 108, 136, 37 < 
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Millie, Besaie, XITI, 454 

Mills, 0 / the Crumde^^ XX, s, 417 

Milnwood House, VI, 39, ete. 

Miltoa, V, 3US; XXi, 305* 307 
Mliiideij, XVIII, 3G5, 452 ' 

Miners of tlie Peak, XV, 296 
Minstrel, See Bertram 
Minstrels, female, XXII, 113 ' 

Minstrelsy, IX, 15S, 453 ; XXV, 189 
Mirplip, tlie water-drinker, XX, 2S2, 425; 
XXI V, 2 

Mirkwood Mere, I, 28 

J/'/rror, journal, XIX, 373, ISO 

Mirror of Knight hooih XI, 211, 448 

Misericord, X, 177, 370 

Misogynism, HI, 13, 47 

Mist, Children of. See Clnldren of the Mist 

Misticot, III, 122, 198, 228 

Mitre, Inscription at I^lookbarnR, HI, 19 

Mob of Edinburgh, Vil, 33, 52 

Mohammedans, 'XX, 15, 231,297 

Mohr ar Chat, XXII, 31 «, 450 

Mohun, MiohaeL XV, '412, 627 

Moidarfc, XVIII, 365, 452 

Mollere’s recipe, XIX, 376, 4S9 

the novel, X, sxxvii; XIV, svi 
.Monastery of St. .Mary’s. See Kennaqnhair 
Monboddo, Lord, II, 431 
Mon^ada, Mathias de, XXV, 12, 16, 25 
Mon<jada, Zilia de, XXV, 5, etc. 

* Mon coeur volage,’ I, 61 
Moncrieff, Hill of, Perth, XXII, 3 
Moncrieff of Tippermalluclz, I>r, John, XVII, 

Moniplies, Richie, XIV, 10, etc. 

Monitoiro, 11, 275, 43G 
Monkbarns, description of, HI, 17, 44, 83 
Monks, III, 150 ; X, 323. 3S2 
Monmoutii, Duke of, VI, 2-15, 281, 2S2 
Monna Paula, Hermione’s maid, XIV, 212, 
218, 236,240 

Monro, Colonel, of the Scots Regiment, V, 

'•143 ■■ 

Mons Meg, cannon, IV, 408 
Montargis, dog of, XX, 255, 423 
Montenay, Sir Philip d.e, XXV, 230, 299 
Montereaii, bridge of, XXIII, 360, 476 
Mont-Eitchet, Cbnrade, IX, 340, M3, 334 
Monthemer, wiiy, XIX, 258 
MontPh^ry, or Mont L’H6ry, battle of, XVI, 
289, 444 ;■ XXm, 325, 4,76 
Montreville, Adela, XXV, 106, etc. 
Montro.se, Duke of, IV, xx, 303, etc. 
Montrose, Marqui.s of, V, 170, etc. ; Till, 
43,323; Xin, 156, 45a; XX, 260, 417" 
Mont St. Micluiftl, XVIII, 360, 452 
Mont St. Victoire. See St, Vicfcoire, Mont 
'Montserrat, Conrade of, .XX, xiii, 67, etc, ; 
mid 425 

Moors, invited into Spain, XXII, 372, 462 ■ 
Moor.s, Scottish, VI, 144, 146 
Moral Teacher (Crabbe), X, 262, 391 
Morat, or Murten, battle of, IX, 28, 452 ; 
XXIII, 427 

Moravian mission, XVII, 426, 442.: 
Morgenstern, V, 177, 367 
Moringer, the SToble, XIX, xxi , 

Morolt, Dennis, XIX, 18, 22, 33.''. 

Morphie, Master of, III, 138, 424 ■' ,, , 


Morrice-^IaUiCers, XXII, 200, £36, lU, -I if] 
Morris, IV, ■ 24, etc. 

Morrison, Fyues, XVI, 4-13 

Morrison, Hugh, XX, 327, 3-|0 

Morrison, Mr,, Perth antiquary, XXtl, 43/'^, 

; ■ etc.. 

Mortality, Old. See Old Mortality 
‘Mortal warp and mortal wxif,’ X, 101 
Mortemar, Alborick «4. See Tiicodru'iii'k 
Morton, Earl of, X, i>t6, 3i2, 352, 36*, XI, 

' 17S, 205 

Morton, Henry, VI, 21, etc. 

Morton, Rev. Mr., I, 211, 217 
Morto-n of Miinv,'ood, VI, 50,' etc. 

Mortsheugh, sexton, Vill, 223, 22.“, ilfcl 
‘Mother darksome, mother dread,’ XfH, 
222, 224, 225, 227 

‘Mother, speak, and do nt»t tarry,’ XHI, 228 
Mottoes, at head of chapters, IV, 22 '; X.iX, 
32-1 

Moultrassie HiHl, XV, 3, 296 ■ 

Mountain, Old Maa O'l the, XX, 4.25 
Mountai.Reers, heresy of, X.I.X., 4fJ,. 4ft9 " - 
Mount Sharon, XVIIL 61, fi? 

Mousa Castle, XIII, 463 
Mowbray, Clara, XVII, 24, etc. 

Mowbray, Mr, Scrogie, XVII, ,195, 390'. 
Mowbray, Squire, XVII, 3.0, etc. d, , 

Mowbray family, XVII, 5 
‘ Much have I fear’d,’ VII, 1,0 
MucklebacMt, Maggie, 11.1, 99, 242, a56 . : 
Mucklehackit, Saunders., Ill, 67, 2S8, 29.1, 
SOT ' ■ . 

Mucklebackit, Steenie, III, iTi, ete. 
Mnekiestane Moor, V, 7 
Mucklewrath, the amith, 1, 196 ; Ms spottse,' 
■I, 197- ■■■' 

Mucldew.rath, Habakkuk,. VI, iW, 2.S9, mi, 

' ''309 

Mue'zzin, XX,.425 ■ 

Muffled man, XX, 366, 4®' , 

Muggletonian, XXI, 18, 4S7 , 

Mttlton, Sir Thoma,s, XX, 416, , 

Multures, .XIII, 116, 471 ' 

Mum., a kind of driiik. III, 91 , 

Mumblazen, Master, XII, 131, 139', ,, 
MuHipsimus and smnpfaim'is, X, if, .391; , '. 
XX, 358, 425 

Mumps’s 'Ha’, II, 140, 425 , ' • ' _ , ,, , , 
Mungo in The I*adiffekf I, x.v, 49,2 ; :XI, 

■448 

M'u,ratori, XXIV, .390 , 

Murdockson, 'M,eg, VII, 1S9, etc. , _ , ' 
Murray, Lord James, .X, 337, 34.2, 351, 

■ ' XI, 175,' 178, 203, 205 ; XIV, 128 
Murray, ,"Mi.ss Xickie,',.XTOI, ,1S?2, ,4,52. 
Murra 3 ', Mr. William, : at .Theatrical ' 

' Dinner, XIX, dtS 

Murrays, .feud With the 'D,niinmoB'ds,.,V, ,, 

Muschat’s Cmrn, VII, 113. 153, 552 
Musgrave, Sir' M,,iles, ¥,,'177,' 223 
Musk, regimental, VI, 43, 416 
MusselCrag, III, 26, 99, m " 

■ Mutton, '.Frtmclv coin, .XXIi, ... 

■3fy A-vMt M&rgarefs Mirror, X,X,..3i3,i, 1S3, 

■361 

‘Mydog."andI,’ XXII.. 186 ' • , 

*'My‘ eyes -are dim,’ III, ' ■ 

*My foot is on. my native heath,’ IV, 33*1 . , 


, jly heart ’s in the XTOI, 234 

TTvrebeau, Sire de, XXIII, o40 

SifbS Balderstone’s helper, VIII, 68, 

nifSie^^Lady Margaret BeUenden’s attend- 
jyiyoi^ ) „ 

?>Iy sons weavers ! ’ IV, 341 
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ly-T See Touchwood, Peregrine 
StSy 20X11,443,460,476 

145, 309 

Nppro slaves, IX, o, 4o0, 4:ol 

NpUv Dame. See Christie, Dame Xelly 

IShibow S, llintargh, vn. 54 ; XIX, 

■wJvme! Sir Henry, chamberlain to Eichard 
^ T XX, 159, etc. 

IsSte'iS'y.sr 

IsCKSS’” 

■Nicaiior. H^ee Protospathai^ 
licephorus Briennius, XXIV, xx^i, 40, etc. 
Nichols, Progresses of James J., XIX, 479 
Nichsticks, baker’s, III, 416 ^ ■ 

N cneven. Mother. See Graeme, Magdalen 
SrinW, litigant, XVIII, 440 
Shis, Fathel, X, 150, 379 ; XI, 114 
Niddrie Castle, Queen Mary at, XI, 394 
Nidcring, or niddering, IX, 45o 
Sh LordGlenvarloch, XIV, 24, etc. 

S, third, XIV, 10 472 
NihilXameless, V, 97 
Nixou, Cristal, Xyill, 33, etc. 

‘ No, no, no,’ V , da , ^ a 

Nohility, Northern, and the League and 
^ rovemnt, V, 151 ; time of Richard I., IX, 
reiTtoe of Stephen, IX, 209 
Noble, coin, XII, 468 
Noble, Hobbie, Borderer, XX, 407 
Noble House, on the Motl'at road, XVIII, 1 
Noble Moringer, tale of, XK, xxi 
Soil Faineant. See Black Knight 
NoSolh, Duke of, XXI, 215, 486 ^ 

Norfolk, fourth Duke of, XII, ^6 
Nor’ Loch, Edinburgh, I, olo, 492 ; XIX, 

Noman, the forester, VIII, 29, 185 
SannanOrd 

Normans, IX, 2, etc. , XiX, o, j 

XXIV, 78, 80, 164 

i Norman saw on English oak,’ IX, 24 < 

Noma of Fitful Head, XIII, 50, etc. _ 
Norse fragments, XIII, 15, 451 Norse 
•^rovers, XIII, 143,153; XXIV, 12 

North, Eoger, Xy, 60M_tc, ^ 

Northallerton, battle of , IX, 41 _ 

Northampton, Earl of, yill, 139, 3^ 

North Loch, Edinburgh, I, 315, 492; XlX, 
470.489 


North road, Scotland, IV, 24, 29 ^ 

Norwood prophetess, XIII, xii, 471 
Nosebag, Mrs., I, 374, 379, ^446 
Novels, domestic, XVII, vii ^ ^ 

‘ November’s hail-cloud drifts away, V , 2.-9 
Novit, Nichil, the attorney, Vp, 75, 220 
‘Now, gentle readers,’ !, xxxii _ 

‘ Now hand your tongue,’ III, 359 
Nubian slave. See Kemieth, Sir 
,Nun of Kent, XI, 109, 430 ^ 

Nurses, in Scotch families, V, 47 


OATES, Dr., XV, 230, 480, 610 
Oath upon the dirk, I, 487 
Ochiltree, Edie, III, 31, etc. ^ „ 

Odin, promise of, XIII, 240, 216, 466 ; 
XXIV ' 242 

‘ Of all the birds on bush or tree,’ XII, 13 
‘ 0 for the voice of that wild horn,’ IV , 14 
Oggam hieroglyphic, I, lvS4 ^ _ 

Ocilvies, feud with the Leslies, Xyi, 4a 

Ogilvy, Hon. Mrs. Colonel, XIX, 387, 490 
Ogleby, Lord, XIX, 469, 490 ^ 

‘ Oh, bold and true,’ XXII, 376 
‘ Oh, I loe weel my Charlie’s name, XV ill, 
250 

Olaf Tryguarson, XIII, 84, 471 

Olaus Magnus, XIII, 306, 456 

Olave,St.,Xin,205,469,51 

Old Assembly Close, Edinburgh, X\ III, 41 

Oldbuck, Griselda, IH, 45, etc. 

Oldbuck, Jonathan (the Antiquary), 111, 3, 
etc. ; XIX, lx, 821 ^ 

Oldenbuok, Aldobrand, III, 81, 9a_ 

Old Man of the Mountain, XX, xni, 4-a 
Old Mortality, VI, ix, xii, 4, 9 
Old Mortality, novel, VI, ix; XIX, ol9 
Old Testament language, used by Cove- 
nanters, VI, 173, 194 
Olifant, Basil, VI, 29G, etc. 

Oliphant of Gask, XVIII, xv 
Oliver le Dain. See Dain, Oliver le 
O’Neale, or O’Neil, Sir Plielim, Y, oio 
‘ On Hallow-Mass Eve,’ I, 77 
‘Oop sey es,’ XX, 217, 425 
Opal, the mystic, XXLII, 132, lea, 
Opportunity, another, anecdote, X.liJ, 
256 443 

O’Ouilligan, quarrel with Daigettv, V, lO-i 
Otnnms to St. Ronald, XIII, 62, 4a4 

Orchard, monastic, in, 27 vittt 

Ordeal, bier, XXII, 240, 2<0 ; fire, XXII, 
272 447 

Ordericus Vitalis, XXIV, 3^ 

Ordinary, in 17th century, XW, Mb , ' 
Ordination oath, VII, 439, 461, 46^ 

Oreilles, e’est de deux, ^ I, 55, 430;_ _ 

Orifiamme. Prench national liag, XVi, w 

Orkborne, Dr^, 111, 20, 4® 

Ortoey, Xin, 331, 356,^4^, 465 „ 

Orlando Fufioso, translation of, IV, 143 . , 
Orleans, Duke of, XV’'I, 83, etc. 

Ormond, Duke of, XV, 4CS6, etc. g., 

Orvietan, or V emce treacle, Xll, 143, 4a« 
Osbaldistone, Dickon, IV^', 50, 3GS 
Osbal<listone,:Prancis, ly, 1, etc. 
Osbaldistone, John^ 

■ ^ OsbaMistonC, Percie, IV, 50, 368 
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Oebaldlgtone, Eagfeklgli, IV, 42, etc. 
Oabalcfiatoue, Sir HiKfebrrtRil, IV, 47, ete. 
Osbaldistoiie, Thorueliif, IV, 40, ete. 
Osb.ildi Wilfnd, iV, .7^, U2, 368 
Osbaldistone, Wiliiiui., I V, 3, ete, 
Osbaldistoue Hail, IV, 30, 44, ete. 

.:-Osbora.e, Francis, XIV, 451, 470 
‘ O ideep ye sound, Sir James,’ VII, 181 
Osmund, soldier, XXIV, 274, 283 
Ossian, Oldbuck on, III, 278 
OssuMon, Lord, ' XXV, 373 
Ostler, .Dick, York, Vil,2;)0, 2U3 
Oswald, Cedric’s cupbearer, IX, 26, 47, 163 
Oswald, Scottish musician, XVIII, 24, 452 
Otterscope Scaurs, 11, 350 
‘ 0 Tybalt, love, Tybalt,’ IX, 305 
Ourang-outang. iSee Sylvan 
‘ Our work is over — over now,’ VII, 417 
Outlaws, English, IX, 61, i04, 171, 271, 301. 

See also Locksley 
Outram, Lance, XV, 41, etc. 

‘ 0 voiis, qui buves,’ I, 143 

Owen, Osbaldistone’s clerk, IV, 5, ete. 

Owen, Satn, groom, XVIII, 6 

Oxford, De Vere, Earl of, XV, 451, 624. 

Sec also Plulipson, John 
Oyley, Baldwin de, iX, 04 


Pacolet. See Strumpfer, Nick 
Paduaii Doctor. See Dainiotti, Dr. Baptista 
Pages, in 17fch century, SV, 134, 454 ; XV, 
62, 587 

Paget, Lady, XII, 204 

Pain, sensibility to, XIX, 2S0, 474 

Painting, YIII, 10 ; XX, 405 , 

Palestiiie, Author’s knowledge of, XX, ix 
Palgrave, Mr. Francis, XXIII, viii, x 
Palmer, IX, 20, etc. See further Ivanhoc 
Palmers, XIX, 203. JSee also Ouarine, 
Philip, and Lacj’, Hugo do 
Palm Sunday, at Pt?rt!i, XXII, 405 
Paris, Count and Countess of. See Eobert 
and BrenMkIa 

Paris Garden, Lotidon, XIV, 200, 470 
Paritor, or archbiH]iop’.y summoner, XIX, 
101 

Park, Mungo, XXV, 2 
Parliament, liinglish, V, 153; VIII, 143, 140, 
.272, 318; Euinp, .XXI, 92, 215; Biding of 
Scottish, XIX, 389, 490 
Parliament House, Edinburgh, XVIII, 4, 
435 

Parliament of Love, XXIII, 366, 470 
Parochial charity, XVII, .355, 434 
Paroles of honour, V, 247, 3GS 
Paropa, textile, XU, 277, 468 
Pate-in-Peril. Maxwell of Summer- 

trees 

Paterson, Robert. See Old Mortality 
Patou, Captain John, VI, 424, 428 
Patriarch, XXIV, 41, etc. 

Patrick, Mow'bray’.s servant, XVII, 3S0, 401 
Patten, quoted, V, ,365 
Pattieson, Paul, XXIV, xiii 
Pattteson,. Peter, or .Patrick, of Oander- 
cleugh, V, xiv ; VI, 1, 413; VlII, 1; 

. ".XXIV, X-' . 

Pauliciano, XXIV, 6, 395 


! PauPs Chain, London, XfV, 131. 470 
' Pauhts JoviiL«, XVI, 149, 157 
Paupiah, XXV, 123 . 

Pavilkm, Mabd; XTI, 2rd, 264 
Pavilion, f-yndic of Lii-oc, .XI i„ 216, 

Pavilion, Xrudeho!:. XVI, 226, 127 

Pavhaes, IX, 251, 457 ■■ ■ ^ 

Pay, Daigctty’fs. ideas of, T, h'2, ITb, I <7 
Peak Coidle. Xfr Martiud.iJf Caotlc 
Pearson, Gilbert, Cro7mvetlVH vr, XXI 
S7, etc. 

Peasantry, Scotch, 111, -v , 

Feck, l/esidemlu (Jurium* X\', .Ac. ; 

XXI, 47S 

Pedeii, Alexaiider, VI, 7, 420, Lift of, Til, 

197 

Pedlar, the, X. m, 834 

Pedlar, s, Scottish, I, 229; EisgU'li, Xll, 221 

Peeble-s, Peter, X^" 11.1, l.3», etc. 

Peel, Sir Eobert, IV, 463 
Peel Castle, XV, Mi, 162, 592, 594 
Peel-towers, X, 3 
Peg.a-E.amsay, XIV, 117,'470 
Peghts, or Piets, XIII, 452 ■ 

Pembroke, Waverley’s tutor, ,1. .13, ete. 
Pembroke, Earl of, XXV, 231., 358 
Penfeather, Lady I’eaelope,, XV..lIj 22, ete'. , 
Pennon, knight’s, XIX, 249, 474 
Penny wedding, ¥.11, 568 XIV, 43S, 462 ' 
.Pepper and Mustard terrierS) .11, 141, '.16'lb 
427 ■ 

Percy’s Eettqms^ I.X, xx.i 
Peri Eathous, XIX, 350, 490 
Peronne, XVI, 2ST, 323,,443., , 

Perdan Tales, magician in, X., xsxiil. 

Perth, IV, 40S ; XXIX, 2, etc. ; udii 458 
Perthshiro, beauties oi, XXIL 1 
■Pertinax, Six, XIX, '3€»6, 49:1 
Pest,' Councillor, XVIII, hi, ..449:' . 
Peter, the bridge-w^ard, X, 88, '47, joySl,. 
'148 ' 

Peters, Hugh, XV, 8, 627 , ' 

Peter the Pleradt, XXIV, ;.5, ‘2S1., ' 

Petit Andre, th.e, huino,rous hauigiiuaii, '.XiVI, ' 
62, etc. 

■Petit Lejdh, XIV, 144, 4GS 
Petits Guaves, XIII, 392, 4.7:2_^ . 

Petrus Th'vraeus, III, 2:11, 429' , , 

Feverii, Julian, XV, 14, etc. 

Peverii, Lady, XV, 2, ete. 

■Peve.r,ii, -Sir Gaofircy,.X.V, 4, cle.. ■ 

Pever.il, William, XV, 1 - . 

Fmeril of the Peak, the novel, XV, xis ■ 
Fhalaris’S'ball, XVIII, 89, 45:i 
Phidele,'.or Fhidyle, ■ X, .193, 391. 

Philip, .Father, X, 32, etc. ■ ■ , 

PhEip,' king' of France, XX, I.t6, 125, 19>,: 
254 ■ 

Philippine Cheney, XIT, 271 , 468 
.Pldlipsou, Arthur, XXI.£I, 3, etc, ■ 
Philipsoii, John, XXIII, 3:, etc. ^ 

Phoca, ■ or seal, III, 2S,1 , 351,6 ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Phraortes, Greek ailiu.ins.i, .XXIV, .34 « 
Physicians, pedantry of, XI, 277 
Pietish' burgh, XIII, 28«, 463 
Piets, discussion upon, JJI. 52 
Picturesque, Price on. XVLxsii, ‘s.‘■u^ 

Pierre, ■ Mai tre. . iSec Louis XI* 

Pigment, IX, 28, 452 
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Pike, Gideon, servant, VI, 103 
Pilatre (Pilatus), Mount, XXIII, 6 
Pilgrimh' Progress, VII, 314, 319 
Pinkerton, XXIV, 392 
Pinkie Cleuch, battle of, X, 9 
Pinkie House, I, 310 
Pinnit, Orson, XII, 199 
Pinnywiuldes, VIII, 232, 325 
Pint measure, Scots, XVIII, 281, 443 
Piper, Mr., stage-coacli contractor, XIX, 
348 

Piper’s Howff, VI, 2G, 372 

Piquet, game of, IV, 101 ; XVII, 1S9 

Pirate, the. See Cleveland, Clement 

Pirate, the novel, XIII, ix 

Pirates, XIII, 332, 3G0, 433, 435 

Pistol’s dimensions, XV, 229, 628 

Pit and gallows, privilege of, VI, 180 

Pitcairne, or Pitcairn, Dr,, XVIII, 151, 449 

pittenweem, VII, 19 

Pixie, Sir Henry Lee’s pony, XXI, 300 

Plainte de Tournelle, II, 275, 436 

Plantagenet, Edith, XX, 49, etc. 

Plantie cruive, XIII, 8, 451 
Play, open-air, at Kinross, XI, 284 
Playhouses, London, XIV, 149 
Pleasance, at Kenilworth, XII, 301, 362 
Plessis-les-Tours, Castle of, XIH!, 8, 19 
Pleydell, Mi-., the advocate, 11, 245, etc. 
Plot, Dr., Natural History of Oxfordshire, 

XXI, LX, xvi 

Plumdamas, VII, 37, 39, 249, 517 
Poet, or maker, XXV, 190, 374 
Points, trussing of, X, 150, 379 
Poisoning, in the Middle Ages, XXII, 182, 
444 

Police system, in Scotland in 1589, V, 360 
Policy, Mrs., housekeeper of Holyrood, 

XXII, X 

Politic Wouldbe, Lady, XV, 173, 626 
Polonaise, worn by Scotch boys, I, 151 
Polwarth, Alick, servant, I, 352 
Polydore, XXIV, 275 

Ponies, Zetland, XIII, 113. See also Pixie, 
Eory Bean, Solomon 
Pontius Pilate, legend of, XXIII, 6 
Pontoppidan, Eric, XIII, 452, 472 
Pontoys, Stephen, XIX, 249, 251 
Ponty, gardener, XVII, 88, 442 
Poor-man-of-mutton, VIII, 318 
‘Poor sinners whom the snake deceives,’ 
XIII, -341 , I 

Pope, imitation of Horace, XIX, 477 i 

Popinjay, festival of, VI, 14, 19, 413 
Popish Plot, XV, 169, etc. 

Pork, Scotch dislike to, I, 476 ; XIV, 320, 
:'458 , 

Portanferry, II, 310, 347 
Porteous, Captain John, VII, 24, etc. 
Porteous, Mrs., VII, 517, 556 j 

Porteous mob, VII, 52, 543, 544, 669 
Porter, gigantic, at Kenilworth, XII, 296, 
■:331.' ■ . ■ 

Porte Eoyale, Prance, XVIII, 346, 453 
Ports, or gates, of Edinburgh, VII, 52, 54 
Portsburgh, suburb of Edinburgh, VII, 52 
Portsmouth, Duchess of, XV, 312, 315, 606 
Post-office, at Enirport, III, 125; at St. 
iionau’s Well, XYII, 334 


Pott, Mrs., St. Eonan’s Well post-office, 
XVII, 334 ^ ’ 

Potter Row (Edinburgh) bedesman, III, xii 
Poundtext, Eev. Mr., VI, 202, etc. 
Powder-plot boys, XVIII, 425, 453 
Powheid, Lazarus, XXV, 250, 266 
Powis, or Powys, Castle. See Castell-Coch 
Poyntz, XV, 3, 628 

‘Praitorian here, praetorian there,’ III, 31 
PrcBtorium at Kinprunes, III, 2S, 122, 415 
Preaching, after Drumclog, VI, 173 
Prenatal marks, XVIII, 343, 414 
Presbyterians, Scottish, V. 154; VI, 36, 
etc. ; XV, S7, 5S8; English, XXI, 3. See 
also Holdenough 
Prestonpans, battle of, I, 289, 295 
Prettyman, Prince, XIII, 388, 472 
Priest’s Hole, I, 435 

Prince Charles, I, 252, etc. ; XVIII, vii, etc. 
Prince Prettyman, XIII, 3S8, 472 
Prince Volscius, XIII, 335, 472 
Prinked and prinned, XV, 121, 628 
' Printing, invention of, XVI, 151, 441 
I Prior, Dominican. See Anselm, Prior 
1 Prior, Eranciscan, XVI, 185 
Prior, Matthew, poet, XXIV, x 
Prison cages, XXV, 312, 376 
Privy council, Scottish, VI, 321 ; VIII, 51 
Prize of honour, XVI, 408, 449 
Procimstes, XXIV, 21, 396 
Proof against shot, VI, 419, 424 
Prophet’s chamber, VI, 8, 413 
Protestant flail, XV, 387, GOS 
Protocol, the attorney, II, 264 
Protosebastos, XXIV, 117, 396 
Protospathaire, XXIV, 27, 349, 363 
Proudfute, Maud, XXII, 227, etc. 

Proudfute, Oliver, XXII, 39, etc. 

‘ Proud Maisie is in tlie wood,’ VII, 419 
Provence, XXIII, 311, 365, 366, 369, 470 
Providence and machinery, VI, 50, 416 
Provo.st of Kirkwall. See Torfe, Provost 
Prynne, Master, XXI, 161, 488 
Psalm, quavering, before Bothwell Bridge, 
VI, 292 

Ptolemais, XIX, 166, 490 
Public Good, war of the, XVI, 303, 457 ; 
XXIII, 324, 476 

Puck, of Shaws Castle theatricals, XYII, 
222, 327 

Pudding-burn House, XT, 315, 449 
Puliccinello, or Punchinello, XXI Y, 376, 396 
Punch-bowl, Magnus TroiPs, XIII, 141 
Puritans, English, XV, 29, etc. 

Purse, Rob Roy’s, IV, 341 ; throwing, over 
the gate, VI, 416 
Pusey horn, XII, 144, 469 
Pym, John, XXI, 2SG, 488 


Quaceleben, Dr,, XVII, 32, etc. 

Quakers, VII, x, 539; XVIIT, 51, etc. See 
also Geddes, Joshua and Rachel 
Quarrell, IX, 26G, 45S 
Quarry Holes, Edinburgh, VII, 348, 569 
Queenhoo Hall, I, xiv, 459 
Queen in the old play, XIII, 255, 472 
Queen of Love and Beauty, IX, 72, 88, 113 
Queen of Sheba. See Montreville, Adela 
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Qiioeiisberry, Duke of, YI, 41G 
Qiieeiisferry, 111, 1,. ' 

Quentin Pnrwnni, tke novel,, XYI, vii 
Quhele, Clan, itlcntity of, XXII, xrli, etc. 
Quickens Bog, Oldl/uck'S III, S25 
tiie tobacconist, il, 


.Rachel, Aimt, I, .20, 25, IGO' 

Rue’s I-iistfjnj of the ItcMiton^ lY, xxix 
Ragged Robin., 459 ; XXI, 25 ■ 

Ragman Roll, lliv 425 
Raine,.. Dame, Xl’, 264 
Raine," Roger, XV, 33, €8 
Rainsbormigh, XXI, 135, 4f3 
Raleigh, Walter, XII, 353, etc. 

Ramorny, Sir John, XXII, 36, etc. 

Barn’s Alley, London, XII, 173, 469 ; XXIH, 
242, 476 

Ramsay, Allan, X, xv, 392 
Ramsay, David, X,IV, 2, etc.' 

Ramsay, Ma,rgaret, X.IY, 71, etc. 

Ramsay, Sir John, XIV, 453 
Ramsay, William, son of David, XIY, 449 
Ram’s honi,. found in. St.. Ruth’s, III, 198, 
209, 21.5, 218 

Randal, retainer of Lochleven, XI, 215, 342, 
370' ' . 

Randolph, Lady, XIX, 406, 490 
.Ranters, XXI, 354 
Ranzelman. See Ronaldson, Neil 
Raoul, the huntsman, XIX, 24, etc. 

Rap, coin, XXV, 381 
Raredrench, the apothecary, XIV, 15 
* Rash thy deed,’ X, 101 
Rasx), iron, XIX, 381, 47S 
Ratcliff e, Jim, VII, 63, etc. 

Ratcliife, Mr.,' Y, 79, etc. 

Ratton’s Skerry, III, 62 
Raven-bone, YIII, 93, 325 
Bavensvvood, Lord Allan, VIII, 14, 10 
llaveiLswood, Malise de, VIII, 25, 170, 301 
Ravens wood. Master uf, Vlil, 20, etc. 
Ravenswood'Castle, VIXI, 14, 23, 166, 203 
Raymond, Count of Toulouse, XXiV, 127, 
391 

Raymond Lullius, XI, 38, 449 
Rebecca, Singieside’s waiting-maid, II, 207, 
276 . . 

.,Rel)ecc.a, the Jewess, IX, etc. 

Redding straik, II, 173 
Red-Finger, spectre, XIX, 127, 136 
Jlcchjiiimnet, novel, XVII, 420; XVIO, vii 
Redgauutiet, Edward, XVIII, 220 
Redgauutlet, Hugh, or Herrics of Birrens- 
work, XVin, 26, etc. 

Redgauntlet, Lrulv, XVIII, 348 
Redgauutlet, Lilias. Green Mantle 
Redgauutlet, Sir Alberick, XVIII, 210 
Iledgaimtlet, Sir Arthur Dartde. See Lati- 
■ Hi6r T^nrsi© 

RcdgauutleL Sir Henry, XVIII, 253, 340 
Redgaimtlet, Sir John, XVIII, 107 ' 

' Redgauntlet, Sir Robert, XVIII,d01,- etc.' . 
Redgill, Dr., II, 428, 436 ; X.VII, 32, 443 , 
Red-hand, to be taken, XXTI, 380, 452 
Red Land, Red Soil, XXIII, 257,. 260, 460, 
470 

Redman, Sir Magnus, XXII, 15 ■ . 


Red Pool, Wales border, XfX, 217 
‘Refined himself,’ etc., X’VII,'235 
Reformation, Refonmjrs;, lu BeeliAnd, X, 
43, 208, 227. See film Warden I ferny 
Regalia, Blood’s .ittempt to ^Aeui, X\', 
Reginald, King of Man, XIX’, 2l4, 49<f 
Register of Amtiav'Xi%X ‘Jri, 451 
Reid, .mountebank, XV, 6111 
Reinold, foutier, XIX, 25 
■‘'Remember the Huly S^.'iHiltda-ed XX, 113 
Remigius, Niccla«.s, III, 211, 425 
Rene, King, XXIII, '307, etc, 

Rere-supper, IX, Uo\ .X.X1, IS), 173 
Retreats of the C-oveuanters, Vi. ‘I2 hs 
K ewcastle, John, tli' 0 'Sra.ugglei', V, 94 
Rhine, river, X.XI..II, 84 
Rhymer, Thomas the, I, 451; X.XV, .200,' 
oo4 

Richard I. of Englami XIX, 275; XX, x, 
60, etc. See also Biaok .Knight 
Richmond Park, Vll, 378,. 382 ' ' 

Ricketts, Mabel, niir'Se, IV. 2.1, 32 
Riding-habits, of ladies, X.Vi.i,.l, 'CBO 
Riding of Scottish Pariiament, XIX, 380, 
490 

Riding on the Border, 1.1, 167 
Eig'dumfunnidos, XVil.!., 125, 453 . 

Ringan Aik wood, ill, 246 
Ringw'ood, Mr., XIV, 407, 413' ' 

Rmtherout, Jenny, III, 19, 24.2 
Ritchie, .David, -Dwarf., V,'X.b;, 363' 

Rivers, Scotch reverence ior, IV , 2C0 
Rizpah. See Marthoa. 

Rizzio, his assasS'inat'ioB',. XI, 1.73, 227'; 

. : XXII, X 

Roads, II, 429; IV, 24. 29 
Robbers, ancient, XXIV, 21 
■ Robert, Sir Arthur Whirdour’a Bcrvant, III, 
371,'' 378, 392 .■ 

Robert, - Count of Paris, XXIV, xxvi, 1.2.1, 

Robert, Duke of Normandy, XXIV, 78 
■Robert III. of Scotland, XXII. 4, etc, 
Robert Gniscard, XXIV, 41, 75 
Roberts, cash-keeper. XIV, .74, 76 ' - . ' ■ 
Roberts, John, famiiggleiv XVJH. 21'9 
Robertson, Geordie, TLI, 19, (?le. See 
further Staunton, Gefjrge 
Robertson, Patrick, at Tiif-atrical Fund 
Bimier, XIX, 465, 46.7, 470 
Robertson, iiev. Dr., hiatorlun, I, 260 ; IR 


. 255 ' 

Robin Hood, XI, 121, 433. See aho Lock -.h -y 
Robin Oig, IV, xliii, etc. , . - , ■ 

'* Robin Rover said to his eroiv,’ Xilf, ^18 
Robins, JZerubbabel, XXI, 433, 43”, 446', 450 
Robison, the plaj-er, XXI, l<U, 361 
Rob Roy, I, 475; IV, \ii, 30, etc. 

-‘Bob Roy is frae the Hieiaiids eeme,’ IV, 
■' 4.02 ' 


Bobsart,. Amy, XII, - to, etc. - - _ 

Robsart, Sir Hugh, XI L 92, 131, loa 

RobsartvS'ir Roger, XIIs 9i, '133 

Rocheeliffe, Dr., XXI, vii, 

Rochester,. Earls of, XV,.31.2, t.'.U6; XXI, 5J, . 


-Roderick, king of the Gotlv, XX, 273, 422 
Rollo 'the Walker, .X-ilL' 142, 472 ... 


Rommit camps, HI, 6, 30 
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Eoman Catholic Church, in Scotland, X, 44, 
294. See also Boniface, Abbot, and 
Eustace, Father 

Romances, of ITtli century, VI, 18, 417 
Roman Wall, Cumberland, II, 139 
Ronaldsoa, Neil, XIII, 11, 80, lOS, 265 
Rory Bean, Dumbiedikes’e pony, VII, 92, 
130, 270 

Rory Ball, I, 493 

Rory Mohr of Dunvegan, XIII, 464, 472 

Rosabella, Queen Mary’s horse, XI, 393 

Rosamond’s Labyrinth, XXI, xvi, 33, etc. 

Rose coffee-house, London, XV, 628 

Roseneath, VII, 424, 428, 451 

Bose noble, X, 280, 392 

Eosewal and Lilian^ XI, 284, 449 

Rosicrucians, X, 74, 392 

Ro.ss, Ales., Fortunate Shepherd^ VII, 456 

Roswal, hound, XX, 77, etc. 

Rota Club, Harrington’s, XXI, 23, 127 
Rotherwood, IX, 3, 21 
Rothsay, Duke of, XXII, 8, etc. 
Rougedragon, Lady Rachel, XVIII, 347 
Rouge Sanglier. See Hayraddiu 
Rouslaer, of Liege, XVI, 217 
Roussillon, Margaret de, XXIII, 365, 476 
Roussillon, Raymond de, XXIII, 365 
Rowena, IX, 18, etc. 

Rowley. See Charles IL 
Rowley (Chatterton), X, xxxii, 392 
Roxalana, XV, 628 

Roxburgh, or Roxburghe, Club, XV, xii; 
XXI, 41, 488 

Roxburghe, Duke of, III, 418 
Royal marriages, Scottish, XXII, 5, 164, 
439 

Roystoun, seat, VII, 252, 569 
Rabemprd, Bastard of, XVI, 393, 453 
Rubrick, clergyman, I, 56, 5S, 437, 445 
Eudel, Geoffrey, XIX, 178, 491 
Rudpiki, XX, 27, 426 
Rullion Green, II, 241, 437 
Rump, Parliamentary, XXI, 92, 215 
Running footmen, VIII, 204, 319 
Russell, Lady Rachel, XV, 567, 628 
Russwyl, XXIIi, 4, 476 
Rutherford, Dr., XVIIl, 13, 436 
Rutherford, Lord, VIII, x 
Rutherford, Mr., of Bowland, III, 415 
Ruthven, Lord, XI, 226; XXII, xv 
Ruthven, raid of, XIV, 63, 471 
Ruthven, Sir Patrick, VI, 50, 435 
Ruthven, Will, I, 20G, 319. See also Bean 
■ Lean ■ 

Rutland, Duchess of, XII, 345 
Rutledge, Farmer, IV, 76 
Rutledge, Job, smuggler, XVIII, 275, 277 
Ryde, Isle of Wight, XXV, 72 ; 


Saalk, river, XXIV, 133, 396 
Sabbath, Scotch, IV, 183, 192 
Saddletree, Bartoline, VII, 37, etc. 
Saddletree, Mrs., VII, 38, 43, 100, 517 
Sadhu Singh, XXV, 131 
Sadoc. See Middlemas, Richard 
Sagas, Norse, XIII, 15, 451 
St. Andrews, Archbishop of. See Sharp 
St, Anthony’s Chapel, Edinburgh, VII, 153 


St, Antonlin’s, London, XII, 34, 469 
St. Augustine’s apparition, III, 81 
St. Botolph’s, prior of, IX, 391 
St. Bride’s abbey, XXV, 159, 172, 260 
St. Bridget, nunnery of, XI, 104, 430 
St. Clair, or Sinchair, crossing the Ord on a 
Monday, VIII, 43*, 325 
St. Crispin, XXII, 344, 462 
St. Cutbbert’s cell, XI, 66, 429 
St. Cyr, Hugh de, XXIII, 378 
St. Dunstan’s, London, XIV, 30; XIX, 
XV, 491 

St. Dunstan’s cell, IX, 148 
St. Edmund’s, monks of, IX, 417, 423, 424 
St. George’s Mount, XX, 114, 125, 247 
St. Hubert, XVI, 16, 435 
St. Jacob, battle of, XXIII, 57, 476 
St. James of Compo.stella, X, 223, 392 
St. James’s Park, London, XIV, 172 ; XV, 
Sol 

St. John, Knights of, IX, GG ; XX, 67 

St. John, Oliver, XXI, 127, 488 

St. John d’Angdly, XVI, 330, 457 

St. Johnstone’s tippet, I, 479 

‘ St Johnston’s hunt is up,’ XXII, 216, 444 

St. Leonard’s Crags, Edinburgh^ VII, 90 

St. Louis, Croix de, XVI, xix, 454 

St. Macgrider, XXII, 43 

St. Magnus. XIII, 155,472; XXIII, 203, 476 

St. Magnus cathedral, Kirkwall, XlIl, 399 

‘St. Magnus control thee,’ XIII, 253 

St. Michael’s hostelry, Edinburgh, XI, 187 

St. Michel, Mont, XVIII, 360, 452 

St. Mungo, XX, 324, 426 

St. Nicholas, manna of, XII, 140, 468 

St. Ninian’s of Whiteherrie, XIII, 269 ; 

XVIII, 221, 453 ; XX, 300, 426 
St. Niobe, IX, 222 
St. Olave, XIII, 12, 409, 470 
St. Olla’s fair, Kirkwall, XIII, 331, 341, 465 
St. Pacomius, or Pachomius, X, 139, 392 
St. Paul, Constable, XVI, 31, 43G 
St. Paul’s, black priest of. See Geierstein, 
Albert of 

St. Peter of the Fetters, XII, 321, 46S; 

XXIII, 197, 477 
St. Quentin, XVI, 31 
St Ronan’s, village, etc., XVII, 1, etc. 

Si. Ronan's Well, novel, XVII, vii, 429 
St. Roque’s, abbess of, XIV, 212 
St Ruth’s priory, III, 146, etc. 

St. Serf Island, XI, 315 
St. Swithin’s chair, I, 77 
St. Thomas-a-Watering, London, XIV, 455, 
471 

St. Valentine’s Eve, XXIX, 6; morning, 
XXII .34 47 

St Victoire, Mont, XXIII, 379, 3S3, 388 
Saladin, XX, 5, etc. ; add 426 
Saleth, Prophet, XXV, 104, 3S1 
Salisbury Crags, Edinburgh, VII, 70 ; XIX, 
382, 478 

Salisbury Plain, shepherd of, XIII, 33, 473 
Sallust, translations from, XVIII, 443 
Salmon-leistering, 11, 162; and Scottish ser- 
vants, VI, 66; fishing in the Solway, 
XVIIl, '''24 ■ ' :■■■ 

Salter and collier, XVIIl, 206, 442 
Sam (Owen), groom, XVIH, 6 
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Sampson, Abel. See Dominie Sampson 
Sampson, Voiv-breuker, XI, 433, 449 
Saiiciio Panza_, XIII, 112, 472 
Sanctuary, privilege of, XXIX, 99 
Sanotum. .mneJorum^ Oiilbuck’s, III, 19 
Sanquhar, Lord, XIV, 354, 468 
Saracens, IX, 13, 76, 100; XX, 8, 26, 284, 
422, 420 

‘Saufen Bier und Brantewein,’ II, 22G 
Saumur, fathers of, XVI, 336, 457 
Saunderson, Saunders, I, 49, 58 
Savary des Brulons, Jacques, IV, 8, 415 
Saville, Lord, XV, 311 
Saviola, Vincent, I, 350, 493 
Savoy, London, XV, 350 
Saxons, IX, 2, etc. See aim Anglo-Saxons 
Say’s Court, near Deptford, XII, 150 
Scambester, Eric, XIII, 141, 182 
Scauderbeg, XVil, ISO, 443 
Scarborough warning, XVIII, 359, 454 
Scart, or cormorant, XIII, 25, 453 
Scat, scathold, XIII, 8, 10, 473 
Scballhausen, Mis of, XXllI, 256, 477 
Sckarfgerichter. See Steinoruherz, Franeia 
Schiller, Robbers. XXV, xvi 
Schlemihl, Peter, XVI, 4‘14, 457 
Scholey, Laurence, XIII, 311 
Schoafeldt, Lieutenant, XXIII, 156 
Schonwaldt, Castle of, XVI, 208, 214, 229, 

• 235,246 ■ . . 

School-days, anecdote of Scott’s, I, 467 
Schoolmaster, life of, VI, 1 
Schoppea, or SchoHen, XVI, 219, 457 
Schreckenwald, Ital, XXIII, 56, etc. 
Schrdpfer, or Schrepfer, J. C., Ill, 81, 425 
Scli wanker, Jonas, fool, XX, 118, 129, 258 
Schwarzreiters, XVI, 271, M3 
Scilly, rocksof, XV, 426, 628 
Scipio at Xumantia, XIII, 389, 473 
Scot, Discovery of Witchcraft^ III, 417 
Scot, John, of Amweil, XVIII, 73, 451 
Scotch, Scots, IV, xivii, 31, 98, 385, 401 ; V, : 
154, 16S, 286, 289 ; VI, 4 ; VII, 396 ; XIV, 
1, 35, 320, 451, 458; XVIII, 145, 163, 232, 
440, 441; XX, 160, 417; XXI, 235,. 252, 

' ■ ' 338 ' 

Scotch accent, Mrs, Baliol’s, XIX, 387 
Scotch Convention of Estates, V, 152 
Scotland, L M" ; V, 151, etc. ; X, 43, 294, 
323, 343, XI, 55, 152, 404 ; XVII, 7, 155, 
431 ; XX, 25, 70, 417 
Scot of Scotstarvet, VI, 414 
Scots. See Scotch 
Scots XVIII, 7, 430 

VI, 415, 42S, 42^ 

Scott, Michael,' XIV, 393, 469 
Scott, Sir Walter, original dedication of the 
Wav,diey Kovels, I, iii; on author.ship 
of IVaverley., 1, xvi ; XIX, 318, 404; anec- 
dote of school-days, I, 4G7 ; his expedi- 
tion against the HacLarens, IV, xHv ; 
befriended by Sir Robert Peel, IV, 403; 
acquaintance ivilii .David Ritchie, V, xix, 
xxiii; love of Arthur\s Seat, VII,, 71 ; 
connectiun with Quakers, VII, x, 539,; 
XVin, 51. etc.; anecdote of his father, 
XI, 430; on soliloquy, XiV, 262; his 
personal ai.'pen ranee, XV, x; at the 
hctitlous Waverley Kovel meeting, XIX, 
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ix; financial misfortunes, XIX, 316; at 
Theati'ieal Pund Dinner, XIX, 459 ; Jour- 
nal of, XXIV, 391. See also Author 
Scott, Thomas, I, xxi ; XV, xx 
Scottish Archers. See Archers, Scottish 
Scottish auxiliaries, iii France, XVI, 75, 439, 

, See also Archers, Scottish 

Scottish bar, convivial liabits, II, 430 
Scottish bishops, expulsion of, Ylf, 406, 557 
Scottish fairs, XI, 276, 437 
Scriptural language of Covenanterf:;, VI, 173, 
194 

Scrivener. See Skurliewhitter, Andrew 
Scroggs, Lord Chief Justice, XV, 477, 602 
Scrogie family, XVH, 195, 390 
Scuddri, or Scuddry, Mdlie. de, VI, 18, 107. 
435 

Scutari, XXIV, 274 
Scyrons, XXIV, 21, 396 
Scythians, XXIV, 145 
Seaforth, Earl of, V, 311 
Seal, or phoca, III, 281, 350, 353 
Sea-monsters, XIII, 15, 453 
‘ Search,’ H. M. gun-brig. III, 201, 346 
‘ Search, No. 1.,’ Ill, 227, 310, 39S 
Sebastes of Mitylene, XXIV, 19, 203 
Sebastian and Dorax, XIII, 193, 473 
Sebastocrator, XXIV, 09, .396 
Second-sight. 1, 104 ; V, 104, 306, 355, 369 
Secret Tribunal tSee Vehinegericht 
Seeleneooper, XXV, (iu, TO 
Seged of Ethiopia, XV, 510, G2S 
‘Seid suas,’ ‘strike up,’ IV, 356 
Selah, XXI, 193, 488 
Seljooks, XX, 23, 426 
Seliok, Cecily, XV, 2‘,)2, 294 
Semple, Gabriel, VI, 429 
Semple, John, VII, 90, 152, 551 
.■Semple^.Major, XV, 610, 627, ' 

Seneschal, of FtSronne Castle, XVI, 324.':: 

'Senior, Mr,,-.X.XII,,'438 

'Sequels, miller’S'duea, X, '10S, 377 ' 

[ Serhigapatam, 'XXV, 133 
I Sermons, after Drum<.*log, VI, 173 
: Servants, III, 4? ; TI, 4(i, 00, 415 
Settle, Elkanah, poet, XV, 329, 0s)G 
Seven Sleepers, VIII, 320 
Seward, Miss' Anna, XX, 389, 426 ^ „ 

Seyton,' Catherine, XI,. 88, etc." : ,. 

.'Seyton, .Heniy, XI, IIX), etc. 

.Seyton, Lord, XI, .156, .etc. " , 

Shadwell, XIII, 331,473; Squire of Aka tia, 

■ . XrV, xii, MS; Seowrers, XIV, 455; Vok 
' unieersr XV,- 584'.. 

Shaftesbury, Earl of, X'V,':312, 3.;l:4 ' 

Shafton, Sir Fiercie, X»xlv, 110, etc, 

"Shafts and bolts, IX',. 252, 457 ' 

Shagram, Martiii’.s pony, X. 17 
Shalcapeare,. XH., 193,;:I99, "201, 202;,, XX..I'.t 
'■'20. 'etc.' 

Sharp, Archbishop, VI, 33, 108, 415 
Sharpe,' Old, pirate, XHI, .420, 473 ,'. 
Sharpitlaw, VII, 1G3, ott*. 

Shawfield’s mob, VII, 423, 560 
Sliavvl-5, Indian, XVII, 219, 238 ; XXV,J51 
Sliaws,"murder of "the two, VII, 2r4, 557 , 
Shaws.Castle, XVII, 20S, 210, 210, ‘Jk 
S hedbarsehem.otl.i, Schartaclian, ■ I.II, KM., ,■ 
Sheerkohf. See Saladin 
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SHoffleW, John, Duke of BuoWnghamshjre, 

YI, 86, 436 

Shemus an Snachad, J? 259, 26 j^ ttvttt 
Sbenstoue, William, XVI, 432, 458 . XVIII, 

Slieplie^d of Salisbury Plain, XIII, 

Slieriif, examination into Kennedy s death, 
II, CO ; of Cumberland, XI, 422 ; of London, 
XV, 528, Gil 

Slierilfmiiir Battle, IV, xxxi 
Sherwood Forest. See Rotherwood 
Shetland. 6'ee Zetland 
Shetland (Zetland) burghs, IX, 460 
‘ She who sits by haunted well. Alii, oui, 
302 

Shilling gallery, footmen in, XVIII, 22, 450 

Shoolbred, Luckie, XXII, 136, 2-o 

Shops, London, time of James I., XiV, 2 

Shortcake, Mrs., Ill, 125 

Short sheep, V, 3 

Shot, proof against, VI, 419, 424 

Shrewsbury, Earl of, XII, 431 

Sibbald, domestic, V, 

Sibyl’s island, Loch Tay, XXII, 318 
Sicca rupees, II, 423, 437 
Sicilies, Both, XXIII, o07, 4<7 
Sic itur ad asira, XIX, 329 _ - 

Sidier Dhu, I, 100,112,475; Sidier Roy, I, 
100, 113, 475 , , ^ .oo 

Sidney, Sir Philip, Asiropkelt X, 182 
Silk armour, XV, 386, 608 _ 

Silver greyhound, badge, XV, TS, 628 
Simmie and his brother, X, 223, 392 
Simmons, Widow, XIV, 7 of. 

Simon of Hackburn, V, 49, 52, 62, 86 

Simpson, Sir J. Y., XX, 41o 

Simion, Jean, XXV, 4 

Sinclair of Quendale, XIII, 166, 473 

Sinning my mercies, XVIII, o, 454 

Sir Artegal, XIII, 90, 473 

Sir Eger, XI, 294, 450 

Sir Cnme, XI, 294, 450 

Sir John, Oldcasile, XI, 432 

Sir Pertinas, XIX, 300, 491 

Sir Trislrem,, XXV, 201, 3i 4 

Sister Margaret, III, so, 426 _ 

Skelton, Sam, smuggler, XVIII, 30b, 308 
Skeue, Sir John, XIV, 472 
Skene-occle, I, 190; Skene-Dhu, XVI, 58, 
436 

Skimmington, riding the, XIV, 247, 457 
Skreigh, precentor, II, 68 _ 

Skurliewhitter, Andrew, XIV, o3, etc. 

Skye, chiefs of, XVIII, 253, 454 
Slaves, negro, IX, 13, 451 ; Nubian, XXIV, 
91 

Sliochd nan Ivor, 1, 118 
Sludge, (3-ammer, XII, 99 . „ , ^ 

Sludge, Richard. See Flibbertigibbet 
Small"po%, XXV, 74 
Smith, Henry. Henry Gow 
Smith, Will. See Chiffinch 
Smithfield, Loudon, X!^ 326, 427 _ 
Smotherwell, Stephen, XXII, 261, 284 _ ^ 
Smugglers, smuggling, II, 3G, 5^194,^6 , 
IV, 173; VI, 424; VII, 18, 454; XVIII, 
274, 288, 303, 4^13 ^ ^ 

Snailsfoot, Bryce, pedlar, Xin,^50, etc. 
Snake in the Grass, XVIII, 86, 454 


Sno^v-balling, Edinburgh, IV, 408 
Snuify Davie, book-collector, III, 23 
Society, English, in time of James I., XIV, 
ix, 137, 447, 455 
Sodor Castle. See Peel Castle 
Soldiers of foi'tune, V, 161, 174 
‘ Soldier, wake I The day is peeping,’ XIX, 

■ 176 

Solemn League and Covenant, V, 151 ; VI, 
46, 332 ; VII, 201 

Soleure, merchants of, XXIII, 76, 155 
Soliloquy, Author on, XIV, 262 ' 

Solmes, Lord Etherington’s servant, XVII, 
332, 363, 364, 398 

Solomon, Joshua Geddes’s pony, XVIII, 56, 
59, 62 ■ 

Solsgrace, Nehemiah, XV, 9, etc. 

Solway, XVIII, 24, 26, 180 
Somebody’s orders, XVIII, 254, 454 

Somerset stage-coach, VII, 4 

‘ Some say that we wan,’ VII, 409 
Sommerville, Miss Nelly, XIX, 334 
Sommerville, Mr., XIX, 332, 334 ,,, 

Sommerville, or Somerville, Lord, X, xui, 

Sommerville family, 3Iemoir, VI, 413; 
XIX 342 476 

‘ Song of Harold Harfager,’ XIII, 153 
‘Song of the Reim-kennarj’ XIII, 57 
Sorel, Agnes, XVI, x, 453 . 

Some, to, X, 72, 376 ; XXII, 98, 443 
Sosia, XVII, 267, 443 
Southey, Madoc, XIX, 472 
Spa, the. See St. Ronan’s 
Spain, Saracens brought into, XX, 2<8, 422 
Spanish ambassadors, XIV, 127, 472 
Spanish military service, V, 164 
Spectral Huntsman, XX, 360, 427 
Speculative Society, Edinburgh, \ 11, 14 
Spirit of the Mist, V, 346 
Spirits, superstition regarding, XI, ^143, 
Spitfire, Wildrake’s page, XXI, 360, otO, 
389 

Spontoon, Colonel Talbot’s servant, I, o<7 
Sporran, XXII, 54, 441 . , 

Spring and winter, mock contest between, 

Spruchsprecker , Duke Leopold’s, XX, 118, 
129,258 

Spurs, dish of, VIII, 84, 326 
Squire of Lowe Degree, XVI, 212, -*42 
Stafford, Lord, XV, 418, 627 
Stage-coaches, XIX, 348 
Stag-bunt, I, 148, 153, 477 _ 

Stag’s horn, wound from, 1, 151 
Stair family, VIII, ix, siil, 315 
Stamford, battle of, IX, 190, 453 

Stanchells, gaoler, IV, 206, 217 
Standard, Battle of,, XX, 278, 427 _ , ■ ■ 
‘Stand to it, noble pikemeii,’ Vii, 3c*l 
Stanley, Frank, I, 377, 384, 437, 

Staples, Laurence, XII, 318, 36() 

Staunton, George, VII, 3i>y, etc. See also 
Robertson, George 

Staunton, Lady, VII, 499, etc. See also 

Staunton, Rev. Mr., VII, 325, 334, Sol, 361 
Steele, Christie, XIX, 354, etc^_^^ 

Steele, the Covenanter, XIX, dob, 477 
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Steenson, Maggie, XVIII, 03, 178 
Steensou, Stecnie, Btory of, XVIII, 102-118 
Steewson, ViHie. h*ee Wautleriiig Wsiile 
Steinernliers:, Francis, exeeutioaer, XXIIL 
103, ICO, im 

Stehifeldt, Baroness, XXIII, ISO, 285 
SieiiBW, Standing Stones of, Xlli, 411, 400 
Stephanos, the wrcfatler, XXI, V, 15,208,330, 

375 

Stephen, Master, XVII, 300, 441 
Stephens, Miss, XVI, 40, 430 
‘Stern eagle of the far north-west,’ XIII, 57 
Stenart, Sir Henry, translations of Sallust, 
XVIII, 443 

Steward, Raoul’s revenge tjpon, XIX, lot* 
Stewart,, governor of Donne Castle-, 1, 243 
Stewart, Allan, t(.rtiire<h IX, 455 
Stewart, Allaii Breck, iV, i, li 
Stewart, Francis. Are Bothwell 
Stewart, James, Duke of Montrose’s fol- 
lower, IV, xsxix 

Stewart, James, of Ardvoirlioh, V, 141, 142, 

' 361 

Stewart, Fatrlclt, Earl of Orkney, XIII, 11 
Stewart, Rev. Mr., of Douglas, XXV, 375, 

376 

Stewart of Appin, IV, xli, xliv 
SteiEvart of G-arth, iSL-etches of llirfldanders, 
XiX, 4S2 ; XX, 310 

Stewart of Inverualiyle, I, sxvii ; IV, xlU ; 
XIX, 321 

Stewarts, or Stuarts, their anti-Puritan 
policy, VI, 12 

Stibbler, term, explained, XVIil, 3S2, 454 

Stickler, XXII, 196*, 4-14 

Stilts, use of, XVI, 44, 430 

Stirling Castle, I, 24S 

Stirrup-cup, I, 473 

Stock-jobbing, XV, <^140, GOO 

Stone-eater, ;X, xxijc, 393 . 

‘ Stone walls do not a prison mate,’ VI, 250 

Stour burgh, or Harfra, Xlil, 26, 28, 39 

Stradiots, XX, 250 ; XXXII, 442 

Strand, London, XIV, 54 

Strappado, XXIII, 477 

Strasburg, XXIII, 300, 301 

Strath Earn, V, 286 

Strath Ihllan, V, 309 

Stratlmaveni, XIII, 156, 473 

Strauchan, squire, XX, 77, 90 

Straw, tenure of, XV, 570 

Sti’cetdiglitiug, iu 17th century, XIV, !37, 

' 455: 

Strickalthrow’-, Merciful, XXI, 433, 437 
Strickkiud, XXIII, 2.55 
Strozxi, Marechal, XIV, 14'!;, 469 
Stminpfer, Xiok, the dwarf, XllI, 2S3, 291, 
322 

Strutt, Joseph, I, xiv 
Stuart family, pedigree of, X, 365, 385, 
Stuart of Invorach, iV, 26t>, 276 
Stubbs, the 'Williuglioiu bteadle, VII, 32S 
Stubbs, Miss Cecilia, I, 24 
Stubbs, mutilaticm of, XVI, 3G9, 460 
Students of Edinburgh, massacre of, IV, .xj.; 
VIX, 75, 350 

Stukely, Tlxomas, X, 148, 379 
Sturmthai, Melchior, XXIII, 78, 90, 188 
Suddlechop, ' Benjamin, XIV , 8? , 242 ■ 


SmMtechop, Dame Ureiila, XIV, 87, 90, 214 

SuSoik, Ladv, Vil, 3>-2 

Suliote, XVII, ISO, 444 

Sully, Duke of, A/r.wo/rt, IV, 2 ; XVI, 

Sumbiirgh Head. XI f I, I, 71, Tl 

Smmaertrees, Maswtll of. AVe Maxwell of 

■ ■ Buiiiinertrees 

Sunday, at OribaWistone Hall, IV, 9 3; in 
Scotland, IV. 183 

Supernatural viiiitants, VII, 112, 151, 517 
Superstition. , Highiaiid, I, uipay 

11,172, 42.^; Scolti'jh, IV., 264, '72. 
iSctlander^’, XllL Iu; Manx, XV, 177, 
593,395 

Surtieet an the Wash, Vll, fJiO. 570 
Surgeon, ScottislMxumiry, ii.X.V, 1 
Surgeon ’a Daughte.r. «V*v' (U'.iy, 

novel, XXV, I 

Surplice, Frci-byterian «bjt*ci{Oii to, Vll, 
325 ■ 

Surtees, Ms ver.sioa of Bhick D-ivarl legend, 
¥,363 

Sussex, Earl of, XII, 140, etc. 

Swabia, XXIII, .55, 477 

Swan, Kiught of the, XIX, 197, 4SS' 

Swuirt, Xlartin, XII, 91, 45i», 4C*'H 
Swartaster, hclyer of, Xlli, 233 
Swedish fe-athers, V, 163' 

Swedish military service, V, 161 
Sweepciean, baililf , .1X1, S7:9, 384 - . 

Swertha, housekeeper, X.II.1,. 1C^ etc. ■ . ^ 
Swift, Dean, Jourwd to A'feSe, . XIX., .S9.I ; ' 

Life of efeichkm^ XIX, 477 
Swine in yarn, XVIII, 15b, 441 



Swiss, relations of, .XX.I.il., 2, etc. . 

Swiss envoysj XXill, 76, etc. 

Sword-dance, Xlil, 157, 450 

Sybilla, queen of Jorusaleiti, XX, 167, 424 

Syddall, butter, IV, 377 ■ ' ' 

Sylvan, ourang-outang, XXIV, 196, 240, 
299, 376 " ' ■ 

Siunson, Andrew, of Kirldmier, Till, xlv 


Tacket, Tibb, X, 15, 26, 237 
Taif.riL Lieu'ten.ant, .1.1.1, 1.20, etc. 

Talbot, Colonel, I, 298, etc. ; XIX, 321 
Talbot, Lady Emily, I, 339, 377, 439 
Tales of my Lundlordi, V, xi ; VL jx; VIT, 
vii; Vm, ix; XXIV, ix; XXV, I5r 
Tales of the Cmsaders^ XIX, xlx; XX, t'*c 
Tales of ike freR'ii, Xlf & 

Talisman, Saladin’s, XX, IHl, 314. Aif# 
also Lee renny 

Talisman, tliunovel, XIX, xli; XX, x 
Talla Linns, XMI, 200, 555 
Tamson, or Thomson, Pcff. XXV, 4 
Tancred of Otrajito, XXIV, 289, Gil, 3*13# 
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Tantivy .to Rome. ,XV, 629. ■ ' ■ , 
Tapestried Chtrdber, tale, XX. 387, 3."59 
Tapestry, Motikbarns’s, ill, M . 

■ Tappit Heii, H, 429 
Tarteton, the ptevor, XII. 207, 470 
Tarrasque, XXIII, 381, 477 
Taste of Highlaudera, IV, 354 
TaHus.' See Achilles Tatlas 
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Tay, River, XXII, 1, 438; Loch, XXH, 312, 

317 

Tedwortli, drum of, XIV, xvii, 472 
Tekeli (Tokely), Count, XV, 150, C29 
Templar, the. See Bois-G-uilbert 
Templars, IX, G6, etc. ; XX, 233 
Templars, G-rand Master of, XX, 66, etc. 

See also Bois-Guilbert 
Temple Bar, London, XIV, 54 
Templestowe, IX, 338, 356, 433 
Templeton, Laurence, IX, xv ; XIX, xi 
Ten-Mark Court, Edinburgh, VII, 277, 570 
Tenure of the straw, XV, 670 
Teresa, servant. III, 305 
Terriers. See Pepper and Mustard 
Terry, Daniel, actor, XIV, xxiv 
Test oath, BothwelPs, VI, 71 
Teutonic Emiglits, XX, 306, 427 
Thafurs, or Trudentes, XX, 414 
Thames, from. Richmond Hill, VII, 378, 
XIV, 101, 304, 37S 
Thane of Fife, XXV, 365 
Theatre, open-air, XVII, 208, 216, 433 
Theatrical Fund Dinner, Edinburgh, XIX, 
318, 459 

‘The auld man’s mare’s dead,’ XVIII, 8, 
436 

‘ The friars of Fail drank berry-brown ale,’ 
XI, 150 

‘The herring loves the merry moonlight,’ 
III, 359 

‘ The Highlandmen are pretty men,’ I, 480 
‘ The Indian leaf,’ IV, 84 
‘ The infant loves the rattle’s noise,’ XIII, 
224 

‘The monk must rise,’ VIII, 31 
Theodorick of Engaddi, XX, 33, etc. 
Theodosius the Great, XXIV, 8 
‘ The Orphan Maid,’ song, V, 229 
‘The Paip, that pagan full of pride,’ XI, 
132, 435 

‘ There came three merry men,’ IX, 396 
‘ There is mist on the mountain,’ I, 140 
‘ There ’s a bloodhound ranging,’ VII, 181 
‘ Tiio sim is rising dimly red,’ XIII, 153 
‘ The thought of the aged,’ XIII, 222 
‘ The w.ater gently down the level slid,’ VII, 
456 

‘ They came upon us in the night,’ I, 390 
‘They marched east throw Lithgowtown,’ 
Vi; 423 

‘ They ride about in such a rage,’ X, 66 
‘ They saddled a hundred milk-white steeds,’ 
111,360 

Thiebault, Proveuc-al, XXITI, 339, etc. 
Thiggers and sorners, XXII, 08, 443 
Thimblethvvaito, Tim, XIII. 130 
Third night, XIV, 10, 47*2 
Thidwiill, Tliyrvvall, or Thruswall, James 
of, XXV, 107, 369, 37*2 
‘This is the day,’ X, 155 
‘ This martyr was by Peter Inglis shot,’ VI, 
427 

Thomas, servant at Willingham, VII, 330 
Thoma.s the Rhymer, I, 451 ; XXV, 200, 334 
Thomson, Rev. George, II, xx\dii 
Thornton, Captain, IV, 278, etc. 

Thou, use of, by Germans, XXIII, 281, 477 
‘Thou so needful, yet so dread,’ XIII, 299 


‘ Thou sweetest thing,’ VIII, 191 
‘ Thcu that over billows dark,’ XIII, 300 
‘Thou who seek’st my fountain lone,’ X, 
311 ’ ’ 

Tliree Cranes, inn, X, 280, 393 
‘Thrice to the holly brake,’ X, 95, 155 
‘Thy craven fear my truth accused,’ X, 98 
‘Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright,’ 

Tider, Robin, XII, 439 
Tieck, Peifer X, 385 

Tietania, XVII, 279, 444 
Tiger, the, XXIV, 190 
TiHicidian, VII, 276 

TiUietudlem Tower, breakfast at, VI, 7, etc. 

Tilhnouth Chapel, XI, 429 

Timotheus, XIII, 385, 474 

Tinchel, driving deer, 1, 150 

Tine-egan, XXlI, 307, 450 

Tineman. See Douglas, Earl of 

Tinto, Dick, VIII, 2 ; XVII, 10 

Tinwald Court, Isle of Man, XV, 687 

Tippermuir, field of, V, 288 

Tippoo, Prince, XXV, 125, 140 

Title of Waverley, I, 1 ; of Bob Boy, IV, vii 

Titus Livius, anecdote about, I, 470 

Tivoli, XXIV, 147, 396 

‘ To an oak-tree,’ 1, 192 

Tobacco, song on, IV, 84, 407 

Tod’s Den, or Hole, VIII, 53 

Toison d’Or, herald, XVI, 96, 389 

Tolbooth Church, Edinburgh, VII, 21 ; 

prison, VII, 7, 50, 67, 643 
Toleration, hateful to the Covenanters, VI, 
328' ■ ■ ■■ ■■ . ' ■ 

Tolling to service, VII, 461, 5G2 
Tom-an-Lonach, hill, XXII, 317 
Tomanrait, 1, 164 
Tombs of the Covenanters, VI, 3 
Tomkins, Joseph, XXI, 5, etc. 

Tomkins and Chailoner’s affair, XXI, 262, 
489 

Topham, XV, 227, 270 
Torches at Darnlinvarach, V, 181 
Toi’feeus, Orcades, XIII, 463 
Torfe, Provost, XIII, 367, etc. 

Tormot of the Oak, XXII, 421 
Torquil of tna Oak, XXII, 307, etc. 
Torquilstone, IX, 268, 289, 291, 293 
Torture, VI, 3*25, 417 ; IX, 108, 454 
Tosti, Saxon earl, IX, 189, 453 
Touchwood, Peregrine, XVII, 162, etc. 
Tough, Counsellor, XVIII, 154 
Tournament, IX, 62, etc. 

Tournelle, plainte de, II, 275, 436 
Touthope, Andrew ITairservice’s friend, IV, 
176 

Tower, London, XIV,. 335, 460; XY, 429, 

Town, township, in Scotland, I, 50 ; X, 3 
Toxartis, Seytliian, XXIV, 146 
Tracj5 Earl of Sussex’s man, XII, 159 
Trailaund, or Stralsund, V, 195, 367, 370 
Train, Joseph, VI, xii ; MX, 319; XXV, - 
XXV, '365 ■ 

Tramp, Gaffer, VII, 414 
Tranchefer, sword, XXIV, 158 
Trapbois, the miser, XIV, 206, etc. 

Trapboisj Marlhaj XIV, 207, etc. 
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Trebizond, fSnltan of, XXHI, 2a’;, «7 

Tredagh, or Drogheda, siege of, XXI, 433, 
4fil ■ 

Trethlks, €astlc, XIX, 331 
Treddles, Mr., XIX, 333, 3«), 301 
Treddieb Arms, imi, XIX, 353 
Trees, III, 27 ; VIl, 75, 5'» 

Trepanning and concealment, XYIII, 442 
Treshain, lilciiard, XXV, 5. 8ee /urtMr 
Witheriiigton, General 
Tresliam, Will, IV, 1, etc. 

Tressilian, Ddmund, XIT, 0, etc. 
‘TfirQ-*go-trix,’ XI, 132, i:/>, 435 
Trismegistiis, XII, 2G(i, 470 
Tristan I’Hermite, XVI, 10, etc. 

Tristrem, Sir, IX, 41, 452; XX, 2G0, 418; 

XXV, 201, 374 . 

Troil, Brenda, XIII, IS, etc. 

Troii, Erlaud, XIII, 201 
Troil, Magnus, XIII, 3, etc. 

Troii, Minna, XIII, 18, etc. 

Troii, Rolfti, XIII, 201 
Trois-Eschelles, the lugubrious hangman, 
XVI, 02, 335, 390 
Trold, Xin, 205. See also Trow.s 
Tronda, Yellowley’s servant, XIII, 50 
Trot-cozy, 1, 193 
Trotter, Nelly, XVII, 2S, 37, 43 
Troubadours, IX, 158, 453 ; Proven^s^, 
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Vintry, London, XIV, 208, 473 
Violante, XXIV, 21, 307 
Vipont, Ralph de, IX, 62, 82 
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Wasp, terrier, II, 148, 167, 321, 345 

* Wasted, weary, wherefore stay ? ’ II, 172 
Watchwords of party, Y, 167 
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Watermen, Thames, XIV, 304, 378 
Watkins, Will, XXII, 212 

Watt, James, X, xxx 

Waverley, novel, I, xiv, xvi, 1 ; XIX, 321 

Waverley, Edward, 1, 11, etc. 
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Zamit MAuaiaB.is?, XVI, , 58 
Zarah. See Peueila 
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